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GOOD  SHOES 

shoes  that  give  the  lliest  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
faultlessl}^  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

"Edwin  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  vSon's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guai'antee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  MAN 

DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 

PpDpPJCT  PIT  characteristic 
MrSZHrd^l   ril  points  of  our  large  and 

CONSISTENT  PRICES  attractive  line  of  Over- 
coats, Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cwts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
"Baglan"  overcoats. 

FALT/  HATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
— stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds 

Underweai-,  Neckwear,  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 

M.  Greenewald 


23  W,  Main  Street 


THB  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTEK 
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SOUTHERN  ♦  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  POIiiTS 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Route  of —  I*  ■ 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect^  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  gfoing  to  and  returning  from  CoIIegfe 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  D.  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Hardwick,  A  G. P. A. 
Charleston,  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


H.  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

^ugusta^  Ga,  Washington,  D.  0. 
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Di4Pre  ^  Wilsott's 

BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STREET  TELEPHONE  No.  79 


All  books  used  in  Wofferd  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


IDiffiarnston     ^Feinafe  ©offege 

For  full  information,  address 

9^eV.        iiai>5er,  ^re8i<3et>t 


W'lUiamston, 


South  Carolinft 
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We  solicit  your  busioess  ii^ 


Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 


Shoes,  and  Gentlt^man  s  Furiiishiuo;  Goods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars ar.d  Gents.  Vo  doubt  most  of  you  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dolhirs  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  no  place  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  you  as  the}'  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Chain,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 
we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Floyd 


Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


JEWELER 


BEST  BarberShop 


in  the  city.  Just  in 
rear  of  Spartanburg 


National  Bank. 


JSpecial  Rates  to  Students, 
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1108  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
Fashionable  Engraving 

Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFICIAL  B&OaE  MAKERS  TO  ALL 
FIATEBNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estimates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 
K^Y  ^  CO. 

140-142  Woodward  Ave.,  Detroit,  fflicli.  jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

Drugs  iad  Sundries 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfumes*  Etc, 


mmtn  mm 


And  Fine  Confections 


ahvav*  fresh,  and  we  always 
Priiscriptioiiii  a  Specialty         j  "         have  it 


N,  S.  TRAKAS  &  CO. 


E.  MADDUX  &  CO. 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222  54  Morgan  Square  |  21  E.  Main  St. 

Palmetto  Corner 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits,  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  ParKir.    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
freshments in  season 

SCHMIDT  <&  BRBDB,  Rrops. 

SHOES  ^H>^^  SHOES 

SHOES       SHOES  SHOES 


TO  SUIT 
EVERYBODY 

«!EE  ME  BEFORE  BUYING 

W.   F.  GILLILAND 


Vofford  College  Journal 


Literary  Department 

J.  B.  Gibson,  Editor 


CLASS  POEM. 


Ten  thousands  Grecians  fought  their  weary  way 
Through  hordes  of  Persians  that  around  them  lay; 
Wandering,  they  longed  for  some  familiar  sight, 
To  cheer  their  hearts;  oneevaning  from  a  height 
They  saw  their  native  ocean  flashing  free 
And  cried,  exultantly,  "The  Sea!  The  Sea!" 
So  have  we  struggled  forward  to  this  height 
From  whence  we  see  the  dawning  of  a  light. 

For  a  century  darkens  behind  us, 
Whose  fortunes  and  failures  are  o'er, 

And  we  turn  our  eyes  to  the  fortune  that  lies 
In  the  century  stretching  before, 

We  know  the  fateful  "Horologue  of  Time," 
Rings  not  the  rounded  centuries,  but  its  chime 
Is  heard,  and  only  heard,  when  there  is  wrought 
Some  noble  change  by  noble  deed  or  thought: 
Yet,  'tis  a  glorious  sight  to  see  unroll 
A  long  expanse  of  years — a  virgin  scroll 
From  all  the  grime  of  conflict  wholly  free. 
Where  every  man  may  write  his  destiny. 

For  a  century  darkens  behind  us, 
Whose  fortunes  and  failures  are  o'er, 

And  we  turn  our  eyes  to  the  fortune  that  lies 
In  the  century  stretching  before. 

We  leave  thee,  Alma  Mater,  with  the  trust 
That  in  the  coming  struggle,  in  the  dust 
Of  conflict,  we  shall  still  uphold  thy  fame. 
Still  keep  unsullied  thy  time-honored  name, 
Eager  we  seek  the  struggle  and  the  strife — 
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The  larger  conflict  and  the  larger  life; 
Kager  we  strain  expectant  eyes  and  see 
Before  us  gleam  a  glorious  century! 

Oh,  a  century  darkens  behind  us, 

Whose  fortunes  and  failures  are  o'er; 
^(^L/Ct  us  turn  our  eyes  to  the  fortune  that  lies 
In  the  century  brightening  before. 

— C.  C.  Ai^EXANDKR,  1900. 


COTTON,  KING  AGAIN  IN  CAROLINA. 


(mkdai,  kssay  fur  prkston  society.) 

In  the  far-away  days  of  settlement,  thousands  of 
Huguenots,  the  best  and  sturdiest  of  Frenchmen,  under  the 
law  of  persecution  left  the  sunny  hills  and  valleys  of  their 
native  land  and  sailed  to  that  clime  in  the  New  World  of 
dreams  and  hopes  which  to  them  seemed  most  like  that 
which  they  left.  They  landed  on  the  coasts  and  pushed  up 
the  rivers  and  creeks  of  South  Carolina.  Quickly  they  di- 
vided up  the  land  into  plantations,  built  homes,  and  laid  the 
foundations  of  a  new  civilization.  Scores  of  Dutchmen  came 
later  and  going  farther  inland  settled  what  is  now  the  mid- 
dle of  the  State,  while  from  time  to  dme,  especially  soon 
after  the  Revolution,  adventurous  Englishmen  and  Scotch- 
men wandered  down  from  Virginia,  drove  the  remaining  In- 
dians beyond  the  mountains,  and  built  their  homes  along  the 
streams  of  the  Piedmont  section  of  the  State.  The  African, 
brought  across  the  ocean  in  the  slave-ships  of  New  England, 
drifted  down  to  these  warm  wide  fields,  and  thus  the  State 
got  her  abundant  supply  of  slaves.  The  white  population, 
unused  to  exacting  labor  in  their  old  homes,  and  affected  by 
the  languor  of  their  new  found  climate,  took  the  hard  work- 
ing son  of  Ham  as  a  God-send  and  made  him  their  '  'hewer 
of  wood  and  drawer  of  water."  They,  following  their  nat- 
ural instincts,  were  glad  enough  to  leave  all  commerce  and 
manufacturing  to  their  countrymen  in  the  North,  while  they 
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themselves  dropped  into  the  lazy  and  slow  but  lordly  life 
that  the  plantation  fostered. 

What  did  it  matter  to  the  Southerner,  that  the  energetic 
Yankee  was  building  his  rivers  and  lining  them  with  whir- 
ring factories,  though  he  did  grow  rich  with  his  labors  ;  that 
his  trading  vessels  were  known  all  over  the  world  and  that 
his  trade  was  building  up  such  great  and  rich  cities  as  New 
York,  Philadelphia,  and  Boston?  Could  he  not  live  at  ease 
while  his  slave  made  the  cotton  that  New  England  must  have 
to  live  on  ?  He  could  thrive  and  get  rich  without  all  this 
trouble  with  trade  and  commerce.  Was  his  section  not 
richer  without  it  than  the  East  ?  Did  he  not  live  a  more  cul- 
tured life  ?  Did  he  not  travel  more  than  the  Yankee  ? 
Were  his  colleges  not  as  good  as  those  of  Massachusetts  ? 
Was  not  the  voice  of  his  statesmen  stronger  in  his  nation's 
councils  than  those  of  the  North  ?  Immeasurably  so,  as  wit- 
ness the  extension  of  slavery  to  the  new  territories  and  the 
admission  of  Texas  into  the  Union  as  a  slave  state,  despite 
the  determined  opposition  of  the  East. 

Then  he  would  continue  to  work  his  negroes  in  his  smiling 
fields.  His  delight  would  still  be  in  his  broad  acres  '  'whit- 
ened with  the  Southern  summer's  snow."  Let  cotton  remain 
his  king.  He  would  continue  to  educate  his  brightest  sons 
for  law  and  politics,  to  defend  his  State's  rights  in  Congress. 
His  section  would  still  cleave  to  agriculture  and  shun  trade 
and  manufactures  as  much  as  possible. 

Such  was  South  Carolina  life,  was  all  Southern  life  before 
the  war,  and  it  seemed  that  it  must  go  on  so  forever.  But 
Providence  had  ruled  otherwise,  and  soon  there  came  the 
crash — the  trial  of  the  system  for  its  life  or  its  death  before 
the  tribunal  of  arms.  Finally  the  state  went  down  in  de- 
feat, and  the  broken  South  Carolinian  with  his  other  breth- 
ren of  the  South  returned  to  the  grave  of  his  old  order,  his 
possessions,  his  systems  of  society,  government  and  finance, 
his  hopes,  his  all,  in  the  two  lone  chimneys  with  between 

"A  blackened  heap. 
Where  lizards  crawled  and  briars  grew.'* 
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And  above  all  else  was  the  maddening  curse  of  negro 
domination. 

.  The  long  pause  of  ruin  threatened  never  to  give  place  to 
reaction.  "Can  the  South  ever  retrieve?"  "Is  her  part 
played  in  the  development  of  the  western  world,  or  can  she 
ever  attain  to  her  old  station  in  the  Union?' '  These  were 
the  questions  that  were  asked  and  asked  again,  and  for  a 
long  time  could  be  answered  only  in  despairing  tones.  How 
could  the  Southerner  witli  shattered  health  and  worse  than 
nothing  left,  ever  do  anything  else  than  merely  keep  from 
dying  when  the  carpet-bag  government,  backed  by  the  un- 
seeing North,  robbed  him  of  all  he  made,  in  stolen  taxes? 

But  at  last  there  came  signs  of  life  in  different  parts  of  the 
section.  South  Carolina  recovered  most  slowly  of  all  be- 
cause her  ruin  was  blackest.  But  her  manhood  and  woman- 
hood could  not  be  killed.  She  threw  off  negro  and  federal 
rule  once  for  all  in  1876.  She  pushed  cotton  growing,  be- 
cause by  raising  this  she  could  at  least  live,  till  she  utilized 
every  available  acre.  But  it  soon  became  evident  that  cot- 
ton growing  could  not  be  made  as  profitable  as  it  ha'd  been 
in  the  palmy  ante-bellum  days;  that  all  the  white  population 
could  not  support  itself  in  competition  with  the  freed  negro 
labor  in  the  raising  of  the  old,  king  staple. 

Then  it  was  that  South  Carolina,  as  did  most  of  the  other 
Southern  States,  in  casting  about  for  something  in  which  to 
invest  her  small  capital  and  profitably  employ  her  white  pop- 
ulation, first  began  to  pay  serious  attention  to  the  industry 
by  which  her  ancient  rival  in  the  Union,  Massachusetts, 
had  made  for  herself  so  prominent  a  place  among  the 
States.  In  other  words,  in  the  years  about  1880,  South 
Carolina  really  started  on  the  long  road  to  supremacy  in 
cotton  manufacturing. 

It  is  true  that  the  beginning  had  been  made  years  before. 
In  i860  there  were  six  very  small  and  insignificant,  but  at 
that  time  notable,  cotton  mills  in  Spartanburg  county  alone. 
Thus  it  appears  that  this  county  has  always  been  the  great- 
est center  of  the  industry  in  the  State  and  indeed  in  the 
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whole  South.  In  1870  the  State  was  credited  with  twelve 
small  mills  in  all. 

As  said  before,  it  was  not  till  vSeveral  years  after  thi  that 
the  industry  assumed  any  comparative  importance.  From 
1870  there  was  a  period  of  trial  for  several  years.  Mills 
were  organized  slowly.  We  hear  of  the  beginning  of  the 
now  famous  Piedmont  and  Pelzer  corporations  in  the  late 
seventies  and  others  in  Anderson  and  Spartanburg  counties 
and  the  city  of  Greenville.  Capitalists  invested  their  money 
cautiously  in  the  new  enterprises  and  carefully  watched  the 
results  The  mills  were  almost  universally  successful  and 
at  some  places  the  dividends  were  surprising.  The  number 
grew  but  slowly,  however,  till  about  1890.  In  that  year 
there  were  about  thirty  in  the  State  capitalized  at  nearly 
$8,000,000. 

About  this  time  the  floodgates  were  opened  and  the  num- 
ber of  new  corporations  chartered  each  year  has  increased 
with  ever  accelerating  rapidity.  It  had  been  generally  dem- 
onstrated, after  years  of  trial,  that  cotton  mills  in  this  sec- 
tion were  not  only  perfectly  safe,  but  handsome  dividend- 
paying  investments.  There  was  more  money  in  the  State 
than  ever  before  seeking  investment,  and  outside  capital 
was  becoming  interested.  In  addition  to  all  this  a  crusade 
started  throughout  the  State  with  the  slogan,  that  the  mills 
must  move  to  the  cotton.  It  was  preached  by  mouth  and 
pamphlet  that  every  bale  of  jotton  raised  in  South  Carolina 
must  be  spun  in  South  Carolina;  that  there  is  no  such  thing 
as  too  many  mills  in  the  South  as  long  as  a  single  bale  of 
cotton  is  shipped  to  New  England  or  Old  England.  And 
since  object  lessons  were  not  lacking  of  mills  paying  divi- 
dends of  from  eight  to  thirty  percent,  factories  sprang  up  in 
every  paf t  of  the  State  fully  equipped  as  did  the  warriors  on 
the  plains  of  Thebus.  They  multiplied  in  the  larger  towns 
such  as  Columbia,  Spartanburg,  Greenville,  Anderson, 
Union,  Abbeville,  but  soon  rose  singly  in  every  smaller 
town  and  by  the  falls  and  water  powers  on  the  rivers. 

This  growth  has  been  marvellous.  A  writer  in  a  northern 
magazine  in  1894  said  that  it  was  almost  incredible  that  in 
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the  six  months  preceding  the  sum  of  $3,000,000  had  been 
invested  in  cotton  manufacturing  in  North  and  South  Caro- 
lina. What  would  the  same  writer  say  should  he  know 
that  in  the  first  four  months  of  1900,  $6,000,000  had  been 
invested  in  this  State  alone? 

Spartanburg  county,  the  "Lowell  of  the  South,"  has 
twenty-six  mills  and  manufactures  more  cotton  than  the  en- 
tire State  of  Georgia.  Columbia,  now  building  the  largest 
mill  in  the  South,  has  become  an  important  manufacturing 
center  with  a  mill  population  of  12,000  people,  while  Green- 
ville, Anderson,  Abbeville,  Union  and  other  large  towns  of 
the  Piedmont  belt  have  from  two  to  six  new  mills  now  un- 
der construction.  In  addition  to  these  there  are  thirty  or 
more  smaller  towns  that  are  watching  with  absorbed  interest 
the  erection  of  their  much  prized  "factories,"  to  the  stock  of 
which  everyone  subscribed  his  mite. 

This  has  been  the  growth  of  the  movement  in  the  number 
and  the  value  of  the  mills  it  has  built.  Such  a  great  develop- 
ment of  a  State's  industrial  life  must  have  affected  it  in 
other  ways.  Nor  are  these  effects  hard  to  find.  In  the  first 
place  thousands  of  poor  cotton  raising  farmers  have  been 
drawn  away  from  the  farms,  and  the  production  of  cotton 
has  been  to  some  extent  reduced.  Immigration  has  been  in- 
duced from  other  states.  Great  markets  for  garden  and 
other  food  products  have  been  created  in  hundreds  of  com- 
munities over  the  State.  Well  may  the  South  Carolinian 
now  invoke  the  sower  to, 

"Fling  wide  the  grain  for  those  who  throw 
The  clanking  shuttle  to  and  fro 

In  the  long  row  of  humming  looms, 
And  into  ponderous  masses  wind 

The  web  that  from  a  thousand  looms, 
Comes  forth  to  clothe  mankind . ' ' 

This  industry  is  also  building  up  a  wealthy  middle  class  of 
sm^ll  capitalists.  The  workers — prospeious  farmers  and  mer- 
chants— invest  their  earnings  in  these  dividend  paying  en- 
terprises. As  these  in  many  cases  double  their  capacities,  with 
little  or  no  increase  of  capital,  it  is  easy  to  see  what  good 
they  will  do  in  our  towns  in  the  course  of  a  few  years.  These 
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stock  holders  with  the  mill  presidents  and  other  salaried 
officers  are  everywhere  becoming  conspicuous  as  the  best 
products  of  the  industry. 

The  officials  of  these  mills  are  in  almost  every  instance  in 
the  most  pleasant  relations  with  the  operatives.  They  are 
leaders  in  religioa,  education,  athletics  and  general  culture. 
Happy  are  the  results  from  such  a  state  of  affairs.  Never  do 
we  hear  of  strikes,  shut  downs,  boycotts,  and  such  labor  dis- 
turbances in  Southern  mills.  The  operative  regards  the  cap- 
italist and  employer  as  his  friend,  rather  than  as  his  enemy. 
Where  else  do  you  find  the  president  of  a  million  dollar  cor- 
poration sitting  down  to  a  dinner  with  all  his  foremen  from 
highest  to  lowest,  and  afterwards  addressing  them  on  sub- 
jects that  interest  them  alike,  as  happened  in  a  mill  town  in 
South  Carolina  a  few  weeks  ago  ?  Such  mutual  respect  and 
interest  must  inevitably  have  an  elevating  influence,  on  both 
the  employer  and  the  operative.  Such  a  community,  where 
such  a  broadminded  official  has  such  great  powers,  and  ad- 
ministers them  so  wisely,  shall  bring  about  a  better  type  of 
citizenship  for  the  State. 

Nor  is  the  industry  without  its  political  importance.  It 
will  doubtless  place  the  state  among  those  which  want  a  tariff 
on  certain  goods  and  help  break  the  "solid  South."  We 
have  already  seen  how  a  convention  of  mill  presidents  in 
Greenvillo  stimulated  our  representatives  in  congress  to  unu- 
sual activity  in  clamoring  for  the  maintenance  of  the  open 
door  to  China  and  the  East. 

These  are  some  of  the  results  of  South  Carolina's  position 
in  the  cotton  manufacturing  world.  Eminent  as  the  position 
is,  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  it  is  merely  introductory  to 
what  she  is  to  achieve.  She  seems  only  well  started  on  her 
road  to  supremacy.  She  has  evedently  made  cotton,  but 
cotton  in  another  fame,  her  king  again  and  has  determined 
to  stand  first  in  honor.  Already  she  has  outstripped  her 
Southern  neighbors  and  and  now  challenges  her  old  res- 
pected rival,  Massachusetts,  as  her  only  superior.  It  is  a  long 
race  with  a  great  handicap  against  her  tojovertake  "The  Bay 
State,"  but  she  is  committed  to  the  endeavor.    As  yet  he- 
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resources  are  only  touched.  Ex- Governor  Tillman  in  his 
paper  before  the  convention  of  southern  governors  in  Rich- 
mond, in  1894,  said:  "Mr.  Swain,  the  special  agent  of  the 
census  of  1880,  made  a  careful  estimate  of  the  water  power 
of  our  streams  as  reaching  a  million  horse  power.  If  devel- 
oped, these  would  give  employment  to  six  millions 
of  operatives  in  cotton  mills."  With  this  in  mind  and 
realizing  her  central  situation  in  the  cotton  belt,  she  is  gird- 
ing up  her  loins  for  the  future  that  is  in  store  for  her.  At 
the  home  of  her  most  loved  son,  the  apostle  of  her  past,  she 
has  established  a  great  Mechanical  College.  In  one  depart- 
ment of  this  she  offers  to  freely  teach  her  sous  the  science  of 
the  manufacturing  of  cotton — the  key  to  her  future.  Largely 
by  the  hope  her  achievements  in  it  have  bred,  she  has  taken  a 
foremost  position  in  that  new  South, 

"Whose  gaze  is  cast 

No  more  upon  the  past, 
But  whose  bright  eyes  the  skies  of  promise  sweep, 

Whose  feet  in  paths  of  progress  swiftly  leap  ; 
And  whose  fresh  thoughts  like  cheerful  rivers  run, 

Through  odorous  ways  to  meet  the  morning  sun." 

T.  Frank  Watkins. 


THE  WAY  THE  RAILWAY  WENT. 


The  small  town  of  Hudsonville  is  about  two  and  a  half 
miles  from  a  railroad  station.  Pathetic  to  say,  the  place  has  a 
past,  but  its  present  is  that  of  the  dried  up  hull  of  a  once 
flourishing  community.  Its  chance  to  become  a  hustling 
"city"  was  lost  years  ago,  when  the  railroad,  then  an  inno 
vation,  was  frowned  upon  by  its  citizens,  all  except  one.  In 
sheer  self-defence,  the  railroad,  along  with  progress,  has 
passed  by  the  old  village. 

The  attention  of  the  stranger  or  drummer,  who  now  and 
then  treads  the  single  street  of  the  village,  is  perhaps  drawn 
by  the  wildness  of  the  place,  to  a  dilapidated  mansion  away 
from  the  road  and  near  the  lower  end  of  "town."  "That 
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place  has  seen  better  times,''  one  might  say.  The  remnants 
of  flowers  once  rare,  evergreens  and  vines  once  well- 
trained,  cover  the  ground  in  wild  luxuriance.  The  honey- 
suckle arbor  that  once  shaded  the  broad  front  porch,  has 
broken  down,  and  the  vine  seeks  a  new  ladder  to  climb, 
stretching  up  to  the  broken  window  nearby. 

If,  attracted  by  the  very  desolation  of  the  place,  we 
should  walk  through  the  upspringing  bushes  and  around  the 
deserted  house,  we  would  probably  discover  a  dark  pond  of 
water  underneath  what  was  once  one  of  the  dining  rooms  of 
this  Southern  mansion.  Rank  weeds  and  fennel  grow  to 
the  very  edge  of  this  pond,  making  the  darkness  that  broods 
over  it  ghastly,  even  in  daylight.  Ascending  the  rickety 
back  steps  and  forcing  the  broken  lock,  we  enter  the  dark 
interior  of  the  house.  The  last  vestige  of  wall  paper  lies 
crumpled  in  moldy  dust  on  the  floor,  and  a  musty  odor  in 
the  spacious  rooms  suggests  how  long  the  house  has  been 
unoccupied.  It  is  common  report  in  the  village,  especially 
among  the  old  negroes  and  imaginative  children,  that  the 
house  is  haunted,  that  long  ago,  **befo'  de  wah,"  some  dark 
deed  was  done  or  some  one  perished  with  these  dark  walls. 

About  the  year  1850,  the  talk  of  a  "railroad"  stirred  the 
community.  The  railroad  question  had  come  to  the  point 
where  decision  must  be  made  as  to  whether  the  road  would 
be  built  through  the  village  or  not.  The  two  most  intelli- 
gent and  wealthy,  and  hence  the  most  influential  citizens, 
were  young  Dr.  Yarborough  and  Col.  Hedding.  Dr.  Yar- 
borough,  the  village  doctor,  good  hearted,  but  passionate 
when  his  temper  was  aroused,  was  alive  to  the  best  interests 
of  the  town.  Alas,  he  was  the  only  man  who  was !  This 
gentleman  was  now  a  young  bachelor,  but  rumor  had  it  that 
there  was  a  beautiful  young  lady  whom  he  went  to  see  at  her 
home  about  twenty  miles  away.  Capt.  Hedding  was  some- 
what selfish  and  overbearing.  He  tried  to  domineer  over  his 
neighbors. 

When  the  railroad  was  under  consideration  by  the  men  of 
the  town,  Dr.  Yarborough  was  heartily  in  favor  of  the  road. 
He  saw  benefits  that  would  come  to  the  town  through  it^ 
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perhaps  it  would  help  him  in  his  pursuit  of  greater  fortune. 
Captain  Hedding,  on  the  other  hand,  was  against  "those 
cussed  schemers,"  as  he  hotly  termed  the  railroad  men. 
His  plantation  would  be  cut  up  and  ruined.  He  would  have 
to  pay  the  burden  of  taxes,  if  the  road  was  built.  Besides, 
he  had  wagons,  drivers  and  mules  to  do  all  his  trading  and 
hauling.  Consequently  he  opposed  all  of  Dr.  Yarborough's 
advice  about  the  matter. 

One,  two  and  three  years  passed  with  *the  affairs  still  in 
this  critical  stage,  until  one  July  day.  After  a  fruitless  and 
animated  discussion  at  the  village  postoffice,  the  Captain 
asked  the  Doctor  to  come  to  his  house  after  dinner  and  they 
could  settle  all  difficulty.  So  when  others  were  taking  the 
afternoon  nap,  the  Doctor  came.  Capt.  Hedding  asked  him 
to  come  into  the  dimly  lighted  sitting  room,  vSaying  it  was 
cooler,  and  a  trusted  servant,  George,  was  told  to  get  some 
wine  from  the  cellar.  When  the  slave  returned,  he  was  told 
to  go,  but  to  come  back  to  the  sitting  room  in  about  an  hour. 

What  was  said  by  the  two  men  may  be  conjectured  only  ; 
but  something  that  was  said  or  done,  coming  to  the  ear  of 
one  who  was  sleeping  in  a  near  room,  caused  her  to  start  in- 
voluntarily. 

When  the  servant  returned  to  the  sitting  room  he  found  a 
prostrate  form  lying  insensible  on  the  floor,  distraught  with 
rage  and  remorse.  The  slave  stood  speechless,  holding  the 
door  knob.  Soon  Captian  Hedding  could  control  him- 
self somewhat,  and  in  the  tone  of  one  semi-delirious  ordered 
the  servant  to  take  the  lifeless  body  and  put  it  under  the 
ground,  deep  under  his  wine  cellar.  Then  he  enjoined  him 
to  see  that  there  were  no  traces  of  his  deed  left  in  the  room, 
and  after  coming  close,  said:  "Do  you  hear  ?"  "Yes,  Mas- 
sa,"  said  the  slave,  trembling.  Capt.  Hedding  strode  by 
and  out  of  the  room.  The  negro  heard  the  door  of  the  Cap- 
tain's room  slam  with  a  bang. 

Shortly  after  the  negro  had  dug  a  great  pit  in  the  cellar,  he 
returned  to  the  room  and  gazed  upon  the  prostrate  form. 
Then  he  instinctively  took  hold  of  one  hand,  when  there  was 
a  slight  movement  of  the  chest  and  a  feeble  voice  said,  "lyCt 


II 


me  go ! "  The  negro  knew  not  what  to  do.  But  5  oon  the  door 
wRvS  gently  pushed  open  and  a  voice  said  :  "What  is  it, 
George?"  "Oh,  Missus  !"  was  all  that  George  could  say. 
Mrs  Hedding  entered.  Her  face  turned  deathly  pale.  When 
she  recovered  herself,  "How  did  this  happen?"  She  soon 
realized  the  situation,  and  that  a  human  life  might  be  saved 
by  her  help.  Quickly  summoning  another  of  the  servants, 
she  sent  him  for  the  old  doctor  who  lived  in  the  country. 
The  old  mamma  who  was  in  the  kitchen  was  called  to  the 
sitting  room, and  all  efforts  were  made  to  bring  the  apparently 
sleeping  form  to  full  consciousness.  Soon  he  opened  his  eyes. 
He  looked  around.  "Let  me  go,"  he  said  again.  By  the 
time  the  doctor  arrived,  young  Dr.  Yarborough  was  com- 
pletely at  himself.  A  bloodstain  or  two  showed  where  a 
wound  had  been  inflicted,  but  tiie  blood  had  ceased  to  flow. 
He  was  given  some  water  and  soon  was  able  to  talk.  "It  was 
unfortunate.  I  must  go  away  from  here,"  was  all  that  he 
would  say. 

Two  months  had  passed,  and  Capt.  Hedding  had  not  left 
his  house.  The  slave,  George,  had  at  the  suggestion  of  Mrs. 
Hedding,  covered  up  the  pit  in  the  cellar,  and  to  ease  Capt. 
Hedding' s  mind,  he  was  assured  that  his  wivSh  had  been  car- 
ried out,  and  nobody  suspected  him.  Dr.  Yarborough  was 
in  Virginia,  and  a  chance  letter  from  him  said  he  was  all 
right  and  strong  again.  But  it  was  different  with  Capt, 
Hedding.  He  shut  himself  up  in  his  house,  and  friends 
feared  his  reason  was  gone. 

By  this  time  the  railroad  men  were  out  of  patience  with 
Hudsonville,  and  it  was  ordered  that  the  railroad  be  con- 
structed by  a  new  way  as  it  is  to-day. 

The  day  of  the  doctor's  last  interview  with  Capt.  Hed- 
ding, a  girlish  voice  had  spoken  at  the  door  of  the  sitting 
room,  "Papa,  can  I  come  in?"  When  answered  "Not  now, 
my  child,"  she  went  away.  Three  years  later,  and  Miss 
Alice  Hedding  was  the  belle  of  the  village.  The  young  law- 
yer, Fairchild,  was  one  of  her  adorers.  He  had  gained  quite  a 
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reputation  as  a  lawyer,  and  was  connected  with  the  best  fam- 
ilies of  that  section. 

Then  the  clouds  of  war  came  on.  Meantime,  Dr.  Yarbor- 
ough  had  come  back  for  a  short  time,  and  bad  taken  his 
bride  to  Virginia.  Up  to  this  time  Capt.  Hedding  had  been  in 
a  kind  of  stupor.  When  everyone  began  to  talk  about  war,  the 
desire  be  in  the  thickest  of  the  fight  took  complete  pos- 
session of  the  captain.  He  had  the  horses  that  he  would  ride 
picked  out,  and  his  old  sword  rubbed  until  it  fairly  shone. 
He  went  on  the  street  and  even  began  to  take  part  in  the 
discussions  at  the  Postoffice.  He  was  finally  elected  or  ap- 
pointed captain  of  the  company  from  that  neighborhood. 
The  men  soon  left,  with  Capt.  Hedding,  for  Virginia,  but 
Capt.  Fairchild  went  to  Tennessee. 

After  the  battle  of  Gettysburg,  one  company,  at  least,  had 
lost  its  captain.  Dr.  Yarborough,  of  the  C.  S.  A.  Surgeon's 
Corps,  was  overseeing  a  company  who  were  collecting  and 
casing  for  the  wounded.  He  was  in  advance  of  the  others 
and  came  upon  an  old  negro  embracing  the  outstretched  form 
of' an  officer.  The  doctor  was  touched,  and  seemed  to  rec- 
ognize the  homely,  weeping,  body  servant.  ''What  is  it. 
Uncle  George  ?■'  said  he.  The  old  negro  looked  up,  and 
wiping  his  face  as  best  he  could  with  his  big  hands,  "For  de 
lyawd's  sake,  if  dar  aint  dat  massa  Yarboro  "Is  that  your 
marster,  George?"  "Yes,  massa,  and  do  please  help  him  if 
you  kin.  He's  'most  gone. ' '  The^^  carried  the  captain  to  the 
operating  room,  and  Dr.  Yarborough  saw  at  a  glance,  when 
the  captain's  body  was  placed  on  the  table,  that  he  was 
almost  exhausted  with  loss  of  blood,  and  that  his  arm  would 
have  to  be  amputated.  Knowing  the  captain  to  be  natural- 
ly a  strong  man,  he  ordered  several  men  to  hold  him  firmly 
while  the  trying  ordeal  was  being  carried  out.  The  doctor's 
order  was  a  wise  one,  but  it  did  not  avail ;  for  scarcely  had 
the  doctor  commenced  work,  when  the  captain,  -with  one  tre- 
mendous impulse,  sent  those  who  were  holding  him  falling 
over  one  anotheer  to  the  ground.  Dr.  Yarborough  knew 
that  he  could  not  endure  through  another  such  effort,  and 
tried  a  last  experiment.    Going  up  to  the  captain,  he  said  : 
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"I  am  Dr.  Yarborough."  The  now  motionless  form  said  : 
"You?"  "Yeg,  here  lam,  I  am  living,  and  can  bring  you 
through  this.  Will  you  trust  me?"  A  feeble  voice  said,  "I 
— have — to,  I  can't."  Dr.  Yarborough  now  had  the  men  to 
hold  the  captain,  but  not  so  rigidly  ;  he  proceeded,  and  ban- 
daged the  captain's  wound,  while  through  it  all  the  captain 
moved  not  a  muscl "Now,  uncle  you  can  feel  sure  that 
your  master  will  live,"  said  the  surgeon  to  uncle  George, 
who  had  been  helping  as  best  he  knew  how. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  a  happy  reconciliation.  Before 
the  war  had  ended,  the  captain  had  made  Dr.  Yarborough 
promise  to  come  back  and  live  in  the  Hudsonville  neighbor- 
hood. 

Fairchild  attained  the  rank  of  Colonel,  and  at  the  close  of 
the  struggle  returned  to  Hudsonville  a  steady  man.  Being 
nearer  home  than  those  in  Virginia,  at  the  close  of  the  war, 
he  reached  Husonville  first.  One  morning  in  the  Spring  of 
'65  he  was  going  by  the  Hedding  place  and  saw  Miss  Alice 
in  the  front  yard.  With  a  large  sun-hat  on  she  was  admir- 
ing the  violet  bed  and  pulling  up  the  stray  weeds  from 
among  the  plants. 

Soon  Capt.  Hedding  '.came  back,  one-armed,  and  "Old 
George,"  older  than  ever.  By  this  time  slavery  had  gone, 
and  many  of  the  servants  left.  They  thought  the  old  house 
was  haunted,  and  wanted  to  get  away. 

Miss  Alice's  regard  for  Colonel  Fairchild  deepened  into 
affection  and  they  were  married  in  the  fall.  The  next  Spring 
they  moved  to  the  new  county  seat  three  miles  away,  on  the 
railroad.  On  the  day  they  left  the  old  house,  Capt.  Hedding 
was  told  for  the  first  time  the  whole  story  about  the 
saving  of  Dr.  Yarborough's  life-  He  was  pulling  up  the 
carpet  of  the  sitting  room  and  saw  the  old  stains  on  the  floor. 
The  emotion  that  stirred  the  captain's  heart  need  not  be  des- 
cribed ;  but  that  very  day  he  wrote  Dr.  Yarborough  to  make 
haste  and  come  to  live  near  him.  Mrs.  Hedding  also  sent  a 
note  in  the  same  letter. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  Captain's  wish  was  gratified. 
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and  they  all  began  a  new  life  together — after  the  war  in  a 
new  town. 

No  one  would  rent  or  buy  the  old  place.  The  cellar  caved 
in  a  year  or  two  later,  aud  the  water  seems  to  have  formed  a 
pond  as  if  to  cleanse  what  might  havs  been  a  stain. 

The  railroad  sent  the  wheels  of  commerce  whirling  by, 
away  from  Hudson ville,  and  the  very  name  is  hardly  ever 
used. 

W.  Zimmerman  Dantzlkr,  1902. 


SIDNEY  LANIER  -HIS  PERSONALITY  AND  ATTI- 
TUDE TOWARD  NATURE, 

Truly  the  world  deals  strangely  with  itspr,ets,  for  it  seldom 
catches  the  melody  of  their  song  until  the  voice  of  the  musi- 
cian is  hushed  and  to  the  world  is  left  the  message,  the  ap- 
preciation of  which  time  must  develop.  I'here  can  be  no  na- 
ture nobler  or  purpose  higher  than  that  which  prompts  an 
author  unnoticed  and  neglected  to  continue  seeking  a  proper 
utterance  of  the  great  truths  he  feels  within  him.  If  his 
message  is  untrue,  110  matter  how  pleasing  the  manner  of 
expression,  his  fame,  though  lavSting,  is  not  of  the  highest 
order  There  have  been  writers  whose  work  was  most  beau- 
tiful in  form,  but,  because  of  the  essential  falsity  of  the  prin- 
ciples set  forth,  they  are  preserved  merely  as  examples  of 
structural  perfection.  He  stands  forth  as  the  real  hero  who 
makes  it  his  life-work  to  sing,  "with  what  gift  of  genuine 
insight"  he  may  possess  from  that  prophetic  spirit  which  in- 
spires "the  human  soul  of  universal  earth,"  the  great  moral 
truths  of  man  and  man's  mind. 

In  his  relation  to  Man,  Nature,  and  Life,  we  do  not  feel 
that  we  are  over-estimating  his  powers  in  saying  that  the 
best  of  these  qualities  belonged  to  Sidney  Lanier.  How 
clearly  has  he  interpreted  to  us  the  mysterious  voice  of 
Nature  and  expounded  her  teachings  !  Where  can  a  nature 
more  keen  in  appreciative  insight,  many-sided,  sensitive, 
aod  purer  that  that  of  Lanier  be  found? 
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In  all  ages  the  world  has  now  and  then  been  put  to  wonder 
by  the  appearance  of  some  being  whose  existence  carries  with 
it  no  external  peculiarities,  but  whose  innate  faculties  and 
movements  are  unfathomablt .  The  acestors  of  L^anier  were 
divStinguished  for  deepest  parity,  and  were  by  nature  poetic 
and  musical.  For  several  generations  his  forefathers  were 
composers  for  the  royal  court,  and  like  Lanier,  considering 
"music  a  necessity  and  not  a  romantic  enjoyment,"  reached 
a  high  degree  of  proficiency.  So,  we  find  that  the  he- 
reditary love  of  music  found  in  his  disposition  no  obstruction 
to  the  onward  movement.  But  one's  existence  is  not  neces- 
sarily a  fac-simile  copy  of  the  life  of  his  father  or  grandfa- 
ther, though  it  is  true  that  the  offspring  in  the  vegetable 
and  animal  kingdoms  are  essentially  the  same  as  the  family 
from  w^hich  they  spring  ;  yet  surroundings  and  environ- 
ments have  the  most  powerful  influence  on  a  man's  life  and 
destiny.  Lanier's  entrance  into  the  world  w^as  during  a  fer 
vor  of  national  excitement  and  political  turmoil,  and  as  he 
approached  manhood,  bringing  him  face  to  face  with  the 
realities  of  life,  the  war  in  all  its  bloody  destructive  fury 
broke  out.  Why  then  was  not  the  sleeping  poetic  genius 
within  him  aw^akened  and  made  to  proclaim  the  pow-erful 
contests,  the  victories,  and  the  defeats  with  which  the  coun- 
try was  filled  ?  History  is  full  of  such  instances,  and  some 
of  the  most  thrilling  verse  ever  written  is  that  brought  out 
by  the  inspiration  from  such  scenes  in  all  their  grim  reality. 
While  w^e  find  Lanier  zealously  devoted  to  duty  and  holding 
with  unflinching  fidelity  to  worthy  ideals, in  the  camp  and  on 
the  field;  he  is  calm  and  happy  in  the  experience  of  the  di- 
vine pleasure  everywhere.  To  him  the  warm  throbbing  of 
God's  heart  was  felt  in  every  atom,  and  every  sound  from 
earth  or  vsky  filled  his  heart  with  the  music  of  God's  voice. 
Thus  we  discover  one  phase  of  his  attitude  toward  life  as 
being  one  of  a  quiet  enjoyment  of  the  melod}^,  strength,  and 
personal  flavor  of  the  world  and  man  as  he  comes  in  contact 
with  him,  although  there  were  upon  him  the  symptoms  of  a 
pulmonary  disease  from  tne  hardships  of  war.  With  these 
surroundings,  with  all  the  outer  world  beating  upon  him  as  if 
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to  drive  from  him  every  thought  of  tranquility,  we  still  find 
him  penning  the  words,  which,  of  all  his  work,  appeal 
most  strongly  to  the  meditative  mind.  We  must  conclude 
that  he  possessed  a  personality  that  seems  the  more  wonder- 
ful the  more  we  study  it.  If  we  attempt  to  analyze  and  im- 
derstand  it,  we  are  forced  to  treat  it  as  one  of  the  prodigies 
which  Nature  sometimes  tosses  out  to  us,  bidding  us  only 
love  and  enjoy  them. 

Some  one  has  fittingly  classed  the  standpoint  of  an  author 
looking  at  Nature  as  those  of  scientist,  artist,  mystic,  and 
sage.  Since  we  can  only  hope  to  make  a  brief  survey  of 
some  of  I^anier's  qualities,  it  may  be  well  to  seek  an  under- 
standing of  him  by  "looking  at  the  hidden  man  of  the 
heart,"  as  revealed  in  these  several  attitudes.  We  would 
affirm  that  Lanier  was  the  embodiment  of  all  four  of  these 
or  that  he  was  found  responsive  to  every  one  one  of  it  differ- 
ent forms  ;  we  can  truthfully  say  that  he  appaeciated  them 
all  and  in  a  number  was  proficient. 

Man's  treatment  of  the  first  of  these  uses,  from  the  scien- 
tific view  or  as  a  commodity,  is  manifold,  Thomas  Carlyle 
bitterly  cried  out  against  the  advancement  of  science,  advo- 
cating instead  an  uplifting  of  the  weak  by  the  strong  to  an 
equal  enjoyment  of  the  gifts  of  Nature.  John  Ruskin  loved 
Nature  and  Science,  and  was  happiest  when  he  took  by  theory 
or  imagination  a  handful  of  slimy  earth  and  from  it  devel- 
oped all  things  from  the  sparkling  diamond  to  the  delicate 
white  flower.  Lanier,  however,  was  unlike  either  of  these.  He 
was  an  optimist  in  every  sense  of  the  word.  The  molecular 
composition  of  a  nugget  of  gold  posessed  no  special  interest 
for  him.  He  only  desired  enough  to  procure  for  himself  a 
a  simple  subsistence  while  he  wrote  his  songs  and  to  make 
life  happy  to  those  around  him.  In  a  letter  to  a  friend,  he 
tells  of  the  extremity  of  illness,  poverty,  and  unending  toil 
which  brought  so  small  a  material  recompense,  "while,"  he 
says,  "a  thousand  songs  are  singing  in  my  heart  that  will 
surely  kill  me  if  I  dp  not  utter  them  soon."  How  little  in 
comparison  is  that  which  might  have  given  him  relief  to  sing 
as  he  chose,  beside  the  great  gift  he  might  have  bestowed 
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upon  literature  in  return.  But  he  did  not  complain  ;  his  lot 
was  accepted  with  a  quiet  submission  worthy  of  the  man. 
He  did  all  in  his  power  to  brighten  the  dark  side  of  the 
clouds  that  overshadowed  him,  while  he  expressed  his  long- 
ing for  his  happiness  when  he  said:  "When  life's  all  love, 
'tis  life,  aught  else,  'tis  naught." 

We  now  come  to  examine  lyanier  as  an  artist — a  revealer 
of  the  beaut}'  of  Nature.  In  this  light,  it  seeni^,  popular  fa- 
vor and  literary  criticism  are  fast  bringing  him  to  the  posi- 
tion he  deserves  to  occupy.  No  poverty  or  discourage 
meat  could  prevent  his  perceiving  and  sharing  with 
others  "the  inward  thrill  in  the  air  or  in  the  sunshine,  one 
knows  not  which, — half  like  the  thrill  of  the  passion 
of  friendship,"  which  he  experienced  on  a  "divine 
day."  His  tender  disposition  and  susceptibilities  to 
the  voices  and  charms  of  Nature  gave  him  the  power  of  car- 
rying us  into  the  presence  of  the  marsh  and  the  sea.  His 
pictures  are  not  painted  by  verse  alone,  but  rather  by  a  com- 
bination of  it  with  music.  Mamerik  says  of  him:  "His  hu- 
man nature  was  like  an  enchanted  instrument,  a  magic  flute 
or  the  lyre  of  Appollo,  needing  but  a  single  breath  or  touch 
to  send  its  beauty  out  into  world"  It  was  not  because  I^a- 
nier  had  no  knowledge  of  the  cruel  in  Nature  that  he  took 
no  cognizance  of  it,  for  it  is  not  by  such  methods  that  the 
moral  sense  in  man  may  be  developed.  He  preferred  to  deal 
only  with  such  subjects  as  excited  no  vengeance,  no  hatred, 
and  no  disquietude  How  much  sweeter  and  purer  the  water 
coming  from  a  stream  untroubled  and  clear  than  that  from  a 
stream  constantly  disturbed  and  swollen  by  muddy  torrents! 

Besides  these  qualities,  we  find  combined  many  qualities  of 
the  mystic  and  the  sage  in  Lanier's  work.  No  ordinary  soul 
could  have  penned  such  lines  as  these  which  were  written  to 
Paul  Hayne:  "I  have  a  boy  whose  eyes  are  as  blue  as  your 
Aethras;  every  day  I  take  in  my  strong  arms  and  lift  him 
up  to  gaze  on  his  face.  The  intense  repose  penetrated  some- 
how with  a  thrilling  mystery  of  potential  activity  which 
dwells  in  his  eye,  teaches  me  new  things.  I  say  to  myself, 
'where  are  the  strong  arms  in  which  I,  too,  might  lay  me 
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down  in  repose  and  yet  be  full  of  the  fire  of  life?'  And  al- 
ways through  the  twilight  comes  comes  the  answer  from  the 
other  side:  'Master!  Master!  There  is  one, — Christ,  m  his 
arms  we  rest.'  "  Again,  the  "Song  of  the  Chattahoochee" 
is  the  mysterious  voice  of  the  stream  telling  of  its 
mystical  3' earning  and  sense  of  duty.  The  hills  of  Haber- 
sham and  the  valleys  of  Hall  beg  it  to  abide  with  them,  ''but 
downward  the  voice  of  duty  calls,"  and  on  Sows  "fans  for  to 
water  the  plain. ' ' 

Lanier  died  too  young  to  give  perfect  expression  to  his 
thought,  and  though  he  knew  that  his  disease  must  sooner 
or  later  prove  fatal,  not  once  does  he  despair  or  give  vent  to 
a  single  swan-song.  Toward  the  close,  he  did  much  work 
between  periods  of  the  most  intense  suffering.  One  of  his 
best  poems,  "Sunrise,"  was  composed  when  he  was  too 
weak  to  raise  food  to  his  lips,  and  was  burning  with  a  fever 
at  104°.  As  he  gradually  grew  worse  it  was  determined  to 
try  the  climate  of  Polk  county.  North  Carolina,  but  the 
journey  proved  fatal.  After  beginning  the  journey  he  grew 
worse  and  lingering  for  a  few  weeks  until  the  7th  of  Septem- 
ber, i88i,  "then  fell  the  frost  and  the  unfaltering  will  ren- 
ders its  supreme  submission  to  the  adored  will  of  God.' '  Thus 
ended  a  life  ideal  in  its  simplicity  and  purity,  and  animating 
in  its  Christian  belief. 

K.  W.  Little  JOHN. 


THE  KERMIT^S  LOVE, 

I  returned  to  college  several  days  before  the  day  of  the 
opeiiiiig,  and  found  that  I  had  a  few  days  to  spend  on  the 
CaDipus  alone.  Impelled  by  loneliness  and  a  desire  to  visit 
the  mountains  in  autumn,  I  went  one  day  up  to  Trj^on,  just 
beyond  the  North  Carolina  line.  Striking  into  a  winding 
country  road,  I  was  soon  traversing  valleys  and  climbing  lit- 
tle mountains,  while  in  the  hazy  distance  some  larger  ones 
rose  up  to  meet  the  leaden  sky. 

Some  two  miles  from  the  town,  in  a  little  valley  where  the 
mountains  rose  on  almost  every  side,  I  found  a  small  neat 
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cottage,  over  the  front  porch  of  which  grew,  in  lovely  pro- 
fusion, a  blooming  vine.  Near  by,  under  a  large  tree,  sat  a 
gray 'haired  old  man,  with  a  writingde.sk  before  him..  I  was 
struck  with  his  look  of  intelligence  and  distinction,  and  un- 
der pretense  of  a  desire  for  a  cup  of  water  from  the  sparkling 
sp*  ing  near  by,  I  approached.  He  recognized  my  Preston 
Sc^cieiy  badge,  and  introduced  himself  as  a  former  member 
of  rVie  jsame  noble  society.  Our  conversation  turned  to  the 
sceuery  that  surrounded  his  humble  abode,  and  he  told  me, 
in  a  pleasant  manner,  several  legends  of  the  mountains  near 
by»  and  I  remembered  to  have  read  some  of  them  in  a  vol- 
ume iu  the  Kennedy  Librar3^ 

When  we  had  talked  thus  for  some  time,  and  I  had  learned 
that  be  was  a  graduate  of  Wofford,  I  became  bold  enough  to 
say  that  it  was  a  little  odd  that  an  educated  man  should  lead 
sucli  a  &ec!uded  life.  He  looked  at  me  intently,  and  said: 
•'I  will  tell  you  why  I  live  thus. ' '  Then  he  told  me  the  fol- 
Ic^dittg  pathetic  story. 

''When  I  finished  my  course  at  Wofford  I  was  full  of  the 
hoj^es  and  ambitions  that  I  know  are  now  crowding  your 
yoting  heart.  I  was  anxious  to  begin  real  life  in  the  world.  But 
years  before,  I  had  been  a  pupil  at  the  little  log  school-house 
near  ifiy  father's  home  in  Laurens  county.  Of  course  I  fell 
in  love  with  a  little  innocent  girl,  and  it  was  not  long  before 
we  were  both  aware  of  the  fact  that  we  loved  each  other  ten- 
derly, in  our  childish  way.  No  word  of  love  was  spoken 
witli  our  lips,  but  the  language  of  of  her  soft  brown  e3^eswas 
far  more  eloquent  than  any  words  could  have  been,  and  she 
read  my  heart  in  my  eyes. 

"My  father  decided  that  he  would  send  me  to  college, 
tiioogh  it  was  a  task  for  him.  I  was  anxious  to  go,  but  I 
left  my  little  sweetheart  with  reluctance.  We  vowed,  on 
the  day  before  I  left,  that  our  hearts  should  remain  insepa- 
rable forever.  How  foolish  and  frivolous  a  lovers  vow  is,  I 
have  learned  since  then. 

'*My  -sweetheart  went  away  to  coUege  the  following  year, 
accl  four  happy  years  sped  by.  I  studied  law  and  opened 
my  ofEce  at  Laurens.    As  soon  as  she  finished  her  course  in 
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college,  she  was  offered  a  position  by  the  authorities  of  the 
college,  and  accepted  it. 

"When  the  summer  came  I  left  all  in  the  hands  of  my 
partner  for  a  fortnight,  and  went  out  to  my  father's  home  to 
spend  my  vacation,  knowing  that  my  sweetheart  would  be  at 
her  old  home.  She  had  written  me  several  very  short 
letters  recently,  having  been  very  busy,  as  she  said,  .about 
the  closing  exercises.  ^  , 

"'It  was  one  of  the  rarest  of  June's  rare  days  when  I 
walked  down  the  woodland  path  by  the  pond  to  her  father's 
house.  The  afternoon  sun  glistened  brightly  on  the  peace- 
ful waters  as  I  slowly  strolled  along  among  the  ivy-bushes 
on  the  shore.    I  was  happy. 

'  'She  was  more  lovely  than  ever  berore  when  she  joined 
me  in  the  parlor. 

"  'Albert,'  she  said,  in  the  old  tone  and  manner  which  all 
her  training  and  education  could  not  improve,  "I  have  some- 
thing to  say  to  you  that  may  surprise  you.  I  have  loved 
you  for  a  long  time,  as  well  as  I  knew  how.  to  love;  but  re- 
cently I  have  learned  to  love  another.  I  will  be  honest  with 
you,  and  say  to  you  that  I  wish  to  be  free  from  the  vows  I 
have  plighted  to  you.  I  hope  I  may  retain  yau  as  a  friend, 
for  I  know  that  your  friendship  would  be  a  worthy  posses- 
sion.   But  I  love  another,  and  desire  my  freedom.' 

"I  rose  and  gave  her  my  hand,  saying  simply,  'Your  are 
free;  good  bye.'  There  was  a  faint  shadow  of  pain  on  "her 
face,  and  I  was  soon  again  out  on  the  shore  of  the  little  lake, 
where  the  beauty  of  the  day  seemed  to  have  changed  very 
quickly  to  gloom. 

"Three  days  later  a  handsome  young  man  arrived  in  the 
community.  I  saw  .him  one  afternoon,  with  his  promised 
bride,  out  on  the  lake,  in  a  little  boat.  They  looked  very 
happy.    I  was  miserable. 

"One  afternoon  I  was  going  out  hunting  with  a  young  man 
from  a  neighboring  farm.  He  came  by  the  pond  to  my  fa- 
ther's home,  and  when  he  arrived  he  told  me  that  in 
passing  he  had  heard  some  very  excited  conversation  be- 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


21 


tween  the  young  lady  and  her  lover,  as  he  came  by  the  lake, 
where  they  were  boat-riding. 

"  'You  shall  never  marry  Fred  Sutherland,'  the  young 
man  had  said  in  a  threatening  tone. 

"  'Well,  if  I  don't  it  will  not  be  because  you  prevented  it,' 
she  had  replied  defiantly. 

"My  friend  had  heard  only  this,  and  this  he  told  me  when 
he  arrived  at  my  father's  house.  I  was  feeling  miserable 
and  decided  to  postpone  our  hunt,  and  the  friend  soon  went 
on  alone. 

"I  wandered  alone  to  the  lake-shore.  Soon  I  saw  the 
linttle  boat  enter  the  lengthening  shadows  of  the  June  after- 
noon bearing  the  woman  I  loved,  and  the  man  she  loved. 
There  was  now  no  sign  of  the  quarrel  overheard  by  my 
friend.  I  lost  all  sense  of  honor  and  concealed  myself,  to 
listen  to  the  words  that  they  should  speak.  They  had  glided 
under  the  long  drooping  willow  branches  hanging  our  over 
the  waters,  and  were  now  scarcely  a  rod  from  where  I  sat  be- 
hind some  ivy  shrubs  that  were  covered  with  woodbine. 

Of  course  I  know  you  don't  love  Fred  Sutherland;  I 
only  saw  him  with  you  one  evening  at  commencement. ' 

"  'Oh,  yes,'  she  replied,  'I  remember  now.  I  didn't  know 
where  you  had  seen  him  with  me. ' ' 

"I  have  never  been  able  explain  to  myself  my  thoughts  at 
this  time.  Suddenly  I  remembered  that  it  was  already  re- 
ported by  my  young  friend  that  the  lovers  had  quarrelled, 
and  that  the  young  man  had  used  some  very  threatening 
language.  While  I  knew  it  was  only  a  mock  quarrel,  I 
knew  that  others  might  not  think  so.  In  an  instant  a  plan 
for  revenge  had  entered  my  mind.  I  could  kill  them  both 
and  the  world  would  think  that  he  had  killed  her  and  then 
himself.  I  was  mad  with  rage  in  a  moment,  and  as  I  looked 
at  them  he  leaned  over,  in  the  shadow  of  the  willows,  to  im- 
print a  kiss  upon  her  cheek.  Suddenly  I  remembered  that 
in  our  happy  childhood  days,  she  had  told  me  that  no  one 
but  myself  should  ever  claim  that  privilege.  This  little  rash 
lover's  vow,  so  long  forgotten,  seemed  to  justify  me  in  execu- 


WOFFORD  COIvLEGE  JOURNAL 


tiug  the  plan  that  had  come  from  hell  to  my  heart.  I  took 
my  rifle  and  sent  a  ball  that  pierced  both  hearts. 

"When  the  smoke  cleared  away  there  was  nothing  to  be 
seen  save  the  little  waves  that  ran  to  the  farthest  shores  of 
the  lake.  I  knew  that  I  was  a  murderer,  and  that  my  vic- 
tims lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  lake.  But  now  my  purpose 
was  to  conceal  my  deed.  I  removed  two  cartridges  from  my 
pistol,  and  threw  it  into  the  pond  near  the  spot  where  I  knew 
the  young  lovers  lay.    Then  I  returned  home. 

"In  the  evening  I  went  down  to  the  village  store,  and 
found  that  there  was  some  excitement  on  account  of  the  fact 
that  the  young  lovers  had  not  returned  from  their  afternoon 
boat  ride.  In  a  short  while  a  party  had  gone  to  drag  the 
pond,  thinking  that  as  the  boat  conld  not  be  found,  per- 
haps it  had  capsized  and  they  were  drovs^ned.  I  was  with 
the  party,  and  soon  they  dragged  up  the  bodies  of  the  man 
and  woman  that  I  had  murdered.  My  God!  how  ghastly 
they  looked  as  their  dripping  faces  were  turned  upward  to- 
ward the  moon!  The  pistol  was  dragged  up  at  the  same 
time,  and  ever}^  one  came  at  once  to  the  same  conclusion  that 
the  man  had  shot  the  woman  and  then  himself.  All  had 
heard  through  the  talkativeness  of  my  hunting  companion, 
of  the  quarrel  of  the  afternoon,  and  not  a  breath  of  suspicion 
of  the  horrible  truth  was  uttered.  I  knew  that  I  was  not 
suspected,  and  was  free.  But  heavens!  what  freedom!  Sto 
len  liberty  is  far  worse  than  bondage. 

"My  friends  knew  that  I  h^d  loved  the  girl  all  my  life, 
and  were  not  surprised  when  I  went  awa}^  after  her  death, 
and  came  here  to  this  secluded  spot.  I  have  spent  my  blighted 
life  here,  with  Dennis,  my  old  servant.  I  have  successfully 
evaded  the  punishment  I  deserved  at  the  hands  of  the  law; 
but  the  punishment  I  have  suffered  has  been  one  inflicted  on 
the  soul,  and  therefore  more  st-vere  than  any  that  the  law 
could  impose.  I  spend  my  time  in  reading  and  writing, 
some  of  the  mountain  legends  I  spoke  of  a  few  minutes  ago 
being  of  my  production. 

"I  do  not  dread  the  future  life,  for  I  know  that  my  little 
school-mate  and  sweetheart  will  be  in  heaven  and  I  will  be 
in  hell." 

I  came  back  to  my  room  that  night  and  was  very  home- 
sick. Thomas  H.  Daniei.. 
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BalutatOi*V*  In  taking  charge  of  the  Journal,  the  present 
staS  cannot  dispel  a  lurking  fear,  lest  the 
high  standard  of  excellence  which  the  publication  has 
reached  in  the  past  shall  not  be  maintained.  We  hope,  how- 
ever, that  this  feeling  may  not  linger,  but  may  prove  to  be 
only  an  outcome  of  the  consciousness  of  the  fact  that  we  are 
novices  in  the  work  which  we  are  undertaking.  We  hope 
to  improve  in  this  special  line  of  work  during  the  year  as 
much  as  does  a  student  in  any  other  department  of  college 
work. 

We  have  read  all  editorials  of  consequence  that  have  ever 
been  published  in  the  Journal,  and  we  hope  to  allow  noth- 
ing to  enter  this  department  during  the  year  which  will  not 
be  consistent  with  the  policy  laid  out  by  our  predecessors. 

"Cbe  Opening.    Dr.  Carlisle  says  that  the  number  of  stu- 
dents now  in  Wofford  is  larger  than  ever  i 
before  in  the  history  of  the  college.     This  fact  is  a  source  of 
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much  pleasure  to  both  students  and  faculty,  as  well  as  to  all 
friends  of  the  institution.  We  are  very  glad  to  welcome  so 
many  new  men  to  the  college  which  has  done  so  much  for 
Christian  education  in  South  Carolina.  We  cannot  but  feel 
that  this  large  opening  is  indicative  of  an  awakening  appre- 
ciation of  the  excellence  of  our  co.lege,  among  the  people  of 
the  State  and  of  adjoining  States. 

It  is  a  little  remarkable  that  every  Junior  of  last  year  has 
returned  and  entered  the  Senior  class.  There  are  several 
additions  to  the  Sophomore  and  Junior  classes,  and  the 
Freshman  class  is  very  large. 

■foot-BalL  The  re-introduction  of  foot-ball  into  Wofford 
has  already  had  one  good  result — that  of  crea- 
ting a  livelier,  more  wholesome  college  spirit  and  college 
patJiotism  among  the  boys — it  one  may  judge  from  the  en- 
thusiasm manifested  at  the  mass-meeting  of  students  on  Oc- 
tober i.  And  if  one  may  judge  from  the  practice  that  is 
held  every  afternoon  on  the  athletic  field,  the  management 
will  be  able  to  put  out  a  very  creditable  first  year's  team. 

We  believe  that  this  game  will  build  up  the  physique  of  a 
large  number  of  students,  who  play,  hardening  them  and 
serving  as  a  finishing  school  to  the  development  obtained  in 
the  gymnasium.  There  will,  moreover,  be  a  more  general 
effect.  The  foot-ball  men  will  be  physical  models  for  the 
whole  college,  and  to  be  able  to  play  foot-ball,  many  will 
rigorously  train  themselves,  who  would  not  do  so,  were  this 
stimulus  and  goal  lacking. 

The  eleven  that  Wofford  puts  in  the  field  will  of  course 
follow  the  precedent  that  her  former  teams  have  established, 
of  olaying  only  clean,  honorable  foot-ball,  with  the  earnest- 
ness and  honesty  that  are  characteristic  of  vV^offord  men. 

Our  New  professor    It   was  with    genuine   regret  that 
of  SngUsb.  every  student  who  had  been  under 

Prof.  H.  N.  Snyder,  and  expected 
to  return  to  college  this  year,  learned  of  his  absence  for  the 
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year.  He  is  at  present  studying  in  Europe.  But  the  selec- 
tion of  Mr.  O.  D.  Wannamaker,  of  the  class  of  '96,  to  fill 
the  chair  of  English,  in  the  absence  of  Prof.  Snyder,  met 
with  universal  approval  omong  the  students.  Prof.  Wanna- 
maker has  been  very  highly  spoken  of  by  Dr.  Kirkland, 
who,  by  the  way,  is  an  alumnus  of  whom  WofFord  is  very 
proud.  Prof.  Wannamaker  has  just  received  the  degree  of 
Master  of  Arts  from  Vanderbilt  University.  He  gave  es- 
pecial attention  to  English  during  his  course  at  Vanderbilt, 
and.  is  well  prepared  to  do  excellent  work  in  this  depart- 
ment,, and  to  require  the  same  from  all  the  students. 

'Che.  Lyceum,  The  students  of  Wofford  for  the  past  two 
years  have  had  opportunities  that  were  as 
rare  as  they  were  valuable,  in  having  access  to  the  most  ex- 
cellent lecturers  of  America.  The  Wofford  College  Lyceum, 
of  which  Prof.  J.  A.  Gamewell  is  president,  and  the  exis- 
tence of  which  is  due  in  a  large  measure  to  his  untiring  ef- 
forts to  secure  a  first-class  course  of  lectures  for  the  people 
of  Spartanburg,  is  not  one  of  the  minor  opportunities  a  stu- 
dent enjoys  at  Wofford.  The  lecturers  that  come  to  Spar- 
tanburg to  appear  before  the  Lyceum  visit  only  a  few  cities 
in  the  South. 

Anyone  of  the  lectures  that  have  been  given  by  the 
Lyceum  would  have  been  worth  far  more  to  the  poorest  stu- 
dent than  the  price  of  the  ticket.  We  think  that  a  student 
who  misses  one  of  these  lecture©  has  lost  an  opportunity 
very  valuable,  indeed.  Every  student  should  consider,  as  a 
a  part  of  his  necessary  expenses  at  college,  the  price  of  a 
season  ticket  to  the  Wofford  College  Lyceum. 

Surely  the  first  lecture  by  Dr.  E.  Benjamin  Andrews,  on 
the  noble  Robert  E.  Lee,  will  be  attended  by  all. 

-* 

Race  Riots.    The  prevalence  of  conflicts,  of  a  more   or  less 
serious  nature,  between  the  white  people  and 
the  colored  people  in  the  South  at  the  present  time,  is  be- 
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coming  to  some  extent  alarming.  There  are  a  great  maoy 
mistakes  made  by  both  whites  and  blacks,  and. neither  race 
^s  entirely  to  blame  for  these  disturbances.  But  we  think 
that  the  trouble  has  not  been  so  serious,  in  many  instances, 
as  the  newspaper  reports  would  seem  to  lead  one  to  believe. 
Not  that  the  papers  have  intentionally  made  the  trouble  ap- 
pear worse  than  it  really  was,  but  the  reports  were  sent  by 
persons  more  or  less  concerned  in  the  affairs,  and  conse- 
quently excited  to  some  extent.  This  fact  enables  us  to  be- 
lieve, as  we  are  ver}^  glad  to  do,  that  the  troubles  have  not 
been  so  serious  as  one  might  suppose,  upon  readhig  the 
newspaper  accounts  of  them. 

Still,  the  existence  of  such  disturbances  serves  as  a  Gon- 
stant  reminder  to  us  of  one  of  the  most  momentous  ptobliems 
that  the  new  century  presents  to  us  for  solution. 

Sympathy  for  The  promptness  and  liberality  with  which 
;  Galveston.  the  pitiful  appeal  of  the  Galveston  suffer- 
ers was  responded  to  by  the  people  both  of 
the  United  States  and  of  other  portions  (jf  the  world  were 
such  as  to  strengthen  our  faith  in  the  sympathy  of  man  for 
his  fellow-men — in  the  "touch  of  nature  that  makes  the 
whole  world  kin. ' '  The  aid  extended  was  not  confined  to 
the  South  or  to  the  nation,  but  much  of  it  came  from  other 
countries.  One  of  the  latest  w^ays  of  collecting  macey  for 
the  sufferers  is  the  plan  adopted  by  Sir  Henry  Irving,  thte 
great  actor.  The  receipts  of  one  of  hie  plays  in  London  go 
to  the  people  of  stricken  Galveston. 

H  Good  Sign*  Some  years  ago  the  students  fieard  a  tec- 
ture  on  Abraham  Lincoln,  by  the  eminent 
Southern  Journalist  and  lecturer,  Henry  Watterson.  In  a 
few  days  we  will  hear  a  lecture  by  Dr.  E.  Benjamin  An- 
drews, the  distinguished  ex-president  of  Brown  University, 
and  a  typical  northern  man,  on  Robert  E.  Lee.     It  is  wortl; 
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while  to  consider  the  fact  that  each  lecturer  has  chosen  as 
his  subject  the  character  of  a  man  whose  political  convictions 
were  most  bitterly  antagonistic  to  his  own,  and  has  found 
in  this  character  elementvS  such  as  to  make  the  lecture  little 
else  than  an  eulogy.  Both  Mr.  Watterson  and  Dr.  Andrews 
have  greatly  influenced  posterity's  estimate  of  these  two 
great  Americans,  and  this  estimate  has  not  suffered  any  loss 
as  a  result  of  either  lecturer's  choice  of  his  subject. 


^change  Department. 

D.  h.  Guy,  Editor. 


It  is  with  a  feeling  of  especial  delight  that  we  look  for- 
ward to  the  perusal  of  the  good  reading  matter  that  will 
come  to  us  from  the  many  exchanges.  We  shall  criticise 
them  when  we  think  criticism  is  needed,  and  praise  them 
where  praise  is  merited.  We  feel  our  inability  to  do  this 
work,  but  we  will  never  express  an  opinion  without  a  careful 
examination.  If  at  any  time  we  are  thought  harsh  and  severe, 
let  it  be  remembered  that  we  ar  not  faultless,  and  let  us 
at  least  be  credited  with  a  good  purpose. 


The  College  Rambler,  of  Illinois  College  contains  a  very 
creditable  article  on  '  'The  I^iterary  Merits  of  James  I^ane 
Allen's  Stories."  The  writer  of  this  article  handles  his  sub- 
ject with  ease  and  intelligence,  and  gives  evidence  of  a  very 
careful  and  critical  study  of  this  author.  His  essay  shows 
some  originality,  as  is  necessarily  the  case  in  reviewing  an 
author  whose  works  are  of  as  recent  date  as  are  those  of  Mr. 
Allen. 

We  should  like  to  see  more  articles,  among  the  exchanges, 
like  this  one  in  the  Rambler. 


The  Ottawa  Campus  is  among  the  few  exchanges  of  1900- 
190 1  that  have  reached  us.  It  is  a  very  creditable  first  issue, 
though  we  hope  to  see  improvements  in  the  Campus.  We 
were  struck  with  the  absence  of  stories  and  poems  in  the  lit- 
erary department,  and  the  contents  of  this  department  lack 
that  brightness  and  vivacity  which  only  such  contributions 
can  give.  The  editorial  department  mentions  the  need  of 
such  contributions,  and  we  hope  to  see  results  from  his  call. 


Other  exchanges  which  we  acknowledge  with  pleasure  are 

The  Lafayette^  The  Black  and  R^d  and  The  Aegis, 


i 


♦ 


I. 


/VIUiTini  Departrrient. 

H.  M.  Brown,  Editor. 


Probably  there  was  never  a  class  that  graduated  from 
WofTord  College  in  which  there  is  manifested,  at  this  time, 
more  general  interest  as  to  their  several  occupations  than  in 
the  class  of  1900.  This  class  marked  a  great  epoch  in  the 
history  of  Wofford  College.  Not  only  was  it  the  last  class  of 
century,  but  it  was  also  the  last  class  that  missed  the  pleas- 
ures of  co-education. 

That  a  large  per  cent  of  them  have  secured  fair  assistants, 
and  are  now  teaching  school,  is  to  be  noticed. 

Mr.  C.  C.  Alexander  is  now  in  the  mountains  convales- 
cing from  a  serious  attack  of  illness.  We  are  glad  to  report 
his  much  improved  condition.  "Alex"  was  poet  of  his 
class  and  a  good  writer. 

Mr.  B.  H.  Boyd  is  teaching  in  the  Pine  Grove  graded 
school,  vsumter  county.  The  last  time  we  heard  from  But- 
ler, he  was  still  contemplating  matrimony. 

Mr.  C.  B.  Burnett  is  teaching  in  the  Spartanburg  graded 
school.  He  was  pre-eminently  the  base  ball  man  of  the  col- 
lege and  Wofford  is  fortunate  in  having  him  so  near. 

Mr.  J.  Ed.  Edwards  is  principal  of  the  graded  school  at 
Marion,  S.  C.  He  has  had  experience  in  teaching  before 
and  has  shown  himself  to  be  especially  adapted  to  this  work. 

Mr.  J.  C.  Fairey  is  with  a  prominent  cotton  buyer  at  Or- 
angeburg, S.  C.  It  is  generally  thought  that  the  advance 
in  the  price  of  cotton  is  on  account  of  the  shortage  in  the 
crop,  but  the  boys  here  attribute  it  to  Jim's  manipulations 
in  the  fleecy  staple. 

Mr.  A.  D.  Gray  is  in  the  mercantile  business  with  his 
father  at  Laurens,  S.  C.  As  far  as  experience  goes,  Dial 
will  be  able  to  furnish  any  amount  of  this  for  the  firm. 
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Mr.  K.  H.  Hall  is  teaching  school  at  Jprdan's,  Clarendon 
county,  S.  C.  He  was  not  only  a  good  student  but  also  an 
all  around  athlete- 

Mr.  ly.  ly,  Hardin  is  book-keeping  for  the  Arlington  cot- 
ton mills,  Gastonia,  N.  C.  We  prophesy  that  he  will  be  as 
successful  in  his  new  field  as  he  was  in  his  college  course. 

Mr.  E.  M.  I^ander  is  book-keeping  for  a  cotton  seed  oil 
and  flour  mill  at  Williamston,  S.  C.  "Doc"|was  a  hard  stu- 
dent and  an  enthusiastic  Y.  M.  C.  A,  man. 

Mr.  C.  D.  Lee  is  to  teach  the  Lamar  school,  near  his  home 
in  Darlington  county.  He  was  offered  the  presidency  of 
Lydia  Bank  but  declined,  preferring  lo  lead  the  life  of  a 
great  educator. 

Mr.  E.  C.  Major,  after  revolutionizing  affairs,  has  assumed 
duties  as  chancellor  of  Little  Rock  school,  Marion  county. 
He  has  ail  the  characteristics  to  make  an  excellent  teacher. 

Mr.  W.  C.  Martin  is  professor  of  reading,  writing,  spell- 
ing and  arithmetic  at  Cypress  University,  Darlington 
county,  S.  C.  There  never  was  a  better  fellow,  and  we 
prophesy  a  brilliant  future  for  him. 

Mr.  W.  H.  Phillips,  better  known  as  "Goebel,"  is  whole- 
saling groceries  at  Springfield,  Orangeburg  county,  S.  C. 
He  made  an  excellent  record  in  college,  but  as  he  was  the 
little  man  of  his  class  he  often  complained  of  the  "burdens 
of  this  life." 

Mr.  C.  P.  Rogers  has  entered  the  cotton  mill  business 
with  the  intention  of  working  his  way  up.  With  his  pluck 
and  determination  we  feel  sure  he  will  rise  in  this  business. 

Mr.  Hugh  T.  Shockley  is  instructor  of  the  gymnasium  at 
this  institution.  While  in  college  he  took  a  very  promi- 
nent part  in  this  work  and  has  since  taken,  as  a  further 
preparation  for  this  work,  a  special  course  of  training  at 
Monteagle,  Tenn. 

Mr.  L.  E.  Wiggins  is  to  begin  teaching  at  Nesbitt's, 
Spartanburg  county,  shortly.  "Lem"  will  doubtless  visit 
his  Alma  Mater  often. 

Messrs.  E.  P.  Miller  and  P.  C.  Garris  are  teaching  school 
in  Marion  and  Sumter  counties,  respectively.  As  to  what 
schools,  we  have  been  unable  to  learn. 


Local  Department. 

M.  AUI.D.  Editor. 


COLLEGE  OPENING. 

The  opening  this  year  has  so  far  been  exceptionally  large. 
On  the  first  day  140  matriculated,  a  number  that  has  since 
been  increased  to  over  170.  From  all  over  South  Carolina 
and  several  other  states  this  large  crowd  of  young  men  have 
gathered  within  the  classic  walls  of  old  Wofford,  gathered 
w^e  trust  with  the  determination  to  do  a  year's  hard  work. 
To  all  of  these  new  men  we  extend  a  hearty  welcome,  assur- 
ing them  we  are  glad  to  see  them,  one  and  all. 


RECEPTION  TO  NEW  STUDENTS. 


Saturday  evening,  September  29th, a  reception  was  given  to 
the  new  students,  in  the  chapel.  This  reception  did  not  con- 
sist of  meeting  some  charming  representatives  of  the  fair  sex 
and  enjoying  their  company  for  a  delightful  hour  or  two,  for 
the  rustle  of  a  skirt  was  unheard  that  night.  It  was  simply 
an  informal  meeting  of  the  boys  where  some  of  the  older  men 
said  a  few  words  of  welcome  to  their  new  brothers. 

The  first  speaker  was  Mr.  E.  M.  Salley  af  the  Senior  class, 
who  was  followed  by  Messrs.  C.  H.  Varnet  of  the  Junior.and 
W.  K.  Greene  of  the  Sophomore  classes.  Each  of  these  gen- 
tlemen in  the  name  of  their  respective  classes,  extended  a 
hearty  welcome  to  the  new  men. 

These  were  followed  by  Mr.  M.  Auld  of  the  Preston,  and 
Mr.  D.  D.  Jones  of  the  Calhoun  Societies.  Each  of  these 
gentlemen  endeavored  to  impress  upon  the  new  fellows  that 
his  Society  was  the  one  for  him  to  join,  and  urged  them  to 
do  so  without  delay. 

The  Wofford  Coi,i.egb  Journai^  was  represented  by  the 
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editor-in-chief,  Mr.  T.  H.  Daniel,  who  earnestly  spoke  for 
the  Journal,  begging  the  men  to  contribute  liberally. 

Foot-ball  and  base-ball  were  represented  through  their 
respective  managers,  Mr.  T.  F.  Watkins,  aud  Mr.  J.  B. 
Gibson,  both  of  whom  are  enthusiastic  in  their  work,  and 
imparted  much  of  it  to  those  assembled. 

Mr.  F.  S.  DuPre,  captain  of  the  Gymnasium  team  spoke 
in  behalf  of  that  association,  throwing  the  doors  of  the  gym- 
nasium, both  upper  and  lower  open  to  the  new  men. 

Mr.  V.  W.  Brabham  made  a  very  effective  talk  for  the 
Y.  M.  C.  A.,  showing  the  men  that  far  above  all  these  other 
considerations,  important  though  they  were,  was  the  cultiva- 
tion and  education  of  the  spiritual  side,  which  could  be  found 
only  in  the  association. 

I^ast,  but  by  no  means  least,  Mr.  K.  W.  Littlejohn  spoke 
for  the  Wightman  Hall,  an  organization  that  really  needed 
no  introduction,  for  the  new  men  had  already  become  ac- 
quainted with  it.  Nevertheless  he  gave  them  to  under- 
stand that  upon  the  cause  he  represented,  were  all  these 
others  dependent. 

After  the  students  had  fiinished,  Prof.  Clinkscales,  repre- 
senting the  faculty, gave  one  of  his  glowing,  stirring  speeches. 
Notwithstanding  the  fact  that  he  has  packed  so  much  more 
"Math"  into  his  head  than  the  ordinary  man,  he  is  still  one 
of  the  "boys,"  and  round  after  round  of  hearty  applause  was 
wrung  from  the  students  by  his  inimitable  wit.  We  feel  sure 
that  the  occasion  was  enjoyed  by  every  one.  After  thus 
spending  a  pleasant  hour,  adjournment  was  made  to  the  So- 
ciety Halls. 


FOOT-BALL* 


Foot -ball  is  now  the  great  topic  of  conversation.  Every 
afternoon  since  the  boys  arrived,  a  goodly  number  have  been 
out  on  the  field  in  uniform,  and  under  the  fine  coaching  of 
Mr.  Phifer  and  Mr.  Gooding,  they  have  made  splendid  prog- 
ress.   Manager  Watkins  and  captain  DuPre  are  both  very 
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enthusiastic  and  are  bening  their  energies  to  make  foot-ball 
a  success  this  year. 

On  Monday  evening,  October  ist,  a  grand  mase  meeting 
of  students  was  held  in  the  chapel  in  the  interest  of  foot-ball. 
Stirring,  rousing  speeches  were  made  by  Profs.  Clinkscales, 
Rembert,  Cooke  and  Wannamaker,  also  by  Mr.  Phifer  and 
Mr.  Gooding.  If  any  one  doubts  the  interest  that  the  stu- 
dent body  takes  in  this  grand  old  game,  he  should  have 
been  there  and  seen  how  the  walls  of  the  chapel  were  made 
to  ring  with  prolonged  applause. 

Boys,  the  success  of  the  college  this  year  rests,  to  a  large 
extent,  with  you.  Let  every  one  of  us  come  as  one  man  and 
help,  with  our  spirit  and  our  money,  and  there  is  no  reason 
why  we  should  not  be  grandly  victorious,  and  the  "Old  Gold 
and  Block"  float  proudly  over  every  contCvSted  gridiron  in 
this  State. 

The  first  game  is  with  Cl^mson  on  October  22nd,  and  the 
next  with  Bingham  on  October  26th.  A  date  is  also  soon  to 
to  be  arranged  with  Furman.    We  must  win  these  games. 


SOCIETY  MEETINGS. 


The  first  meeting  of  the  Socities  was  very  gratifying  to 
the  old  members.  A  large  number  of  new  men  saw  the 
advisability  of  joining  early,  31  uniting  themselves  with  the 
Calhoun  and  34  with  the  Preston. 

It  is  needless  to  say  anything  of  the  record  of  these  two 
Societies.  For  years  they  have  been  an  important  factor  in 
college  life,  filling  a  place  that  the  regular  class  room  work 
leaves  vacant. 

We  feel  that  there  is  good  material  in  the  Freshman  class, 
diamonds  in  the  rough,  that  can  be  polished  into  sparkling 
jewels.  We  trust  that  they  will  throw  themselves  into  the 
work  with  zeal  and  earnestness,  and  they  can  be  assured  that 
if  do  they  this,  lasting  good  will  come  to  them,  and  they  will 
soon  learn  to  love  their  work. 
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CAMPUS  DOTS* 


Foot-ball!  Hurrah  for  foot-ball!  Why  should  we  not 
beat  Clemson  as  well  as  every  other  college  in  the  State?  We 
can  do  it,  we  have  done  it,  we  must  do  it. 

Vacation  is  over  and  work  has  commenced.  It's  hard,  but 
it's  fair,  boys.    Stick  to  it  like  men. 

Fresh!  Fresh!  Fresh  I  Such  is  the  sound  that  greets  our 
ears  from  the  mouths  of  over-joyful  "Sophs."  We  will  only 
advise  persecuted  Freshmen  to  "consider  the  source."  Ask 
some  higher  classman  what  the  word  "Sophomore"  means. 
It  may  give  you  consolation. 

One  of  the  dignified  Seniors  was  accosted  a  few  days  since 
with  the  question,  "Is  this  your  first  year  in  college,  Mr. 
 ?"    A  come-down,  to  say  the  least. 

Mr.  M.  Hoke,  who  went  through  the  Sophomore  year 
with  1901,  has  returned  to  college  and  joined  1902.  We  are 
glad  to  see  him  back. 

WofEord  always  keeps  a  few  men  below  the  average  in 
size.  The  latest  addition  to  the  "baby  club"  is  Mr.  ly.  E. 
Richardson,  of  the  Sophomore  class.  We  beg  ihe  old  men 
not  to  hurt  the  little  fellow,  as  he  weighs  only  325  pounds. 

Slowly  but  surely  Wofford  is  increasing  the  number  of  her 
co-eds,  three  new  young  ladies  having  entered,  Miss  Evans 
with  the  Sophomore  class, and  Misses  Chapman  and  Wall  with 
the  Freshman  class.  No  doubt  they  will  soon  become  accus- 
tomed to  the  novelty  of  reciting  with  a  crowd  of  boys.  This 
makes  the  total  number  nine. 

One  of  the  Juniors  on  being  asked  by  a  fellow-classman  if 
Political  Economy  was  on  the  schedule  for  the  following 
day  replied,  "No,  but  we  have  Economics."  We  would 
like  to  hear  the  difference  explained. 

Mr.  Sloan  says  that  during  the  summer  he  gained  half  a 
pound,  and  that  he  now  weighs  25^.  How's  that  for  a 
pair,  Sloan  and  Richardson? 
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Mr.  L.  L.  Hardin,  of  1900,  was  on  on  the  campus  a  few 
days  ago  shaking  hands  with  liis  many  friends.  We  are 
always  glad  to  see  Legare,  and  hope  that  he  will  make  his 
visits  frequent. 

Mr.  L.  E.  Wiggins,  1900,  was  on  the  campus  for  a  week 
after  college  opened.    He  is  the  same  old  jolly  Lem. 

The  two  new  cottages  erected  by  the  college  during  the 
summer  are  the  best  on  the  campus.  The  college  always 
makes  improvements  on  each  succeeding  cottage.  These 
are  occupied  by  the  Chi  Phi  and  Kappa  Alpha  fraternities. 
We  congratulate  them  upon  their  handsome  quarters. 

Dr.  E.  B.  Andrews,  of  Chicago,  will  open  the  Lyceum 
course  on  Oct.  25th,  at  Converse  Auditorium  with  a  lecture 
on  Robt.  E.  Lee.  Of  course  a  full  attendance  of  students  is 
expected. 

We  are  glad  to  see  back  on  the  campus  the  familiar  face 
of  ProL  Cooke,  who  has  been  spending  a  year  abroad.  We 
welcome  him  into  our  midst  again. 

The  Chair  of  English  has  been  passed  to  Prof.  O.  D. 
Wannamaker.  We  feel  sure  that  the  boys  will  like  him  and 
we  predict  a  successful  year  in  the  English  department 

Among  the  men  who  have  been  out  of  college  a  year  or 
more  and  have  returned  are,  Merssrs.  A.  T.  Helms,  I.  E. 
Curry,  J.  C.  Easterling  and  T.  C.  Moss. 

Prof.  R.  A.  Stewart  whom  all  the  boys  remember  so  well, 
is  now  professor  in  the  'University  of  Virginia.  We  extend 
our  congratulations  to  Prof.  Stewart,  and  wish  for  him 
much  success,  and  many  of  the  good  things  of  life. 


The  Young  Men's  Christian  Association  has  opened  with 
I  as  bright  a  prospect  for  a  successful  year  as  could  well  have 

been   hoped  for.    The  large  number    of    students  who 

I 
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have  matriculated  gives  us  a  cause  for  expecting  one  of  the 
largest  Associations  that  we  have  ever  had.  Already  a  very- 
large  number  of  the  new  students  have  joined,  and  there  are 
still  others  who  will  join  soon.  Numbers  alone  do  not, 
however,  constitute  a  good  Association,  and  we  are  indeed 
thankful  that  we  are  able  to  say  that  our  Association  is 
strong,  not  only  in  numbers,  but  also  in  active  workers.  At 
the  decision  meeting,  held  the  first  Sunday  after  college 
opened,  we  think  that  we  can  safely  say  that  more  young 
men  acknowledged  Christ  as  their  leader  than  ever  did  so  be- 
fore on  a  similar  occasion.  A  further  evidence  of  the 
strength  of  the  association  in  this  respect  is  shown  by  the 
fact  that  twenty-six  of  the  thirty-six  who  joined  at  the  first 
business  meeting,  joined  as  active  members. 

These  things  are  reasons  for  rejoicing  and  thanksgiving, 
and  let  us  hope  and  pray  that  the  association,  which  hast 
begun  the  year  under  such  favorable  circumstances  may 
continue  to  grow, and  may  accomplish  a  greater  work  on  Wof- 
ford  campus  during  the  year  1 900-1 901  than  it  Has  ever 
done  before.  V.  W.  B. 
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jAs.  H.  Carlisle,  L.  L.  D., 
J.  A.  Gamewell, 
D. 


President. 

A.  M.,  Secretary. 

A.  DuPre,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Calboun  Literary  Society. 

President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Vice-President,  D.  D.  Jones. 
1st  Critic  V.  C.  Wilson. 
Secretary,  C.  H.  Varner. 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  D.  L.  Guy 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Easterling. 
ist  Critic,  R.  K.  Hayes. 
Secretary,  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Treasurer,  P.  H.  Nash. 

.    Wofford  College  Journal. 

Editor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager.K.W.Littlejohn. 
Iviteray  Editor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Exchange  Editor,  D.  L.  Guy. 
Alumni  Editor,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Local  Editor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager,  B.  A.  Bennet. 
Asst  Literary  Ddltor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C-  A 

President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Vice-President,  D.  D.  Jones. 
Secretary,  C.  E.  Peele. 
Treasurer,  N.  L.  Prince. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas.,  C.  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  Dupre. 

Foottall  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins. 
Assistant  Manager,  W.  C.  Koger. 
Captain,  T.  F.  Watkins. 


Alumni  Association- 
President,  W.  E.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon. 

Caterer  Wigtitman  Hall- 

K.  W.  Littlejohn. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W,  Brabham. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  C.  Easterling, 

Soptiomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  E.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Freshman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Ehrlich. 

Basetall  Department. 

Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Asst.  Manager,  K,  W.  Littlejohn. 

Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens, 


AtHletIc  Assoelatiott. 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cooke, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Dani^;^, 
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Robertson 

wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Crook 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-tim«  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  special  rates  to  College  Students. 

Learn  to  Write  ^  pl^iii.  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read . 

Be  Up-'to-Date  !  ^^^^  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 —  1  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAL  RATE 

TO  COLLEGE  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C 


L.  Nk^i,  VltRNON 


W.  H,  Zimmerman 
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...W.   F.  BARNES*., 

 PRACTICAL  

..BOOK  AND  JOB.. 


^Printer 


.♦^9  Magnolia  Street.. 
..Spartanburg^    S.  C... 
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Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 
§partat\ 

special  Inducements  to  Students 

Doolittle  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.J.T.  Calvert 

DENTTST 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 

Leading  Confectionery     Carlionateil  Brinks 

S.  Seeker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Rigby's  Pbarmacif 

Drugfs,  Medicines 
Peffttmery 
To^et  Articles 

Cigars  and  Smokers^  Goods 

STllDEI^TS 

ARB  E8PECIAI,LY 
INVITED  TO 

H.  A.  Lipn's  Mi  Store. 

SPARTANBURG 

Steam  Laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 
30  Magnolia  street              Phone  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  proropt  delivery 

Dr.J.C.Oeland 

STUDENTS 
OF  ....  . 
WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

A  .   D  U  C  K 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Razor  Sharpening  a  Specialty 

%  mmm  street 
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f  TJhe  jCoadstone  i* 

^1^-  That  draws  the  crowd  to 

%    THE  BEE  HIVE  4 

is    wound  up  in   one  little 


word,  "UNDERSELL." 
Our  goods  come  to  us  at  such 
svv-eeping  reductions  that  it 
is  no  wonder  we  can  sell  for 
less  than  regular  merchants 


pay  for  the  same  class  of 
^  goods. 

I  JOHN  D.  COLLINS  | 

Spartanburg 

Charlotte  ^ 

Monroe  ^ 

Cheapest  Stores  in  the  Carolinas  t 

*it    *^    *^  *)$^  *^    *^  *^  *^  ''^c^ 
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Natioi-ial  Bank 


Capital,  -  "  SSOO^OOO. 

StockHolclens'  LiaHiHtv,  100,000. 
SMfplMS,  -  «  T®,000. 

B^^tSToooJ 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  K.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS. 

Geo.  Cofielu,  President, 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Vice-  President. 
W.  K.  BuRNKTT,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  A.ssistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


Capita!,  $30,000.00.      Surplas.  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  Cofield,  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.    H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  E.  Burnett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e.,  on  the  last  d-iys  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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S^aimetto   ^ook  Store. 

Jl,  H.  CARLISLE,  Jr. 
EVAN  J.  LIDE,  Managet- . 

Headquarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 

Uriclef  Keririedv  Litor-ony.    PHorie  163 


HOPKINS 
THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


PETBRSON.  ^  "'■ 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  WofFord  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 


For  Cigars,  Tobacco,  etc.,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwelll  Bro's. 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanbnrg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

For  Rates,  Schedules,  etc,  call  on 

C.  W.  BosTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  Cakwslb,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
G»o.  T.  Bhvan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
J.  CsAiG,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  Ga. 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE. 

JAMES  H.  CARLISLE,  L.  L.  D.,  President.  * 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronom}^  Mathematics,  Phj^sics,  Chemistry  and  Geol- 
ogy, Latin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  Library  and  Librarian.  The  W.  E.  Burnett 
gy-mnasium,  under  a  competent  director:  Athletic  grounds. 
Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  platform.  Rare 
Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a  month. 
Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  catalogue  or 
other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWELL,  Secretary. 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  College  Fitting  School. 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Library,  (7,000 
volumes,)  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College.' 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  En  Expenses..  - 

J107.00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  Lights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc.,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPRE,  H^ad  Master, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Groceries  at  J.  E.  Bagwell  S  Bro's. 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL  Xv 

The  Oldest  Drug  Store  it  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 

SOLE  AGENT  HUYLER'S  CANDIES. 

GO  TO 

W.  B.  Hallett 
TO  SEI  YOOR  COIL. 

Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C, 

Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 

If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  •  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted, 

].  C*  Williams 

Merchant  Tailor 


Jewelry  > 

Pictures  \ 

I     Cut  Glass  i 

I      Silver  Wate  \ 

\        Silver  Novelties  \ 

\ 

I         Fine  Umbrellas  ) 

Imported  Chinas  \ 

\ 

Artistic  Engraving:  with-  \ 
ottt  extra  chargfe.  \ 

\ 

Prenfice  Luckey  | 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairing 


THE  STETSON  THE  BEOENT 

9S.OO  SHOE  93.eO  SHOB 

As  the  three  Rs  are  the  foundation  of  all 
learning,  so  is  square  dealing  at  the  base 
of  all  successful  retailing. 

2/ou9?fen 

who  have  to  clothe  yourselves  in  a  manner 
befitting  your  standing,  can  find  here  a 
pleasing  variety  of  styles  in  qualities  that 
carry  their  own  recommendation.  What- 
ever price  you  pay  it  will  be  guaranteed  the. 
least  at  which  it  would  be  possible  to  make 
an  equally  satisfactory  purchase  anywhere 
in  the  State. 

If  ^'  '  ' ' '      ■niiets^  Gi  Men 

We  cater  to  their  tastes;  we  study  their 
wants---it's'our  busines  ,  atjd  ouf  time  is 
devoted  to  looking  for  and  placing  before 
the  public  the  best  and  newest  styles  on 
the  market.  Everything  we  sell  is  guar- 
anteed, and  your  money  back  if  you  want  it. 


E.  M.  WHltRXON 

Men's  Outfitter  and  Merchant  Tailor 


KNOX 
HATS 


LION  BRAND 
SHIRTS 


GONTB.NTS 
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GOOD  SHOES 

shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fittio^ 
faultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

"Edwin  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  MAN 


DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 

PPl?"PF<r'T  FIT  characteristic 
t'rJKr'rjVl  ril  points  of  our  large  and 

CONSISTENT  PRICES  attractive  line  of  Over- 
coats, Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cuts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  ^e  new 
"Kaglan"  overcoats. 

FALL  HATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
— stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds 

Underwear,  Neckwear,  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 


M.  Greenewald 


23  W,  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 
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SOUTHERN  ♦  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  POI/iTS 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Route  of  ^ 

Washiiigtoti  and  Sottthern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect^  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  going  to  and  tetuming  from  G)IIege 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  D.  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Hardwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston,  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


K.  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta,  Ga.  Washington,  D.  C. 
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DviPre  Wilson's 

BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STREET  TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


IDiff  ian>ston    ^en\afe  ©offege 


For  full  information,  address 


Williamston,  .  _  -  _       South  Carolina 
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We  solicit  your  business  in 


Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 


Shoes,  and  Grentleman's  Furnishing  G-oods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents.  No  doubt  most  of  you  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  no  place  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  you  as  they  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Cham,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 
we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Alf  Keen  THE  Test  B Qpber  Shop 


Floyd  L.  Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


D.  C.  CORRELL 


JEWELER 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

Dtttgfs  and  Sundries 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perf«mes»  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

E.  MADDUX  &  CO. 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222         54  Morgan  Square 


And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

N»  S.  TRAKAS  &  CO. 
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Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits,  Etc. 
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EVERYBODY 

SEE  ME  BEPORE  BUYINO 

W.  F.  GILLILAND 
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A  SPRING  TWILIGHT  THOUGHT. 


The  sun  is  sinking,  and  his  lingering  rays 
Forsake  the  valleys,  that  so  gently  bear 

The  whispering  brooklets  'long,  and  silently 
Commit  them  to  the  rushing  river's  care. 

The  moon  and  stars  forbid  the  tyrant.  Night, 
To  take  complete  possession  of  the  scene; 

The  warrior  and  his  slowly  filling  ranks 
March  forth  to  irritate  the  tyrant's  reign. 

There  comes  the  chirp  of  insects  from  the  lawn. 
The  frogs  chime  in,  and  swell  the  chorus  high, 

While  under  all,  in  accents  low  and  deep. 
Is  heard  the  murmur  of  the  stream  near  by. 

Upon  the  new-strung  harp  of  half-grown  leaves 
With  gentle  touch  the  evening  zephyrs  play; 

And  where  but  late  the  March  winds  madly  roared 
Are  now  the  half -felt  breezes  of  the  May. 

Why  is  it  that  when  thus  I  sit  alone 

And  watch  the  gathering  gloaming  shadows  fall, 
In  every  cricket's  chirp  and  streamlet's  voice, 

A  voice  from  out  the  Unknown  seems  to  call : 

"So  must  thy  day  of  life  pass  into  night. 
Yea,  even  now  thy  pathway  darkeneth; 

And  soon  thy  haughty  spirit  will  be  crushed — 
Thou  must  obey  the  common  tyrant,  Death!"  ? 
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TIMERS  RECOMPENSE. 


(Oration  at  State  Oratorical  Contest.) 

In  any  chaotic  exigencies,  whatever  be  their  nature,  man 
can  be  but  human,  and  human  nature  must  exert  itself.  In 
1865  the  Southerner  was  forced  to  meet,  face  to  face,  an 
emergency  in  unbounded  chaos.  He  was  defeated  in  war, 
and  he  must  now  be  made  to  feel  the  sad  realization  of  de- 
feat and  the  sheer  agony  of  being  conquered.  He  was  dis- 
franchised and  denied  the  participation  in  his  own  govern- 
ment. He  was  to  be  overruled  by  a  race  who  so  short  a 
while  before  were  his  slaves,  and  had  not  a  scintilla  of 
advancement,  or  indeed  hardly  the  rudiments  of  civilization. 

This  was  the  terrible  moment  for  the  South,  but  the 
higher  instincts  of  human  nature  won  a  more  decisive  vic- 
tory than  had  ever  accompanied  arms  in  the  field,  and  not- 
withstanding the  poignant  effects  of  defeat,  the  Southerner, 
in  his  heart  of  hearts,  swearing  allegiance  to  no  ruling  mon- 
arch save  his  own  conscience,  determined  to  prove  that  that 
hand  which  so  successfully  wielded  the  sword  for  four  years 
could  also  guide  the  plowhandles,  and  were  there  the  neces- 
sity; that  heart  and  arm  which  so  devotedly  defended  the 
"Stars  and  Bars"  could  also  support  the  "Stars  and  Stripes," 
and  that  Southern  manhood  had  lost  none  of  its  honor  or 
integrity. 

When  the  snow  is  lightly  descending  we  can  stretch  forth 
our  hand,  overcome  the  law  of  gravitation,  and  stop  the  fall- 
ing flake;  but  when  from  the  mountain  top  there  starts  the 
accumulation  of  countless  millions  of  flakes  in  the  form  of 
an  avalanche,  no  human  force  can  stay  its  progress.  But 
the  same  law  governs  both.  The  same  force  which  brings 
the  snowflake  lightly  to  the  earth,  brings  this  irresistible 
mountain  of  ice.  As  it  is  with  this  law  of  physical  nature, 
so  it  is  with  all  the  vaster  laws  of  God.  God's  law  nkver 
changes.  His  law  of  human  progress  remains  the  same. 
When  there  is  a  hand  raised  to  stop  it  here,  there  is  accu- 
mulating yonder  a  force  which  will  be  irresistible  in  its  pur- 
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poses,  and  neither  wars  nor  acts  of  congress  can  check  it  in 
its  progress;  and  faith  in  the  inevitable  working  out  of  this 
law,  the  true  spirit  and  inspiration  of  this  law,  is  indelibly 
sealed  on  every  Southern  heart. 

It  would  be  a  useless  rehearsal  of  history  for  us  to  re- 
count the  depressed  conditions  of  the  Southerner  in  '65,  or 
enumerate  those  internal  and  external  struggles  which  he 
had  to  undergo.  The  heroisms  of  these  struggles  have  been 
the  familiar  theme  for  novelist,  historian,  poet  and  orator. 
It  is  therefore  an  old  story,  yet  'tis  one  that  grows  the  dearer 
the  longer  it  lingers  with  us,  not  in  the  puerile  chatterings 
of  vainglory;  it  has  a  broad  significance  which  appeals  to  our 
highest  senses.  It  brings  with  it  the  revelations  of  what 
shall  be  the  reward  of  truth,  sincerity  and  honesty  of  pur- 
pose. 

The  head  of  John  the  Baptist  could  be  severed  from  his 
body  and  borne  into  the  presence  of  the  blasphemous  and 
worldly  Herodias,  but  his  death  could  not  stop  those  princi- 
ples and  their  influences,  so  reverently  and  so  zealously 
preached  from  the  lips,  heart  and  life  of  this  man  of  God. 
Stephen  could  be  stoned  even  unto  death,  but  his  death  only 
revealed  the  grander  the  spirit  in  which  he  lived  and  died. 
These  influences  are  to  live — they  are  everlasting.  So, 
equally,  the  principles  of  human  progress  cannot  be  stopped, 
and  though  the  civil  war,  with  the  period  of  reconstruction 
as  a  horrible  sequel,  was  apparently  a  cruel  arrest  to  the 
growth  of  the  South,  yet,  with  its  lessons  never  to  be  forgot- 
ten, traced  in  letters  of  blood,  we  know  that  apparent  arrest 
was  but  preparation  for  a  larger  future. 

We  now  stand  at  the  close  of  the  nineteenth  century. 
Thirty-five  years  have  passed  over  us,  and  in  this  compara- 
tively short  while  the  South  has  arisen,  has  regained  her 
former  strength,  and  is  now  sending  through  every  vein 
of  her  organized  body  the  ruddy  flush  of  unlimited  prosper- 
ity without  the  slightest  tinge  of  the  suffusive  flush  of 
shame,  disgrace  or  weakness.  Overcoming  new  and  un- 
familiar conditions,  she  has  been  through  trial  after  trial. 

The  Spanish- American  war  has  passed  and  entered  into 
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history.  It  has  been  a  prevailing  idea  that  this  war  was  a 
medium  by  which  the  North  and  South  were  united.  Presi- 
dent McKinley  in  his  last  trip  South  said,  "Proclaim  it  from 
the  pulpit  and  write  it  across  the  skies. ' '  But  the  w^ar  was 
not  a  medium,  jt  was  but  an  incident  in  conditions  already 
established.  The  North  and  South  were  as  firmly  united  as 
they  ever  will  be  when  slavery  was  once  abolished  and  when 
the  fine,  geometrical,  but  far  from  imaginary  Mason  and 
Dixon  line  was  swept  away  as  a  mist  before  the  sun.  They 
were  united  as  firmly  as  they  ever  will  be,  or  as  a  sworn 
oath  can  make  them,  when  two  generals  stood  before  Appo- 
mattox in  1865,  and  one  with  the  prof oundest  respect  for  the 
gallantry  of  the  other,  said,  "I  take  no  sword  from  the  hand 
of  such  a  gentleman  as  Robert  E.  Lee."  The  last  war, 
then,  was  but  as  a  national  thermometer  by  which  the  in- 
tensity of  loyalty  and  affection  from  the  South  to  "Old 
Glory"  could  be  read,  and  the  reading  was  favorably  regis- 
tered on  the  pages  of  a  nation's  annals.  Sons  marched  side 
by  side  whose  fathers  marched  face  to  face  in  deadly  combat. 
Southern  girls  cheered  Northern  soldiers,  and  kissed  the  flag 
which  would  have  insulted  their  mothers  by  its  very  pres- 
ence. Is  this  significant?  It  most  assuredly  is.  But  it  has 
not  merely  the  significance  that  the  North  and  South  are  re- 
united. It  is  the  fulfilment  of  a  determination  made  thirty- 
five  years  ago  when  the  two  cheerless  chimneys  of 
the  Southerner's  home  were  as  monuments  to  his  shattered 
hopes,  while  he,  in  the  eyes  of  the  government,  was  as 
a  worthless  rebel. 

The  New  England  States  had,  by  their  characteristic 
thrift  and  energy,  won  from  its  natural  home  the  art  of 
manufacturing.  At  first  it  seemed  as  all  experiments  seem — 
absurd  for  the  South,  with  her  financial  and  political  sys- 
tems almost  destroyed,  to  attempt  to  secure  her  own.  But 
herein  comes  the  old  adage,  'Xarge  rivers  from  small  foun- 
tains flow."  The  shallow  fountain  of  Trade  in  the  South 
was  suddenly,  even  with  abruptness,  to  overflow  its  banks, 
flooding  the  whole  expanse  with  the  thrift  of  Trade  and 
Commerce,  bearing  into  every  town  and  hamlet  the  thrift 
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and  activity  of  manufacturing  arts,  whose  power  is  to  be  so 
felt  that  the  goods  which  pass  through  South  Carolina  looms 
are  sold  in  the  capitals  of  the  far  Kast. 

Again,  thirty-five  years  ago  our  cities  were  laid  bare  and 
their  treasures  sacked;  the  dying  embers  of  the  picket  fires 
were  yet  to  be  seen  in  the  streets,  but  with  the  dying  of  the 
embers  was  the  end  of  the  old  Southern  city  with  its  con- 
servatism and  commercial  isolation.  The  spirit  of  the  new 
South  had  even  then  entered  into  every  heart,  and  while  to- 
day our  cities  may  not  compare  in  population  and  wealth 
with  those  of  the  North,  we  can  see  with  the  advancing 
years  such  influence  centering  in  our  cities  which  shall  be  a 
nucleus  around  which  soon  shall  be  gathered  the  commercial 
and  manufacturing  powers  of  America. 

All  strong  obstacles  have  been  overcome  commercially, 
but  politically  we  are  retarded  by  a  seemingly  insoluble 
problem.  It  is  a  historical  fact  that  the  primary  issue  of 
the  Civil  War  was  slavery,  but  we  are  only  to  realize  a 
darker  problem  by  the  passing  years.  We  do  not  want 
slavery,  but  the  South  and  North  together  agree  that  "this 
is  a  white  man's  country,  and  a  white  man's  government," 
which  lii  the  North  did  not  hold,  the  South  would  still 
maintain.  But  the  negro  is  here,  what  must  be  done  with 
him?  Turn  him  out?  Then  that  would  be  inhuman,  and 
we  know  what  a  sympathetic  government  we  have  for  down- 
trodden humanity — when  there  is  a  probable  accession  to  her 
territory  by  her  intercession  for  humanity.  I,et  him  stay 
here?  Then  that  is  to  retard  the  political  and  social  advance- 
ment of  the  South.  What  then?  We  are  still  no  nearer  a 
solution.  As  long  as  he  knows  his  rank  and  keeps  it,  there 
will  always  be  peace  and  harmony  between  the  whites 
and  blacks.  But  when  he  steps  the  slightest  degree  from 
his  ranks,  and  intentionally  commits  crimes  horrible  beyond 
expression,  he  shall  forever  be  the  target  for  the  Southern 
bullet.  It  is  not  the  nature  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  to  receive 
insults  from  equals,  not  mentioning  inferiors,  and  the  last 
type  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  to  receive  insults,  unavenged, 
would  be  the  *  Cavalier  of  the  South," 
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Wit*h  a  practical  solution  of  the  negro  problem,  we  would 
be  firm  politically.  As  of  old,  we  are  worthil}^  represented 
in  the  legislative  halls  of  the  nation.  Our  representatives 
are  boldly  speaking  the  message  of  the  South,  and  their 
voices  are  hearkened  unto.  We  have  so  shown  our  art  in 
the  power  of  creating  heroes,  that  we  were  to  be  wonderfully 
needed  in  the  last  war.  A  son  of  the  South  was  the  first 
officer  to  give  his  life  for  the  "Stars  and  Stripes,"  and  the 
South  also  produced  him,  who  in  the  face  of  the  enemy's 
guns,  was^the  first  to  entrap  an  enemy,  and  Richmond  Pear- 
son Hobson's  name  was  sung  in  Massachusetts,  and  was  on 
the  praising  lips  of  thousands  who  once  curled  the  lip  of 
scorn  at  the  bare  mention  of  his  native  State. 

I  repeat,  yet  again,  it  may  have  seemed  a  dark  prospect 
in  '65,  but  the  reward  of  years  of  struggle  was  forth-coming. 
Time  had  in  her  hands  a  lavish  recompense,  but  the  South- 
erner could  not  see  it  then.  "There  is  a  sun  behind  every 
cloud."  Now  after  thirt3'-five  3'ears  the  war  clouds  are  just 
beginning  to  sink  behind  the  horizon,  and  the  sun  is  casting 
its  effulgent  light  across  the  South,  being  the  brighter,  re- 
flected from  the  passing  clouds.  'Twas  the  same  sun  shone 
in  '65  that  shines  now,  but  then  it  shone  through  the  clouds 
crimson-stained  by  the  blood  of  fallen  countrymen,  and 
through  the  misty  veil  of  shattered  hopes.  He  now  shines 
in  unobstructed  glory  over  a  happy  and  prosperous  land. 

The  chosen  race,  after  the  exodus  from  the  land  of  Egypt, 
had  to  wait  forty  years  before  they  could  enter  the  land  of 
Canaan,  but  their  recompense  for  trials  and  sufferings,  was 
a  land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey.  The  South  has  waited 
her  forty  years,  and  now  she  can  conceive  a  recompense  as 
rich  as  the  land  of  Canaan.  But  the  cities  are  of  her  own 
building,  the  wells  are  of  her  own  digging,  the  seed  is  sown 
by  her  own  hands,  the  houses  are  filled  of  her  own  filling, 
and  the  vineyards  and  olive  trees  are  of  her  own  planting. 
This  makes  it  the  greater  recompense  for  'tis  reward  of 
faithful  works.  And  she  has  gained  a  yet  greater  recom- 
pense in  departed  malice,  political,  social  and  financial  ad- 
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vancement,  and  a  reunion  which  has  its  mighty  influence  as 
we  march  on  to  a  higher  and  a  nobler  destiny. 

The  whole  world  has  heard  of  our  Dewey  celebration  of  a 
few  months  past.  The  streets  of  the  metroplis  of  America 
were  thronged  with  eager  hearts.  The  "Stars  and  Stripes" 
floated  from  spires  that  kissed  the  sky.  The  chorus  of  hu- 
man voices  that  went  up  towards  heaven,  echoing  and  re- 
echoing against  the  mighty  architectural  wonders  of  a  mod- 
ern city,  drowning  the  artificial  voices  of  trumpet  and  chime, 
seemed  to  strike  the  key-note  for  enthusiastic  millions:  and 
liberty-loving  sentiment  found  expression  in  a  universal 
chorus,  as  the  admiral  and  his  comrades  passed  under  the 
Triumphal  Arch.  There  were  millions  of  glad  hearts  to 
welcome  the  admiral  home;  there  were  millions  of  souls 
proudly  witnessing  the  national  display  of  gratitude  to  a  brave 
sailor;  there  were  millions  of  ready  lips  to  sing  the  praises  of 
a  victorious  commander.  In  this  the  South  had  her  part  in 
applauding  one  who  thirty-five  years  ago  cast  the  shot  and 
shell  at  her  sons.  We  know  this  was  a  grand  spectacle, 
but  there  are  other  things  grander  and  more  significant  in 
the  history  of  this  Republic.  The  battle  of  Manila  was 
fought  in  '98;  the  Triumphal  Arch  was  in  '99.  The  battles 
of  Bull  Run  and  Gettysburg  have  been  fought  for  forty 
years,  and  just  now  the  unveiled  characters  of  lyce  and  Jack- 
son, are,  as  it  were,  marching  under  the  Triumphal  Arch  of 
unprejudiced  eyes;  I^ee  in  the  eyes  of  the  North  is  now  a 
later  Washington,  Jackson  a  newer  Cromwell.  The  eyes  of 
seventy  millions  of  Americans  are  daily  witnessing  the  tri- 
umph of  the  South,  and  while  no  tumult  is  raised,  making 
it  the  more  impressive,  there  are  silent  voices  which  sound  a 
grander  chorus,  and  which  proclaim  a  nobler  sentiment. 

When  the  flag,  the  symbol  of  the  political  South,  went 
down  in  '65,  it  cast  a  gloom  over  many  a  proud  heart,  it 
strained  tears  from  eyes  to  which  before  they  were  strangers, 
and  it  stirred  in  the  breasts  of  heroes  of  undaunted  courage 
those  emotions  which  no  human  power  can  discern.  But  it 
was  merely  the  flag  that  went  down  before  roaring  cannon 
and  rattling  musketry.    The  standard  of  the  South  has 
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never  been  lowered,  and  is  now  suffusing  over  the  whole 
continent  the  revelations  of  her  true  character. 

We  are  united  poUtically  and  socially,  let  us  hope  forever; 
but  reunion  shall  not  eliminate  Southern  characteristics. 
There  shall  ever  be  a  distinct  South,  not  an  old,  nor  a  new, 
but  an  eternal  South!  Ours  is  a  grand  heritage,  let  us  not 
abuse  it.  Let  us  keep  to  our  banner  of  the  truth  and  right, 
"  'till  the  sun  himself  grow  dim  with  age,  'till  the  brightest 
star  shall  fade  away. ' '  Let  us  forget  the  trials  and  sorrows  of 
the  past,  save  as  a  reminder  of  our  downfalls  and  misdoings, 
and  a  guide  and  inspiration  for  the  unexplored  future.  The 
old  stacked  guns  of  the  Southern  Confederates  are  as  per- 
petual memorials  to  a  Lost  Cause,  around  which  angels  sing 
in  sweet  remembrance.  Let  them  be.  We  must  stand  to 
the  truth  as  fixed  as  the  North  Star,  and  for  the  right  as 
true  as  the  Mariner's  Compass.  Let  us  cast  forth  every  ves- 
tige of  folly  of  all  kinds  from  our  hands,  "stand  forth  un- 
fettered and  free,  servant  only  to  the  truth,"  and  if  this  be 
the  spirit  that  governs  us,  time  will  yet  bring  to  us  a  greater 
recompense. 

W.  C.  KoGER,  'oi. 


FRANK'S  DILEMMA. 


That  a  decided  change  had  come  over  Frank  Ramsey  was 
noticed  not  only  by  the  boys  with  whom  he  was  closely  asso- 
ciated the  previous  year,  but  by  the  students  in  general.  He 
was  no  longer  the  same  fun -loving  boy  of  the  year  before,  but 
he  wore  an  expression  of  sadness  which  told  that  he  was 
struggling  against  something  that  bore  heavily  on  his  youth- 
ful mind.  As  we  had  roomed  together  the  past  year  and 
were  most  intimate  friends,  I  thought  it  would  be  nothing 
but  right  for  me  to  explain  what  I  had  noticed  and  offer 
any  aid  or  sympathy  possible. 

So  one  night,  being  on  the  wing  of  the  building  where  he 
roomed,  I  knocked  at  his  door  wearing  as  melancholy  an  ex- 
pression as  I  thought  the  occasion  required.    He  greeted  me 
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warmly,  yet  I  could  not  detect  either  in  his  speech  or  actions 
his  accustomed  jollity,  but  we  soon  had  the  conversation  go- 
ing, discussing  the  prospects  of  the  football  team,  and  why 
he  did  not  try  for  his  old  position  on  the  team,  for  Frank  was 
an  excellent  player,  tall,  broad-shouldered,  and  one  of  the 
best  kickers  the  college  ever  had. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "I  intend  to  go  out  in  a  few  days,  but  I 
have  had  so  much  to  occupy  my  mind  since  I  returned  to  col- 
lege that  I  could  not  play  football  or  take  any  intetest  in  col- 
lege life.  I  will  tell  you  all  for  I  feel  as  if  it  would  relieve 
me  so  much  to  tell  some  one.'' 

So  lighting  his  pipe  he  began:  "You  know  already  of  the 
attack  of  fever  which  I  had  soon  after  college  closed  in  June, 
and  when  I  was  able  to  travel  I  was  sent  off  to  recuperate  at 

a  delightful  watering  place.    There  being  nothing  at  B  

Springs  except  one  large  hotel  and  a  few  cottages,  and  as  it 
was  rather  late  in  the  season  when  I  arrived,  very  few  people 
remained.  I  found  it  quite  dull.  Having  finished  in  a 
short  time  the  few  books  that  I  had  brought  along,  there 
remained  nothing  for  me  to  do,  save  take  tramps  in  the  sur- 
rounding country.  On  several  occasions  while  out  on  these 
walks  I  had  passed  an  elegant  country  home  which  stood 
back  some  distancefrom  the  main  road.  Aside  from  the 
fine  orchard,  which  is  about  the  first  thing  that  impresses 
an  ex-fever  patient,  the  fences,  barns  and  out-houses  were 
a  perfect  model  of  thrift  and  progressivness.  Not  thinking 
there  could  be  any  real  harm  in  a  tired,  hungry  passer-by 
eating  a  few  of  those  peaches,  I  made  my  way  to  one  of 
the  largest  trees  which  stood  dangerously  near  the  road — 
after  taking  a  sweeping  glance  toward  the  white  house 
which  stood  about  a  hundred  yards  off. 

"There  were  enough  peaches  under  that  tree  to  feed  three 
college  boys,  or  roughly  guessing,  a  peck  and  a  half,  and  I 
immediately  began  to  eat  and  fill  my  pockets.  My  hat  was 
knocked  off,  but  supposing  it  to  have  been  under  a  falling 
peach,  I  did  not  stop  to  notice  particularly.  It  was  quickly 
knocked  off  again  and  as  it  came  with  a  little  more  force 
than  a  peach  is  accustomed  to  fall  with,  I  glanced  up  in  the 
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tree.  What  I  saw  nearly  strnck  me  dumb,  for  I  was  looking 
into  the  face  of  a  pretty  dark -haired,  dark-eyed  girl  with  a 
large  garden  hat  set  jauntily  on  the  back  of  her  head.  My 
embarrassment  you  can  easily  imagine,  but  I  was  brought 
somewhat  to  my  senses  by  her  saying  'If  you  don't  apologize 
I  will  hit  you  again.'  I  attempted,  with  nearly  a  whole 
peach  in  my  mouth,  to  stammer  out  an  apology,  and  unless 
one  has  experienced  a  similar  tragedy,  he  cannot  appre- 
ciate my  position.  I  certainly  must  have  appeared  ri- 
diculous, as  the  peaches  which  were  collected  in  her  apron 
rolled  to  the  ground  owing  to  the  uncontrollable  laughter 
which  followed. 

"My  apology  was  never  finished,  for  descending  from  the 
tree  by  means  of  a  step-ladder,  she  stood  before  me  a  perfect 
type  of  young  womanhood.  Never  before  had  I  seen  such 
innocence,  and  I  longed  to  make  her  my  confidant,  my  sym- 
pathizer. I  told  her  my  name  as  soon  as  circumstances  al- 
lowed, and  at  its  mention  she  glanced  at  me  with  a  look  of 
recognition  and  said,  'You  forget  acquaintances  very  easily. 
Why  I  met  you  at  the  reception  the  seminary  girls  gave  the 
football  teams  the  night  after  the  Thanksgiving  game  last 
year. ' ' 

*'0f  course  I  remembered  that  face  and  quickly  told  her 
so.  She  would  not  hear  to  my  returning  to  the  hotel  for 
dinner,  but  marched  me  to  the  house  where  she  introduced 
me  to  her  father,  a  man  of  of  about  fortyor  there  abouts,  as  a 
friend  whom  she  had  met  at  the  Seminary. 

"I  was  left  alone  with  the  father  while  Alline  went  off  to 
look  after  the  preparing  of  dinner,  and  during  the  half  hour 
or  so  I  learned  a  great  deal  concerning  that  apparently  happy 
household.  He  impressed  me  as  a  man  whose  very  existence 
seemed  centered  in  the  happiness  of  his  only  daughter,  but 
beyond  that  he  carried  a  great  trouble  to  himself.  The 
mother  had  died  when  Alline  was  quite  young,  so  she  had 
grown  up  in  an  excellent  boarding  school,  and  later  was  sent 
to  the  seminary. 

'*I  remained  there  until  late  in  the  afternoon,  but  on  my 
way  back  to  the  hotel  I  determined  that  it  should  not  be  my 
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last  visit,  so  from  that  time  I  was  a  constant  visitor  at  that 
hospitable  home.  I  cannot  describe  to  you  the  many  pleas- 
ant walks  and  conversations  I  had  with  the  girl  who  im- 
pressed me  so  deeply  from  the  first,  and  who  had  come  to  be 
so  much  to  me. 

"Several  weeks  after  making  their  acquaintance,  one  eve- 
ning immediately  after  tea,  Mr.  Saunders  asked  me  to  take 
a  short  walk  with  him  as  he  had  something  very  important 
to  say  to  me.  He  said  he  was  weighted  with  a  burden  which 
no  one  knew,  and  as  AUine  had  told  him  of  our  engagement 
he  felt  I  could  be  trusted  with  his  secret. 

"He  was  reared,  he  said,  in  a  quiet  little  Virginia  town,  was 
sent  to  the  University  of  that  State,  but  during  his  college 
course  associated  with  evil  companions  who  cared  more  for 
cards  and  drink  than  for  their  studies.  In  a  drunken  brawl, 
over  a  game  of  cards,  he  killed  one  of  his  fellow-students. 
He  successfully  escaped  from  the  bounds  of  the  State,  came 
to  this  community  and  began  the  life  of  a  farm  laborer.  By 
working  hard  he  soon  gained  the  confidence  of  his  employer, 
who,  recognizing  his  ability,  in  a  year  or  two  gave  him  com- 
plete control  of  his  vast  plantations. 

"His  employer  lived  only  a  few  years  after  he  came  there, 
but  having  such  great  confidence  in  him  in  his  will  he  ap- 
pointed him  guardian  of  his  only  daughter,  who  wa^^  then  at 
college,  a  beautiful  girl  of  eighteen — the  very  age  and  image 
of  his  own  darling. 

"When  her  education  was  completed  they  were  married,  for 
long  before  her  father's  death  they  had  pledged  an  undying 
devotion  for  each  other.  He  loved  her  too  well,  for  after 
they  had  been  married  about  a  year  he  realized  that  he  could 
not  live  with  her  without  making  known  the  dark  secret  of 
his  life.  He  told  her — and  it  killed  her.  She  left  him  the 
little  babe  Alline  who,  through  all  these  years  had  been  his 
only  consolation  and  desire  for  life.  Now  that  Alline  had  a 
protector,  he  intended  to  carry  out  a  long-desired  purpose — 
to  return  to  the  scene  of  his  crime  and  stand  trial  before  the 
law.  His  darling  should  not  know  of  it,  but  should  always 
tliink  him  dead. 
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"A  few  days  after  that  he  went  fishing  down  the  river, 
and  as  he  did  not  return  home  at  nightfall  searching  parties 
were  sent  out,  the  river  was  dragged  for  miles,  but  no  trace 
of  him  could  be  found.  The  general  opinion  was  that  he  was 
drowned — I  alone  knew  the  secret.  It  was  a  terrible  bTow  to 
Alline,  but  I  carried  her  home  with  me  where  she  remained 
until  time  to  return  to  the  Seminary.  When  we  finish  college 
we  will  marry." 

Raising  the  lid  of  his  desk,  he  handed  me  a  leading  Vir- 
ginia daily,  and  pointing  to  a  large  headline  bade  me  read, 
which  was  as  follows: 

"The  trial  of  Charles  K.  Gyan  was  concluded  today.  He 
was  found  guilty  of  murder  in  the  first  degree  for  killing  his 
college  mate,  Percy  Blakely,  twenty-three  years  ago.  He 
absolutely  refuses  to  tell  of  his  whereabouts  during  all  these 
years,  but  from  his  appearance  he  seems  to  have  prospered. 
Judge  Purcell  sentenced  him  to  hang  on  October  20. ' ' 

Remembering  that  this  was  October  20, 1  glanced  at  Frank, 
who  was  leaning  on  the  desk  with  his  face  in  his  hands,  and 
heard  him  groan,  "Oh,  God  !  may  she  never  know!'' 

I^eaving  him  thus,  I  left  the  room  as  noiselessly  as  possible. 
On  reaching  the  main  hall  I  stopped  to  listen,  but  the  re- 
echoing of  my  footfalls  down  the  long  corridor  was  the  only 
sound  to  be  heard. 

J.  B.  G. 


HAWTHORNE^S  ROMANCES,  AND  THE 
,  ROMANCES  OF  TODAY, 


To  the  large  and  select  audience  of  Hawthorne's  admirers 
a  comparison  with  today's  romances  will  probably  appear  a 
waste  of  time  and  [even  ridiculous;  and  to  the  other  side, 
those  who  are  so  "carried  away"  by  the  facile  and  brilliant 
pen  of  our  latter-day  romancers,  it  will  probably  fill  all  the 
conditions  necessary  to  increase  its  odiousness.  And  yet 
the  distinction  brought  about  by  the  comparison  is  worth 
the  while.  Both  should  have  their  rights.  There  are  those 
who,  seeing  all  in  Hawthorne,  can  see  nothing  in  Harding 
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Davis  or  Hope;  and  on  the  other  hand,  the  devotees  of  the 
latter,  blinded  by  intense  enthusiasm  and  admiration,  con- 
sider Hawthorne  a  graceful  but  old-fashioned  writer  of  New 
England  stories — one  who  has  succeeded  with  some  credit, 
but  who  is  intolerable  to  their  more  modern  ways  and  ideas. 
To  be  able  to  write  either  of  the  two  kinds  of  romance  is  to 
be  a  genius — whether  of  the  first  rank,  we  will  not  say.  And 
genius,  expressing  itself  in  any  form,  is  to  be  admired, 
especially  in  literature.  But  aside  from  these  two  rather 
clannish  sects,  we  have  that  middle  class  who  can  appreciate 
both,  and  can  enjoy  Hawthorne  while  in  such  a  mood,  and 
when  in  another  can  take  up  Davis  and  enjoy  him  with 
equal  zest. 

To  a  great  many  it  seems  strange  to  call  Hawthorne's 
\i  ork  the  work  of  a  romancer,  so  entirely  different  is  it  in 
character  from  the  popular  conception  of  a  romance.  But 
they  are  romances,  and  have  been  so  adjudged  by  the  liter- 
ary world.  In  the  first  place,  Hawthorne  was  a  dreamer,  a 
quiet  man  who  to  a  large  extent  shut  himself  up  in  seclUvSion, 
especially  during  the  writing  of  his  romances.  From  his 
nature  he  was  able  to  do  this  with  much  pleasure  to  himself, 
and  with  much  profit  to  the  world.  Here  he  could  work  the 
mysterious  romance  of  the  soul,  the  most  exalted  of  all 
romance.  That  he  succeeded,  and  succeeded  well,  the  high 
position  given  him  in  American  literature  is  abundant  proof. 
Take  for  example  his  "Marble  Faun,"  deservedly  considered 
as  one  of  his  best  efforts.  Here  Hawthorne,  in  his  character 
of  Donatello,  works  out  the  secret  thoughts  of  sin,  its  accom- 
plishments, and  its  results.  We  cannot  help  admiring  the 
wonderful  insight  into  the  human  heart  and  soul,  as  he  de- 
picts for  us  their  various  workings.  Surely  a  man  who  could 
do  this,  as  Hawthorne  has,  is  worthy  of  a  place  among  the 
immortals  in  literary  life  ! 

For  the  comparison,  let  us  glance  at  our  today's  romances 
and  their  work  in  this  direction.  In  the  majority  of  cases 
there  is  none.  In  the  first  place,  the  demand  for  such  analy- 
sis has  ceased,  and  consequently  the  supply  has  followed  the 
natural  law.    Today  we  have  writers  who  understand  human 
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nature  and  who  make  their  characters  likewise.  Their  char- 
acters not  only  understand  human  nature,  but  know  how  to 
use  this  understanding  profitably.  Robert  Clay,  in  that 
delightful  book  ''Soldiers  of  Fortune,''  is  not  a  study  of  the 
characcter  of  the  soul,  but  Davis  has  made  him  with  over- 
perfect  success  a  man  acquainted  with  man,  and  acquainted 
the  desires  of  that  man.  How  invigorating  it  is  to  see  Clay, 
as  he  takes  charge  of  his  men  at  the  mine,  knowing  just 
whom  to  trust  and  whom  to  depend  on  at  the  approaching 
crisis  in  the  affairs  of  the  mine  and  the  national  government, 
a  crisis  through  this  very  same  quality  of  his  he  knew  would 
come  as  surely  as  the  seasons.  Hawthorne's  knowledge  of 
men  was  the  knowledge  which  did  not  always  bear  the  knock- 
ing of  every-day  use,  but  which  was  true  of  the  great  prin- 
ciples of  his  nature. 

And  again,  Hawthorne  was  a  distinctively  literary  artist, 
and  probably  the  truest  virtuoso  of  his  generation,  even,  it 
may  be  said  without  exaggeration,  of  several  generations. 
His  was  the  nature  delighting  in  the  very  presence  of  books; 
his  was  the  power  that  could  draw  from  their  wealth  of 
subtle  influence  the  power  which,  when  transformed  by  his 
great  mind  and  fertile  imagination,  became  the  personal 
characteristics  of  his  wonderful  style.  As  a  literary  artist, 
he  knew  how  to  use  his  pen  to  best  advantage,  but  by  well 
known  and  truly  literary  means.  Our  writers  of  to-day  often 
give  us  that  catchy  phrasing  so  easily  seen  and  appreciated 
by  the  popular  mind;  and  on  this  phrasing  they  stake  a 
great  deal  for  the  general  effect.  Although  this  is  not  as 
high  a  means  of  success  as  others  we  can  hardly  say  that  it 
is  not  legitimate.  But  the  very  difference  shows  Hawthorne 
off  to  great  advantage.  The  majority  of  today's  reading 
public  read  for  the  story,  and  hence  among  our  writers  the 
telling  of  the  story  is  most  prominent.  It  is  a  fact  that  there 
are  many  who  never  can,  and  never  will,  see  anything  in 
Hawthorne,  because  he  does  not  furnish  the  story  that  their 
love  for  narration  calls  for. 

There  is  one  quality  that  will  always  bring  a  book  into 
some  kind  of  prominence.    This  is  the  quality  of  mysteri- 
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ousuess  or  strangeness,  either  of  plot,  character,  or  general 
design.  Man's  nature  at  times  longs  for  some  such  stories, 
and  it  is  not  satisfied  if  it  has  to  go  for  enjoyment  to  those 
authors  who  cannot  give  him  what  he  seeks.  Poe  delighted 
to  write  his  wonderful  stories  drawing  them  from  his  almost 
supernatural  imagination,  and  there  was  a  host  who  rushed 
to  get  his  latest  story  whenever  it  made  its  appearance. 
Hawthorne  was  a  master  in  so  directing  his  talents,  but  his 
style  of  story  was  different  in  a  great  degree  from  others, 
even  from  Poe,  himself,  who  probably  ranks  in  his  class. 
Poe  had  nothing  to  teach,  but  Hawthorne,  without  seeming 
didactic,  generally  had  some  principle  of  truth  underlying 
everything. 

And  here  we  pause  again  to  look  at  the  genius  of  the  man. 
So  skilfully  does  he  cover  up  his  teaching  with  his  ever- 
ready  methods  that  we  admire  all  else  and  pass  on  until  our 
mind,  if  vigilant  and  alert,  detects  the  great  underlying 
thought.  And  then,  moreover,  it  is  robbed  of  its  objections, 
for  Hawthorne  has  not  thrust  it  upon  us,  but  has  left  it 
there  hidden  beneath  a  wonderful  style,  ours  to  be  had  for 
the  accompanying  trouble  of  reading  deep.  When  we  find 
the  element  of  mystery  in  to-day's  romancers  it  is  of  a  differ- 
ent kind— the  kind  more  modern,  as  it  were.  It  deals  with 
the  mystery  of  plot  perhaps  more  than  with  any  other  part 
ot  the  book.  We  have  the  unusualness  of  design  and  out- 
come of  plot,  often  making  the  final  impression  very  vivid. 
There  is  nothing  of  the  strangeness  of  the  individual  char- 
acter as  strongly  as  it  is  seen  in  nearly  every  one  of  Haw- 
thorne's creations.  But,  perhaps,  one  of  the  leading  char- 
acteristics of  Hawthorne  is  his  spirit  of  representing  one 
special  section  of  country.  With  few  exceptions  he  wrote  of 
New  England  and  New  England  mysteries.  She  had  had 
her  share  in  the  large  number  arising  out  of  the  Salem  of 
Witchcraft.  It  was  Hawthorne's  delight  to  search  among 
the  records  and  traditions  of  those  times  picking  out  partic- 
ulars for  the  development  of  his  plot.  He  was  inherently 
bound  to  New  England,  and  through  this  characteristic  he 
has  received  the  appropriate  appellation  of  the  ''Ghost  of 
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New  England."  His  characters  belong  essentially  to  New 
England.  Take  them  awaj-  from  that  soil  and  they  seem 
out  of  place  and  reason,  but  leave  them  there  and  you  have 
the  wonderful  creations  that  the}'  are.  To-day's  romances 
can  apply  to  any  place,  and  indeed  their  characteristic  is 
their  cosmopolitanism.  For  general  eSect  and  lasting  im- 
pression probably  the  first  is  the  highest  form  of  art. 

And  now  let  us  look  at  two  creations  of  Hawthorne's  and 
Davis'.  Hawthorne,  in  the  "House  of  the  Seven  Gables," 
draws  the  character  of  Phoebe,  the  modest,  gentle,  unas- 
suming maiden  who  cares  nothing  for  the  outside  world,  and 
in  fact  knows  nothing  of  it.  She  is  content  to  remain  awa}^ 
from  its  ever-increasing  strife  and  roar,  and  to  busy  herself 
with  the  duties  of  the  woman — that  is,  of  the  woman  of  that 
time.  She  possesses  the  virtues  which  probably  seem  pas- 
sive simply  because  the}^  have  not  been  shown  in  their  severe 
trials  to  the  world.  Hers  is  the  nature  which,  like  the  iv}^ 
is  prone  to  rest  itself  upon  a  stronger  nature  for  support, 
although  hers  is  morallj^  brave  and  courageous.  Richard 
Harding  Davis  gives  us  the  bright  and  living  character  of 
Hope.  In  mj^  opinion  Davis  has  made  of  this  creation  a 
greater  success  than  of  Clay.  She  is  perhaps  more  real,  but 
at  any  rate  she  is  at  least  as  interesting.  What  a  contrast 
to  Phoebe  !  Brave,  self-reliant  and  delighting  in  danger,  she 
loves  the  w^ork  of  man  almost  to  an  extent  to  make  her  mas- 
culine in  sympathy.  But  Davis  is  too  much  of  an  artist  to 
ruin  a  good  character  this  way.  And  so  she  is  not  of  a  passive 
nature  but  of  a  sj-mpathetic  and  helping  nature.  How  she 
remains  in  our  heart  as  she  entered,  complete  and  undisputed 
master,  bright,  charming  and  radiant  Hope. 

J.  Walter  Dickson. 


THE  CENSUS  TAKER'S  ADVENTURE 


M3^  recent  travels  and  varied  experiences  as  census  taker 
in  an  out  of  the  way  countrj^  district  have  furnished  me  food 
for  many  an  hour's  thought  and  amusement.    One  afternoon 
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about  sunset,  I  found  myself  about  twelve  miles  from  the 
nearest  town,  in  a  community  of  entire  strangers.  I  soon  be- 
gan to  look  about  me  for  some  place  to  spend  the  •night. 
Presently  I  came  to  a  house  that  looked  like  it  might  afford  a 
night's  lodging  to  a  stranger.  I  soon  found  that  it  was  the 
residence  of  no  less  a  potentate  than  the  country  postmaster. 
This  gentleman,  portly,  round-faced  and  bald-headed,  kindly 
consented  to  allow  me  to  spend  the  night.  His  wife,  lean, 
lank,  "lyUcindy,"  I  found  to  be  the  very  opposite  to  her 
good-natured  husband  in  all  the  qualities  that  go  to  make  up 
a  genial  companion.  I  accordingly  took  refuge,  while  supper 
was  being  prepared,  on  the  vine-trellised  porch,  where 
I  had  as  my  companion  the  amiable  pair's  youngest  daugh- 
ter, to  whom,  from  the  maner  in  which  she  had  been  intro- 
duced and  spoken  of  to  me,  I  rightly  surmised  I  was  expect- 
ed to  pay  special  attention. 

After  supper,  I  again  repaired  to  the  porch,  this  time,  the 
postmaster  himself  being  my  companion.  When  the  old 
gentleman  had  settled  down  comfortably  with  his  long-stem- 
med pipe,  and  the  soothing  effects  of  the  tobacco  had  begun 
to  creep  over  him,  he  became  very  talkative.  In  default  of 
information  on  other  subjects,  he  began  to  give  me  a  detailed 
account  of  every  peson  in  the  neighborhood — his  vices,  pe- 
culiarities, etc.  I  was  particularly  impressed  with  his  account 
of  old  Mr.  Jonathan  Stingy.  Mr.  Jonathan,  as  I  under- 
stood, was  very  wealthy,  very  stingy  and  very  ignorant.  In 
fact,  I  was  told  that  he  could  not  even  read  and  write  his 
own  name.  He  had  a  very  confused  idea  of  the  law  and  its 
prerogative?,  shunned  public  officers  of  every  kind,  and  de- 
tested census-takers  because  they  were  a  meddlesome  set  of 
fellows,  who  only  wanted  to  find  out  how  much  money  he 
had  in  order  that  they  might  the  more  the  expeditiously  and 
the  more  intelligently  rob  him  of  everything  he  possessed. 

Accordingly  I  was  not  much  surprised  the  next  morning 
when  I  called  at  his  house,  to  be  told  that  he  was  not  at 
home.  I  persisted,  telling  the  servant  that  I  must  see  his 
master,  and  finally  threatening  to  enter  the  house  forcibl}^ 
It  was  all  to  no  purpose.    The  servant  informed  me  that  his 
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master  had  mysteriously  disappeared  on  the  proceeding  af- 
ternoon, that  no  one  knew  where  he  was,  that  they  were  all 
very* uneasy  about  him,  and  that  I  might  come  in  and  exam- 
ine the  house  if  that  would  be  any  satisfaction  to  me.  I 
was  finally  convinced  by  the  black's  earnestness  and  the  dis- 
tress in  his  countenance,  and  left  without  the  desired  infor- 
mation. 

As  I  rode  along,  I  began  to  brood  over  what  I  had  heard 
and  seen,  and  the  more  I  brooded  the  more  suspicious  I  be- 
came. When  I  finally  reached  a  little  country  store  about 
three  miles  away,  my  mind  was.  as  it  were,  in  a  very  frenzy 
of  suspicion.  As  is  usually  the  case,  all  the  male 
gossips  within  a  radius  of  several  miles  were  collected  at  the 
little  store,  where  they  discused  the  outlook  for  good  crops, 
the  merits  and  demerits  of  their  respective  horses,  the  pecul- 
iarities of  this  or  that  brand  of  chewing  tobacco,  etc.,  etc. 
While  busy  here  with  my  work  I  overheard  something  like 
the  following  conversation: 

"Bill,  les'  go  fishin'  ternight." 

"I  jis'  been  las'  night." 

''Wot  luck?" 

''O,  nothin'  much,  but  I  heard  somethin'  I  didn't  zackly 
understand.  Me  an'  Jim  Steele  was  paddlin'  'long  down 
de  creek  wen  all  at  once  we  heard  somethin'  hit  de  water 
'keslunge'  an'  den  all  was  quiet  again.  We  wuz  purty  much 
skeert  and  got  away  from  dere  in  a  few  shakes.  But  come 
to  think  uv  it,  it  was  proberly  er  takin'  his  evenin'  bath." 

Having  finished  my  work,  I  called  one  of  the  most  intelli- 
gent looking  men  together  with  the  loquacious  Bill,  to  one 
side  and  inquired  further  into  the  details  of  his  night's  esca- 
pade. 

I  had  before  suspected  foul  play  in  the  case  of  old  Mr. 
Jonathan.  I  now  felt  sure  that  his  body  was  lying  at  the 
bottom  of  the  creek;  that  some  one  in  the  community  was 
now  in  possession  of  the  large  amount  of  money  that 
the  old  gentlemen  was  accustomed  to  carry  on  his  person; 
that  the  'kerslunge'  and  the  subsequent  silence  were  the  fall 
of  his  body  and  the  result  of  the  watchfulness  of  his  murder- 
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er  or  murderers,  as  the  case  might  be.  1  reasoned  that  the 
murderers  would  probably  visit  the  body  again,  either  to 
complete  their  work  of  robbery  which  might  have  been  inter- 
rupted by  the  appearance  of  Jim  and  Bill,  or  to  be  sure  that 
the  body  was  so  arranged  as  not  to  rise  to  the  surface  again. 
I  also  reasoned  that  the  slow-witted  countrymen  around  me 
would  never  put  two  and  two  together,  so  that  I  need  fear  no 
interruption,  in  case  I  should  do  anything  in  the  vindication 
of  the  law. 

The  result  of  my  thoughts  and  plans  was  that  "Bill,"  our 
esteemed  confidant,  and  myself,  repaired  at  first  dark  to  the 
side  of  the  river  to  await  the  second  coming  of  the  murder- 
ers. We  were  not  long  in  suspense,  for  about  10  o'clock 
two  figures  quietly  approached  the  water's  edge,  got  in  a 
boat,  and  paddled  out  towards  the  middle  of  the  stream.  I 
could  hardly  contain  myself,  my  surmises  had  been  true,  and 
I  was  about  to  capture  Mr.  Stingy.  But  see!  I  can  make 
out  by  the  dim  glimmering  light  of  the  clouded  moon  that 
they  are  drawing  up  some  dard  mass  from  the  water.  I  hear 
distictly  the  words  "sink"  and  "lead."  They  are  now 
probably  fastening  more  sinkers  to  the  body.  There  is  a 
plunge  and  the  men  paddle  out  again  to  the  bank.  But  they 
are  not  destined  to  leave  with  as  much  impunity  as  they 
came  with.  We  met  them  at  the  water's  edge  and  with 
drawn  revolvers  arrested  them  for  the  murder  of  Mr. 
Stingy.  It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  their  consternation 
and  amazement;  they  were  completely  surprised  and  dumb- 
founded; they  tried  to  explain,  but  I  rudely  bade  "shut  up." 
Having  securely  bound  them,  we  entered  the  boat  and  went 
to  get  the  body.  We  were  soon  at  right  spot,  for  we  had 
marked  it  closely.  By  means  of  the  grappling  hook  which 
found  in  the  boat,  we  soon  drew  up.  not  the  body  of  Mr. 
Stingy,  bruised  and  beaten,  •  but  a  common,  wood-rimmed 
fish-bag.  It  was  now  our  turn  to  be  confounded  and  bewil- 
dered, and  we  did  our  duty  well.  We  apologized  in  the 
most  pleading  terms  to  the  men  whom,  a  few  minutes  before, 
we  had  treated  with  utter  contempt,  and  it  was  with  great 
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difficulty  that  I  prevailed  upon  them,  by  the  offer  of  my 
whole  month's  wages,  not  to  enter  suit  agaist  us. 

Mr.  Stingy  re-appeared  in  a  day  or  two.  He  had  been 
dodging  the  census-taker. 

D.  S.  MuRPH,  '02. 


BEGUN  AND  ENDED  BY  A  VOMAN. 


Passing  through  the  Blue  Grass  region  of  Kentucky  near 
nightfall  in  late  autumn,  I  came  to  a  neat  little  house  built 
some  distance  back  from  the  road  and  surrounded  by  a  well- 
kept  flower-yard.  In  the  back-ground  were  well  cultivated 
fields  of  waving  grain,  which  reached  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
see.  Having  traveled  all  day  I  had  no  desire  to  go  on  to  the 
next  town,  which  was  about  seven  miles  farther  toD spend 
the  night,  so  I  determined  if  **  love  or  money  "  would  per- 
suade the  residents  of  the  house,  I  would  certainly  remain. 
I  easily  obtained  permission  and  was  soon  comfortably  seated 
in  a  large,  plain,  but  neatly  furnished  sitting-room.  A  fire 
burned  briskly  in  the  wide  fireplace  aud  cast  a  flickering  glare 
over  the  room.  Having  now  an  opportunity  to  study  my 
host,  I  noticed  him  to  be  a  man  of  powerful  frame,  sur- 
mounted by  a  shapely  head,  and  his  kind  face  gave  evidence 
of  honesty  and  integrity  of  purpose.  His  piercing  black 
eyes  and  finely  set  jaw  showed  determination. 

On  entering  the  room  I  had  noticed  above  the  high  mantle 
two  large  life-size  portraits  of  young  men  who  resembled 
each  other  very  much,  and  on  looking  at  my  host  more 
closely,  I  saw  that  he  bore  a  great  likeness  to  both.  He  saw 
me  glancing  at  the  pictures  and  remarked  that  they  were  his 
grand-father  and  grand-uncle. 

Being  in  a  humor  to  hear  something  about  the  famous 
Kentucky  feuds,  and  thinking  this  might  have  some  connec- 
tion with  them,  I  asked  him  if  there  was  not  a  story  con- 
nected with  them.  He  answered  in  the  affirmative  and 
kindly  consented  to  tell  me  the  story  of  his  family,  begin - 
ing  with  the  two  represented  in  the  portraits,  Bob  and  Henry 
Yancey. 
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"My  grandfather  and  grand-uncle,"  he  began,  "were  twins 
and  neither  knew  what  sorrow  was  in  his  boyhood  days. 
Nothing  happened  to  mar  the  joy  and  peace  of  their  lives 
until  they  had  grown  to  manhood.  The  Carr  family  moved 
into  my  grand- father's  neighborhood  and  then  came  trouble 
and  discord.  There  was  a  girl  in  the  Carr  family  named 
Margaret,  of  a  beautiful  blonde  type,  about  eighteen  years 
old,  and  both  of  the  boys  fell  in  love  with  her.  After  a 
while  Bob's  sunny  temperament  won  her  love  and  then  came 
the  clash,  for  ill  feeling  sprang  up  between  the  brothers,  and 
every  time  they  met  this  feeling  was  shown  in  their  curt  re- 
plies. The  difference,  however,  did  not  attain  so  serious  a 
nature  until  one  day  they  met  at  Maggie's  gate,  and,  Henry, 
knowing  that  he  could  hold  no  hand  as  long  as  Bob  was 
around,  started  away  and  said  to  Bob  as  he  was  leaving: 
*If  you  marry  her,  I  will  kill  you.' 

"Bob  was  not  be  bafQed  by  such  a  threat,  so  very  soon  he 
and  Maggie  were  married.  He  then  told  her  of  Henry's  threat, 
and  she  begged  him  to  leave  Missouri  and  go  to  Kentucky. 
Much  against  his  will  he  complied. 

"Many  years  passed.  Bob  settled  in  Kentucky  and  had 
prospered,  and  had  long  since  forgotten  Henry's  threat. 
Meanwhile  Henry  had  married  and  had  grown  sons,  though 
not  until  he  had  searched  far  and  near  for  Bob.  After  many 
years  he,  too,  decided  to  move  to  Kentucky,  little  thinking 
whom  he  was  destined  to  meet,  and  as  fate  would  have  it 
he  moved  into  the  same  community  with  Bob.  It  was 
a  beautiful  day  in  spring,  when  all  nature  seemed  to 
be  chanting  a  song  of  renewed  life  to  everything,  when 
suddenly  the  stillness  was  broken  by  the  report  of  a  gun,  and 
Bob  Yancey  lay  still  in  the  dust  of  the  road  killed  by  the 
shot  of  Henry,  his  brother.  Bob's  sons  then  swore  venge- 
ance on  Henry  and  all  of  his  family,  and  so  the  feud  con- 
tinued with  unabated  vigor  for  a  generation.  Henry  and 
several  of  his  sons  were  killed  and  also  gthree  of  Bob's  five 
children.  Henry's  son  who  had  been  living  in  L<ouisville 
brought  his  family  into  this  district  and  took  up  the  quarrel. 
I  began  fighting  as  soon  as  I  was  able  to  hold  a  gun.  My 
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thirst  for  vengeance  was  as  strong  if  not  stronger  than  that 
of  my  elders.  I  was  full  of  life,  and  like  the  Indians  of  old 
my  one  desire  was  to  see  how  many  I  could  kill.  Things 
kept  on  in  this  way  until  I  was  eighteen  and  then  something 
happened  which  caused  a  change.  As  I  was  walking 
through  a  patch  of  woods  one  day  I  heard  a  scream  and  the 
sound  of  someone  running.  I  ran  forward  and  soon  saw  com- 
ing toward  me  a  girl  closely  followed  by  a  large  snake. 
I  raised  my  rifle  and  placed  a  ball  in  the  snake's  head.  The 
girl,  the  danger  being  over, fainted  and  would  have  fallen  had  I 
not  caught  her.  She  appeared  to  be  about  sixteen  years  of 
age  and  was  rather  tall  and  slender.  I  marvelled  at  the 
beauty  of  her  face  in  every  line  of  which  was  written  intelli- 
gence and  refinement.  Her  light  hair  hung  down  and 
waved  round  her  cheek  and  my  shoulder.  I  soon  revived 
her,  and  after  thanking  me  she  departed.  Shortly  afterward 
I  learned  that  she  was  the  daughter  of  Henry's  son  who 
had  been  living  in  I^ouisville.  Every  time  one  of  her  tribe 
was  killed  her  sweet  face  came  up  before  me  and  haunted 
me.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life  the  thought  of  something 
besides  revenge  entered  my  mind. 

"At  last  I  could  stand  it  no  longer.  I  called  my  tribe 
together,  for  I  had  become  their  leader,  and  told  them  that 
I  thought  the  feud  had  lasted  long  enough,  and  as  many  of 
the  others  were  of  the  same  opinion  as  myself  I  thought  it 
would  be  a  good  idea  to  carry  the  flag  of  truce  to  the  oppos- 
ing clan.    Most  of  them  favored  the  idea,  and  I  was  sent. 

"On  the  way  as  I  was  passing  near  the  wood  where  I  had 
killed  the  snake,  I  met  the  person  whom  I  had  saved. 
It  is  not  necessary  to  relate  what  happened  at  this  meet- 
ing. Suffice  it  to  say  she  was  leaning  on  my  arm  when  I 
reached  the  other  clan,  and  so  after  much  bloodshed  ended 
the  feud  that  was  caused  and  ended  by  woman." 

I  looked  across  to  the  other  side  of  the  hearth  and  saw  the 
one  who  had  ended  it.  She  had  slipped  in  unnoticed  while 
he  was  talking. 

She  was  gazing  into  the  fire  and  on  her  lashes  I  saw  tears 
and  on  her  face  was  a  smile  of  joy. 

B.  H.  Brown. 
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'Chanhs*  We  take  the  privilege  and  the  honor  of  thus  ex- 
pressing the  thanks  of  the  entire  student  body  to 
the  ladies  of  the  campus  for  the  kindly  interest  in  the  college 
which  they  manifested  by  suggesting  and  preparing  a  float 
representing  the  college  in  the  grand  floral  parade  of  the 
carnival.  We  heard  many  expressions  in  high  praise  oj 
beauty  of  this  float.  These  were  caused  not  alone  by  the 
fact  that  it  was  a  most  beautifully  decorated  one  in  taste  and 
design,  but  it  was  the  only  one  in  the  whole  parade  which 
was  decorated  entirely  with  natural  flowers. 

This  is  not  the  first  time  that  our  lady  friends  of  the  cam- 
pus have  shown  their  deep  interest  in  the  college  and  the 
affairs  of  the  students.  At  the  receptions  their  aid  is  invalu- 
able, and  not  one  of  the  students  has  forgotten  the  lovely 
banner  presented  to  the  "Invincibles"  after  their  famous 
"march  to  the  sea"  in  '99. 

It  is  with  no  hesitation  that  we  say  we  are  sure  that  we 
express  the  sentiment  of  every  student  when  we  say  that 
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these  evidences  of  interest  are  appreciated  to  the  fullest 
extent. 

In  the  f)arvC9t    "In  the  spring  a  young  man's  fancy 

Cime*  Lightly  turns  to  thoughts  of  love. ' ' 

Quite  as  naturally,  it  seems,  the  minds 
of  older  people  turn  in  autumn  to  such  things  as  fairs  and 
expositions  and  carnivals.  It  is  a  season  of  harvest,  and  for 
this  reason  is  one  of  the  most  joyous  seasons,  when  everyone 
is  happy  over  the  increase  of  the  land.  A  desire  to  make 
some  public  demonstration  of  the  bountiful  returns  yielded 
by  nature  to  man's  labor  seems  to  be  at  the  bottom  of  all 
the  fairs,  which  are  becoming  perhaps  more  numerous  than 
they  have  been.  We  cannot  but  believe — indeed, we  are  very 
anxious  to  believe — that  the  princely  quality  of  unselfishness 
enters  very  largely  into  the  cause  of  these  exhibitions;  that 
a  person  who  realizes  that  he  has  been  bountifully  blessed 
in  the  harvest  desires  his  neighbor  to  participate  with  him 
in  the  enjoyment  of  his  pleasure,  and  so  they  bring  together 
their  harvest,  and  each  enjoj^s  the  other's  success. 

And  so  we  are  willing  to  believe  that  the  best  of  motives 
impel  the  promoters  of  such  enterprises.  The  fact  that 
there  are  many  unpleasant  and  unprofitable  features  con- 
nected with  such  things  is  surely  an  exemplification  of  the 
fact  that  one  must  accept  the  thorns  with  the  roses.  But 
we  would  just  say  that,  with  care  and  correct  cultivation, 
roses  without  thorns  may  be  produced. 

/» 

'Cbc  Societies.  Judging  from  the  rather  lax  interest  taken 
in  the  real  literary  work  of  the  societies 
during  the  latter  part  of  last  year,  we  fear  that  some  of  the 
students  fell  into  the  error  of  undervaluing  the  importance 
of  such  work  to  a  student.  It  w^as  evident  that  a  spirit  of 
neglect  of  duty  came  over  a  large  portion  of  the  members 
last  year,  but  we  earnestly  hope  that  it  is  spent  now,  and 
that  the  work  done  by  the  two  societies  this  year  will  be  the 
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best  in  their  history  so  far.  We  have  heard  graduates  say 
that  if  they  were  forced  to  choose  between  the  benefits  re- 
ceived from  work  in  the  literary  society  and  the  benefits  re- 
ceieved  from  regular  text -book  work,  they  would  choose  the 
former.  This  shows  how  important  such  work  is,  and  a 
student  who  neglects  or  shirks  society  work  is  losing  a  great 
part  of  the  good  offered  him  in  his  college  course. 

'Cbe  Defeated    The  nation  has  asked  for  "four  years  more" 
Candidate*      of  the  present  administration,  whether  that 
means  the  **full  dinner-pail,"  the  death  of 
a  republican  form  of  government  in  the  United  States,  or 
what  not. 

But  aside  from  the  political  significance  of  the  campaign 
which  has  just  closed,  the  intellectual  and  physical  powers 
of  the  Democratic  candidate  as  evidenced  in  his  canvass  of 
the  country  are  little  less  than  miraculous.  Although  his 
speeches  have  not  prevailed  in  directing  the  voters  of  the 
nation,  their  quality  and  force  were  none  the  less  evident. 
It  is  our  opinion  that  posterity  will  estimate  William  Jen- 
nings Bryan  as  one  of  the  greatest  orators  of  modern  times. 

Duntig  the  It  is  one  of  the  customs  of  the  bold  American 
Campatgtl*  press  to  depict  the  characters  and  motives  of 
aspirants  for  public  offices  in  the  most  defama- 
tory fashion.  However  blameless  and  pure  a  man  may  be, 
or  however  generous  .and  public-spirited  his  motives,  if  he 
enters  politics  the  organs  of  the  opposite  party  attack  him  in 
the  most  unmerciful  manner.  We  somewhat  doubt  the  wis- 
dom of  this  plan,  even  when  the  truth  is  strictly  adhered  to; 
and  when  falsehoods  and  slanders  without  foundation  are 
put  forward  upon  the  public  mind,  we  think  it  is  a  deplor- 
able state  of  affairs.  It  is  enough  to  make  one  question  the 
advisability  of  according  the  press  so  much  freedom  as  it  is 
now  given  in  the  United  States. 

It  is  fortunate  that  these  clamoring  organs  have  very  little 
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to  do  with  forming  the  real  estimate  that  the  public  finally 
places  upon  men  who  are  in  political  life. 

purity  of  It  has  always  been  the  plan  of  those  who  have 
HtbktWS*  managed  the  athletics  of  our  institution  to  en- 
gage in  such  sports  primarily  for  the  purpose  of  building  up 
the  physical  manhood  of  the  students.  As  a  result  of  this 
there  has  been  built  up  a  college  spirit  among  the  boys,  and 
sympathy  with  the  college  athletics  which  those  institutions 
which  play  hired  men  cannot  possibly  enjoy.  Every  man 
feels  a  warmer  interest  in  the  team  when  he  knows  that 
every  member  of  it  is  one  of  his  fellow  students,  with  whom 
he  is  associated  in  the  c^ ass-room  and  the  society  hall.  A 
student  will  plaj^  harder  in  his  endeavor  to  "make  the  team" 
when  he  knows  that  hn  has  no  hired  men  to  play  against  to 
secure  his  position. 

We  discount  the  value  of  athletics  to  any  institution  in 
which  men  are  matriculated  in  the  midst  of  the  athletic  sea- 
sons, or  just  a  day  or  two  before  some  special  game,  solely 
for  the  purpose  of  defeating  some  other  team. 


^change  Department. 

D.  L.  Guy,  Editor. 


The  Wake  Forest  Student  contains  a  number  of  good 
stories,  but  the  most  interesting  one  is  "Jim  and  His 
Mother. ' '  It  makes  one  long  for  the  time  to  come  when  his 
parents  and  friends  will  come  to  see  him  get  his  sheepskin. 


It  is  with  pleasure  that  we  read  the  Vanderhilt  Ohserv&r. 
'Xoveor  Art— Which?"  and  "Courting  in  the  Smokies" 
are  highly  entertaining  stories. 


The  literary  department  of  The  Clemson  College  Chronicle 
contains  nothing  very  commendable.  Especially  do  we 
commend  the  editor  of  the  editorial  department  for  his  clear 
and  concise  editorials. 


The  Emory  Phoenix  is  worthy  of  high  praise,  especially 
the  literary  department.  The  writer  of  "A  Comparison  of 
A.  Conan  Doyle  with  Edgar  Allen  Poe' '  shows  a  thorough 
study  of  these  two  men.  There  are  some  other  stories  that 
deserve  no  less  praise. 


The  William  Jewell  Student  is  one  of  our  best  exchanges, 
"lyongfellow"  is  a  well  written  article.  "Society  and  the 
Criminal' '  deserves  the  same  praise. 


"Dreams"  in  The  Amherst  Literary  Monthly  is  an  excel- 
lent article, 
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The  literary  department  of  The  Mount  HolyoJce  is  not 
what  it  might  be.  ''The  Great  Manitau"  is  well  written. 
In  this,  the  writer  shows  fine  literary  talents.  The  editorial 
department  is  well  gotten  up. 


The  Trinity  Archive  contains  some  excellent  reading  mat- 
ter. The  article,  "Advalorum  Taxation,"  is  especially 
commendable.  It  shows  considerable  research  and  pain- 
staking on  the  part  of  the  writer.  It  also  furnishes  us  with 
some  rare  information  concerning  our  sister  States.  We  en- 
joy reading  such  articles. 


We  are  glad  to  receive  and  read  the  many  newspapers  that 
come  to  us.  They  furnish  us  with  much  information  that 
we  would  not  get  otherwise. 


SOME  SMALL  WAY. 

There's  never  a  rose  in  all  the  world 

But  makes  some  green  spray  sweeter; 

There's  never  a  wind  in  all  the  sky 

But  makes  some  bird  wing  fleeter; 

There's  never  a  star  but  brings  to  heaven 

Some  silver  radiance  tender; 

And  never  a  rosy  cloud  but  helps 

To  crown  the  sunset  splendor; 

Nor  robin  but  may  thrill  some  heart, 

His  dawn  like  gladness  voicing; 

God  gives  us  all  some  small,  sweet  way 

To  set  the  world  rejoicing. 

— Southern  Christian  Advocate. 


^Ilirrini  Department. 

H.  M.  Brown,  Editor. 


The  twenty -fifth  anniversary  of  the  opening  of  Vanderbilt 
University  was  celebrated  last  month.  In  that  celebration 
Wofford  College  and  Wofford  alumni  were  made  quite  promi- 
nent. Chancellor  Kirkland  is  a  ''Wofford  boy,"  and  knows 
what  Wofford  has  done  for  education  in  the  South  during 
the  last  half  century,  and  for  Vanderbilt  during  the  first 
twenty-five  years  of  her  history. 

In  a  numbei  of  articles  written  about  Vanderbilt  Univer- 
sity, grateful  acknowledgment  has  been  made  of  the  great 
work  done  by  Prof.  Charles  Foster  Smith  in  the  evolution  of 
that  great  institution.  Dr.  Smith,  professor  of  Greek  in  the 
Wisconsin  University,  let  it  be  remembered,  is  an  alumnus 
of  Wofford.  He  got  his  inspiration  right  here  on  our  own 
campus,  and  learned  his  most  valuable  lessons  here  in  these 
same  old  halls. 

Dr.  Wm.  M.  Baskervill,  another  brilliant  young  scholar 
to  whom  Vanderbilt  must  always  be  indebted  for  untiring 
efforts  in  her  behalf,  though  not  a  graduate  of  Wofford,  was, 
nevertheless,  greatly  indebted  to  Wofford  for  much  of  his 
scholarship  and  for  his  purest,  best,  noblest  ideals.  Dr. 
Baskervill  taught  a  few  years  at  Wofford.  That  means  that 
he  carried  away  from  Carolina  to  Tennessee  the  spirit  im- 
bibed on  old  Wofford 's  campus. 

Dr.  Mims,  writing  of  Vanderbilt,  says:  "The  work, 
barely  touched  upon  here,  is  largely  due  to  the  efforts  of 
three  or  four  men  in  the  Vanderbilt  faculty.  There  has 
always  been  a  certain  atmosphere  of  the  best  scholarship 
about  the  University,  but  this  scholarship  became  dynamic 
and  effective  in  Dr.  Charles  Foster  Smith,  now  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Wisconsin;  Dr.  W.  M.  Baskervill,  whose  untimely 
death  last  year  removed  the  South' s  best  known  teacher  in 
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English,  and  Dr.  Kirkland,  now  the  able  and  efficient  Chan- 
cellor of  the  University."  Smith,  Baskervill  and  Kirkland: 
one  of  this  trio  WofFord  inspired;  two  she  inspired,  taught 
and  trained  for  the  work  they  accomplished  at  Vanderbilt. 

Four  of  the  best  teachers  in  Oconee  county  are  Wofford 
men.  J.  M.  Moss  stands  at  the  head  of  the  Walhalla  graded 
school:  D.  W.  Daniel,  W.  S.  Morrison  and  C.  B.  Waller  are 
ranked  among  the  ablest  of  Clemson's  faculty. 

Wofford  has  but  two  graduates  in  Pickens  county — T.  C. 

Robinson  and    Gaines.    Mr.  Robinson  edits  a  county 

paper;  Gaines  sells  books. 

In  three  of  the  counties  of  the  State  the  delegation  to  the 
House  of  Representatives  is  headed  by  a  "Wofford  man: 
Prince  in  Anderson,  Adam  Moss  in  Orangeburg,  and  Tom 
McLeod  in  Sumter. 

G.  W.  Brown,  of  Darlington,  was  defeated  in  his  race  for 
the  solicitorship  by  Mr.  J.  Monroe  Johnson,  of  Marion. 
The  campaign  was  conducted  on  a  high  plane,  and  though 
Mr.  Brown  was  defeated,  he  made  a  race  that  was  highly 
creditable  to  his  ability  as  a  lawyer  and  to  his  personal  popu- 
larity. 

Tom  Bates,  who  was  at  one  time  a  member  of  class  of 
1 90 1,  was  at  the  State  Fair.  Tom  is  a  farmer,  and,  we  are 
told,  he's  a  hustler.    He  has  no  time  for  base  ball  now. 

Mr.  Martin,  of  the  Fitting  School  senior  class,  left  col- 
lege a  few  weeks  ago  on  account  of  failing  eye-sight.  Mar- 
tin left  many  friends  behind  him  who  hope  to  see  him  again 
at  Wofford. 

If  a  man  is  so  foolish  as  to  believe  that  a  literary  training 
unfits  a  young  man  for  a  successful  business  career,  let  him 
come  to  the  city  of  Spartanburg  and  look  around  him.  Many 
of  the  city's  leading  business  men  are  graduates  of  literary 
institutions,  and  the  majority  of  these  of  Wofford.  Just  see 
what  a  list  of  Wofford  men:  Cleveland,  Burnett,  Calvert, 
the  Laws,  Ezell,  the  Carlisles,  the  Joneses,  DuPre,  Fleming, 
Cannan,  Chreitzberg,  Carson,  Nash — but  that  will  suffice, 
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they  are  **too  numerous  to  taention."  Many  of  Spartan- 
burg's best  business  men,  who  have  no  diplomas,  carry 
about  with  them  the  impress  of  Wofford;  they  were  here 
long  enough  to  imbibe  the  spirit  of  the  institution,  and  they 
show  tbe  '  'ear  marks' '  in  their  manner  of  work  and  in  their 
fidelity  to  the  principles  here  inculcated. 

Dr.  ly.  J.  Blake,  one  of  Spartanburg's  leading  physicians, 
is  an  alumnus  of  Wofford.  Wyfford  students  are  fond  of 
Dr.  Blake. 

If  the  Wofford  boys  of  twenty-five  or  thirty  years  ago 
think  they  had  to  study  hard,  they  ought  to  make  just  one 
visit  to  the  campus  now  and  see  the  work  done  through  one 
day.    Fellows,  I  tell  you,  it  would  be  an  aye-opener  to  you. 

Many  of  Wofford' s  alumni  took  occasion  to  visit  the  city 
and  college  during  the  carnival. 

O1.D  StudknT. 
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Local  Department. 

M.  AuivD,  Editor. 


CARNIVAL. 


The  long  expected,  much  talked  of,  and  highly  enjoyed 
carnival  is  a  thing  of  the  past,  and  the  public  square  shows 
now  no  signs  of  the  gaiety  of  that  gay  week,  one  that  will 
long  be  remembered  by  everyone  who  was  in  the  city  at  the 
time.  Wofford  College  boys  always  take  their  full  part  in 
everything  that  comes  along,  and  it  goes  without  saying  that 
they  did  not  break  the  record  in  this  case.  Kvery  evening, 
and  in  fact  through  the  whole  day,  the  streets  were  full  of 
them,  everyone  in  a  good  humor,  and  bent  on  having  all  the 
innocent  fun  that  could  be  crowded  into  the  time  that  the 
faculty  so  kindly  granted  to  us. 

It  had  been  whispered  on  the  campus  that  the  carnival 
would  be  a  ''fake,"  as  such  things  had  been  in  other  places, 
but  they  had  mis-judged  the  hustling  mayor,  and  enteJpris- 
ing  citizens  of  Spartanburg,  who  never  let  a  matter  die  on 
their  hands,  and  far  from  being  a  failure,  ,  it  was  a  grand 
success.  Large  crowds  were  in  attendance  during  the  whole 
week,  and  all  petty  conventionalities  were  laid  aside,  and 
every  one  seemed  to  be  bent  upon  having  the  most  fun  pos- 
sible. Confetti  fell  upon  the  passers  by  in  perfect  showers, 
and  during  the  first  day  and  evening,  he  was  met  at  every 
turn  by  a  volley  of  rubber  balls,  perfectly  harmless,  but  cal- 
culated to  disturb  his  equanimity  when  coming  in  too  great 
numbers,  especially  if  the  person  happened  to  be  the  wearer 
of  a  *  'plug  hat. ' '  In  all  of  this  innocent  pleasure  the  Wof- 
ford  boys  took  a  prominent  part,  and  if  any  175  persons 
that  week  had  a  glorious  time  we  think  that  we  were  the 
ones,  and  the  general  expression  of  sentiment  towards  the 
last  of  the  week  was  that  they  had  "never  felt  better  and 
had  less, ' '  in  their  lives. 


34 


WOFFORD  COLLKGK  JOURNAL 


The  greatest  event  of  the  week  was  the  flower  parade  on 
Wednesday  afternoon.  Wofford  College  was  represented  by 
a  beautifully  decorated  landau,  with  four  outriders.  The 
decorations  were  almost  entirely  of  golden  rod,  which  com- 
bined with  the  black  of  the  carriage,  and  forming  the  college 
colors,  made  an  effect  that  was  indeed  beautiful.  In  the 
carriage  were  represented  the  various  departments  of  the 
college.  The  two  societies  were  represented  by  their  presi- 
dents V.  W.  Brabham,  of  the  Calhoun  and  Marvin  Auld  of 
the  Preston.  T.  F.  Watkins,  F.  H.  Hudgens,  and  F.  S- 
DuPre,  as  captains,  represented  respectively  the  foot  ball, 
base  ball,  and  gymnasium  teams,  while  Mr.  C.  B.  Adams 
was  the  representative  of  the  Fitting  School.  The  four  out- 
riders represented  the  four  classes  and  each  of  them  carried 
a  banner  of  his  class.  They  were  H.  M.  Brown,  Senior;  N. 
ly.  Prince,  Junior;  1,.  D.  Thompson,  Sophomore,  and  W.  H. 
Cottingham,  Freshman. 

The  thanks  of  the  whole  student  body  is  extended  to  the 
faculty,  for  the  interest  they  took  in  the  work,  and  also  to 
the  ladies  of  the  campus  for  the  work  they  did  in  decora- 
tion. Without  them  we  could  have  had  no  representation 
whatever.  We  assure  them  that  every  student  realizes 
this  and  appreciates  their  help. 


FOOT-BALL, 


The  games  of  foot-ball  so  much  talked  of  and  so  anxiously 
awaited,  have  been  played.  It  was  a  large  crowd  that  gath- 
ered to  see  Clemson  and  the  home  team  struggle  for  the 
mastery  on  the  22nd.  The  visitors  had  all  the  odds  with 
them,  so  far  as  weight  and  length  of  training  went,  but 
notwithstanding  this,  it  was  not  such  a  soft  ''snap"  as 
Clemson  at  first  thought. 

The  line-up  of  Wofford' s  team  was:  Ehrlich  centre,  Amos 
right  guard.  Baddy  left  guard,  Hayes  right  tackle,  Montgom- 
ery left  tackle,  Sullivan  right  end,  Leitner  left  end,  Leonard 
and  McWhirter  quarter  back,  Brabham  right  half,  McWhir- 
ter  and  Traxler  left  half,  Watkins  full  back  and  captain. 
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It  took  our  men  some  time  to  get  together,  and  the  first 
two  times  that  Clemson  snapped  the  ball  she  made  a  touch 
down,  but  in  the  last  half  our  boys  had  gotten  their  playing 
blood  up,  and  although  Clemson  is  such  a  veteran  in  foot- 
ball, she  failed  to  score  in  the  last  half.  The  final  score 
stood  21  to  o  in  favor  of  Clemson.  Special  mention  must  be 
made  of  the  playing  of  Khrlich,  Kaddy,  Watkins,  McWhir- 
ter  and  Brabham. 

With  a  few  changes  the  same  team  played  Furman  on  the 
26th.  Wanamaker  on  left  end  and  Wilson  as  half  back  were 
the  only  changes.  Both  teams  went  into  the  game  with  the 
expectation  of  winning,  and  both  were  disappointed.  For 
the  full  limit  of  the  time  they  struggled  up  and  down  the 
field,  first  one  with  the  advantage  then  another,  until  finally 
time  was  called  with  the  score  o  to  o.  We  were  outweighed 
again  in  this  game,  but  our  men  played  like  heroes,  and 
much  credit  do  they  deserve  for  the  way  they  played  in  both 
gamss. 

Captain  Watkins  has  the  team  out  every  afternoon  for 
practice,  and  they  are  getting  better  and  better.  Boys,  we 
must  beat  Furman  the  next  time  we  meet  them.  Theie  is 
no  use  for  us  to  fold  our  hands  and  say  we  cannot  play  foot- 
ball because  we  have  not  been  allowed  to  play  for  several 
years.  We  have  the  material  for  a  team,  and  we  can  play 
ball  that  will  be  no  disgrace  to  ourselves  or  the  college. 


LECTURE. 


On  Thursday,  26th,  Dr.  Andrews  delivered  in  Converse 
auditorium  his  famous  lecture  on  Robt.  K.  Lee.  Although 
Dr.  Andrews  was  directly  opposed  to  every  one  of  the  prin- 
ciples that  lay  so  near  the  heart  of  our  great  chieftain,  yet 
he  has  not  failed  to  see  in  him  the  elements  of  true  great- 
ness, and  he  is  broad-minded  enough  to  make  his  opinion 
and  estimate  of  Lee  known.  The  front  seats  were  occupied 
exclusively  by  old  veterans,  and  the  wild  "rebel  yell"  was 
brought  forth  many  times  as  his  old  comrades  recognized 
one  after  another  of  their  beloved  commander's  charactcris- 
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tics  as  the  lecturer  proceeded.  The  large  audience  of  both 
town  and  college  people  seemed  highly  pleased  with  the 
lecture  and  its  author. 


ELECTIONS. 

The  following  elections  have  taken  place  since  the  opening 
of  college.  Some  of  them  are  slightly  out  of  date  but  they 
were  too  late  for  the  last  issue: 

In  the  election  of  marshals  the  Prestons  have,  D.  E. 
Camak,  chief;  N.  L.  Prince,  Junior;  L.  D.  Thompson, 
Sophomore;  and  J.  C.  Harmon,  Freshman.  From  the  Cal- 
houn comes  F.  S.  DuPre,  Junior;  W.  H.  Sullivan,  Sopho- 
more; and  J.  S.  Albergotti,  Freshman. 

The  newly  installed  officers  of  the  Preston  Society  are, 
D.  L,  Guy,  president;  J.  C.  Kasterling,  vice-president;  R. 
K.  Hays,  first  critic;  B.  B.  Lancaster,  second  critic;  B.  A. 
Bennett,  secretary;  P.  H.  Nash,  treasurer;  I.  E.  Curry,  cor- 
responding secretary;  M.  B.  Stokes,  first  censor;  M.  S.  As- 
bell,  second  censor. 

The  speakers  for  the  approaching  oratorical  contest  are, 
from  the  Preston,  Messrs.  T.  H.  Daniel,  D.  E.  Camak.  and 
Marvin  Auld.  From  the  Calhoun,  Messrs.  A.  Morrison, 
C.  E.  Peele,  and  F.  S.  DuPre. 

The  class  organizations  are  as  follows: 

Senior — B.  B.  Lancaster,  President;  V.  W.  Brabham, 
vice-president;  K.  W.  Littlejohn,  secretary  and  treasurer;  F. 
K.  Loke,  poet;  W.  C.  Koger,  historian. 

Junior — N.  L.  Prince,  president;  F.  S.  Dupre,  vice-presi- 
dent; J.  C.  Easterling,  secretary  and  treasurer. 

Sophomore: — W.  K.  Greene,  ^^President;  I.  E.  Curry, 
vice-president;  L.  Q.  Crum,  Secretary  and  treasurer. 

Frkshman — C.  L.  Smith,  President,  J.  C.  Harmon,  vice- 
president;  F:  N.  Erhlich,  Secretary  and  treasurer. 

In  the  Calhoun  Society  Mr.  W.  C.  Owen  has  been  elected 
monthly  orator  for  November,  and  Mr.  W.  P.  Way  for  De- 
cember. In  the  Preston  Society,  Mr.  L.  E.  Richardson  is 
monthly  orator  for  November. 
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CAMPUS  DOTS. 


Carnival !  Carnival !  Carnival ! 
Confetti  ! 
Rubber  Balls  ! 

Have* you  seen  George?    Hurry  !  Hurry  !  Hurry  ! 

What  next  ?  Thanksgiving.  Hurrah  for  turkey  and 
cranberry  sauce  ! 

We  understand  that  some  of  the  ''Sophs"  and  "Fresh" 
have  gone  into  mourning  for  "Derby"  hats  which  suffered 
death  during  the  Carnival.  They  had  better  have  taken  the 
advice  of  older  men  and  been  content  to  appear  a  little  less 
"sporty"  on  such  an  occasion.  Rubber  balls  and  walking 
canes  are  destructive  on  "Derbys." 

Several  of  the  boys,  not  satisfied  with  the  Carnival,  took 
in  the  Fair.  They  report  a  splendid  time,  and  a  tremendous 
crowd  in  Columbia.  The  football  game,  however,  which  at- 
tracted so  many,  failed  to  give  the  expected  exciting  con- 
test.   Too  much  of  a  "walk  over" 

Mr.  Owen,  of  the  Sophomore  class  was  called  home  a  few 
dBys  ago,  by  the  death  of  his  father.  We  are  glad  to  see 
him  back  on  the  campus,  and  extend  to  him  our  heartfelt 
sympathy. 

» 

Mr.  M.  Auld,  of  the  Senior  class,  made  a  flying  trip  home 
on  the  5th. 

Two  of  the  bright '  'Fresh' '  walked  out  to  the  football  ground 
not  long  since,  and  pointing  to  the  goal  posts,  one  of  them 
asked:  "What  are  these?"  "I  don't  know,"  was  the  reply, 
"a  gate  I  reckon." 

"Fresh"  H  seems  to  think  that  the  government  has 

placed  a  war  tax  on  ordinary  letters.  At  least,  he  uses  reve- 
nue stamps  in  his  correspondence. 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Athletic  association.  Prof.  Clink- 
scales  resigned  his  position  as  president,  and  Prof  Cooke,  our 
president  of  former  years,  was  elected  in  his  place. 
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Mr.  Phifer,  a  brother  of  our  able  coach,  was  on  the  cam- 
pus a  few  days  ago,  and  united  with  the  '  'scrubs' '  in  a  foot 
ball  pratice.  Although  he  is  a  *  'crack' '  man  on  the  team  of 
the  University  of  North  Carolinna,  we  hear  that  he  suffered 
several  scratches.    Our  foot  ball  men  are  "warm"  players. 

Mr.  Crawford,  South  Carolina's  foot  ball  manager,  was 
on  the  campus  on  the  7th  trying  to  arrange  for  a  game,  but 
no  agreement  was  made. 

We  are  not  surprised  to  see  Prof.  Cooke's  face  wreathed 
in  smiles,  when  we  learn  that  Mrs.  Cooke  has  arrived.  We 
welcome  her  to  the  campus. 

Prof.  Gamewell  has  just  returned  from  a  trip  to  Nashville. 
He  went  in  the  capacity  of  chairman  of  the  educational  com- 
mittee of  the  Southern  Methodist  Church,  a  position  that  he 
has  held  for  several  years.  We  are  sure  that  the  younger 
classes  are  especially  glad  to  see  him  back. 

One  of  the  "Fresh"  was  talking  the  other  day  with  a 
Senior  about  the  Wightman  Hall,  and  asked  among  other 
things,  "what  makes  them  call  it  the  'white  mans 'hall? 

"What  fraternity  are  you  going  to  join,"  asked  one 
"Fresh"  of  another,  "the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  or  the  Athletic  asso- 
ciation?' ' 

One  of  the  "Fresh"  upon  seeing  the  boxes  used  for  water- 
ing the  trees  on  the  street,  exclaimed:  "I  never  saw  people 
put  mail  boxes  in  the  ground  before.'' 

Mr.  C.  B.  Burnett,  1900,  better  known  as  "Jack,''  is  now 
boarding  on  the  campus.  We  are  glad  to  see  his  pleasant 
face  and  hear  his  jolly  voice  among  us  again. 

Mr.  K.  P.  Miller,  1900,  spent  a  few  days  on  the  campus 
with  friends.  He  was  on  his  way  to  his  school  in  Sumter 
county. 

The  next  lecture  is  to  be  by  George  Wycoff,  on  Nov.  2t7h. 
The  L<yceum  has  only  the  best  talent  of  the  country,  and  no 
I  student  can  afford  to  miss  a  single  lecture. 


Cdofford  College  Directory. 


JAS.  H.  Cari^isls,  L.  L.  D.,  President. 

J.  A.  GamotKLL,  a.  M.,  Secretary. 

D.  A.  DuPrb,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Caltioun  Literary  Society. 

President,  V.  C.  Wilson. 
Vice-President,  H.  M.  Brown, 
ist  Critic,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Secretary,  D.  S.  Murph. 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  D.  I,.  Guy 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Easterling. 
ist  Critic,  R.  K.  Hayes. 
Secretary,  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Treasurer,  P.  H.  Nash. 

Wofford  College  Journal. 

Bditor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager,K.W.Ivittlejohn. 
Literay  Editor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Exchange  Editor,  D.  L,.  Guy. 
Alumni  Editor,  H.  M.  Brown, 
lyocal  Editor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager,  B.  A.  Bennet. 
Asst  Literary  Dditor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C.  A. 

President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Vice-President,  D.  D.  Jones. 
Secretary,  C.  E.  Peele. 
Treasurer,  N.  h.  Prince. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas.,  C.  H.  Vamer. 

Captain,  F.  8.  Dupre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  E.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon. 

Caterer  Wightman  Hall. 

K.  W.  Ivittlejohn. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn, 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  C.  Easterling. 

Sophomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  E.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Frestiman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Ehrlich. 


AtHletle  Assoelatloti. 

President,  Prop.  A.  B.  Cookk, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Danikl. 
Football  Department.  Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Assistant  Manager,  W.  C.  Koger.  Asst.  Manager,  K.  W.  Littlejohn, 
Captain,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens, 
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wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Croo/c 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Sh'oe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-time  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  special  rates  to  College  Students. 

Learn  to  Write  ^  pla^i^»  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read. 

Be  Up-to-Date  !  ^^^^  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 ~  — '-  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPKCIAIy  RATB 

TO  COIvLBGE  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


Iv.  N^SI,  VERNON 


W.  H.  Zimmerman 
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..•W.  F.  BARNES. 

 PRACTICAL  

..BOOK  AND  JOB.. 


^Printer 
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Street 
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C. 

* 

WOFFORD  COIylvEGE  JOURNAI,  ix 


Have  Mr  Giothss  sent  to  the 
§partat> 

special  Inducements  to  Students 

Doolittle  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.J.T.  CalVert 

DENTTST 

3.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Leadins  Confectionery     Cartonated  Brinks 

S.  Becker 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Rigbjf's  Pharmaof 

Drugfs,  Medicines 
Perfumefy 
Toilet  Articles 

Cigars  and  Smokers'  Goods 

STllDEflTS 

ARE  KSPECIALIvY 
INVITEO  TO 

III  H.  LlgUII  0  SJlEIg  yiUIUj 

SPARTANBURG 

Steam  Laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 
30  Magnolia  street              pnone  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 

Dr.J.C.Oeland 

STUDENTS 
WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

A  .  D  U  C  K  s. 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Razor  Sharpening  a  Specialty 

DENTIST 

N,  SHUR0H  STREET 
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I  ZTAe  Xoadstono  % 

That  draws  the  crowd  to 

%    THE  BEE  HIVE  % 

is   wound  up  in  one  little 
4*  word,     "  UNDERSELL.  "  ^ 

Our  goods  come  to  us  at  such  ^ 


sweeping  reductions  that  it 
is  no  wonder  we  can  sell  for 
less  than  regular  merchants 
pay  for  the  same  class  of 
^  goods. 

I  JOHN  D.  COLLINS 

^  Spartanburg  ^ 

^  Charlotte  ^ 

Monroe 

Cheapest  Stores  in  the  Carolinas 
<^  <^         *^  *^  <^  *^  *^  *^ 
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National  Bat-ik 

OP  SPARTNBURG,  S.  C. 


Capital,  -         -  *I00,000. 

StockHoldens'  L,iability,  100,000. 
Surplus,  -         -  T8,000. 

*:25T8,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  E.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS- 

Gko.  CoFiELiJ,  President, 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Vice-  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


Capital,  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  Cofield,  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.   H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  E.  Bumett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e. ,  on  the  last  days  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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S^almetto   S^oo/c  Store. 

J,  H.  CARE^ISLB,  3f. 
EVAN  a.  LIDE,  Manaset*. 

Headauarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  th^  National  Note  Book. 


HOPKINS 

THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


Artistic  S^hoto^^rapherf 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughh^  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  wdth  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  b}'  anybody. 
The  Wofford  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 


ForiCigars  Jobacco,  etc,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwell  &  Bro's. 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

Fof  Rates^  Schc4«Ics,  etc.^  call  on 

C.  W.  BosTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  CarlisIvB,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Gbo.      Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Craig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  Ga. 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

J  AS.  H.  CARLISLE,  LL.D..  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronom}',  Mathematics,  Physics,  Chemistrj^  and  Geol- 
ogy, Latin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  Library  and  Librarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur- 
nett gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWELL,  Secretary, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffege  Fiffing  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Library  (7,000 
volumes,)  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reductton  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

$107.00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  Lights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc. ,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPRfi,  Head  Master, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Groceries  at  J.  E.  Bagwell  I  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  it  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 

SOI.E  AGSNT  HUYI,KR'S  CANDIES. 


GOTO 

W.  B.  Hallett 

TO  BET  YOOB  COAL 

JAMES  H.  WILLIAMS, 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Jewclty 
Pictures 
Cut  Glass 
Silver  Waue 
Silver  Novelties 
Fine  Umbrellas 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engfraving  with- 
out extra  charge. 

Prenfice  Luckey 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairing 


Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 


J 


If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted, 

♦  Williams 

Merchant  Tailor 


THE  STETSON 


THE  REGENT 


SS.OO  SHOE 


^3.60  SHOH 


As  the  three  Rs  are  the  foundation  of  all 
learning,  so  is  square  dealing  at  the  base 
of  all  successful  retailing. 


who  have  to  clothe  yourselves  in  a  manner 
befitting  your  standing,  can  find  here  a 
pleasing  variety  of  styles  in  qualities  that 
carry  their  own  recommen.dation.  -What- 
ever price  you  pay  it  will  be  guaranteed  the 
least  a*t  which  it  would  be  possible  to  make 
an  equally  satisfactory  purchase  anywhere 
in  the  State. 

We  Are  Outfitters  of  Men 

We  cater  to  their  tastes;  we  study  their 
wants — it's  our  business,  and  our  time  is 
devoted  to  looking  for  and  placing  before 
the  public  the  best  and  newest  styles  on 
the  market.  Everything  we  sell  is  guar- 
anteed, and  your  money  back  if  you  want  it. 


Men's  Outfitter  and  Merchant  Tailor 


2/ou  9?fi 


en 


E.  M.  WHARTON 


KNOX 


LION  BRAND 
SHIRTS 


HATS 


niiiimniimmniiniinniiimnQfifiin 


A'lvertisements  
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GOOD  SHOES 


shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  stj^le  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
faultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

"Edwin  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 


Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  JVIAN 


DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 


CONSISTENT   PRICES      f^ttiactive  line  of  Over- 


Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cwts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
"Ilaglan"  overcoats. 

FALL  HATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
— stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds 

Underwear,  Neck  wear  >  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 


PERFECT  FIT 


are  the  characteristic 
points  of  our  large  and 


coats.     Suits,  Trousers, 


M.  Greenewald 


23  W.  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 
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SOUTHERfi  *  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  PGIRTS 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Route  of  ■* 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect,  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  gfoing  to  and  returning  from  College 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  VV.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  J).  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Hardwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston,  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


K  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta.  Ga.  Washington,  D.  0. 
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DviPre  &  Wilson's 

BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STREET  TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous  treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


CDiffidinston    3^en>afe  ©offege 

For  full  information,  address 
Williamston,  -  -  -  -       South  Carolina 
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We  solicit  your  business  in 


Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 


Shoes,  and  Gentleman's  Furnishincr  Goodrt,  on  11  e  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents.  No  doubt  most  of  you  bave  a  crvtaiu  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  noplace  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  3'ou  as  Ihey  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Chain,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 
we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Floyd  L,  Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


JEWELER 


Alf  Keen 


i 


BarberShop 


in  the  citv.    Just  in 


rear  of  Spartanburg 


National  Bank. 


Special  Rates  to  Stwdettts, 


V 


1108  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
Fashionable  Engraving 

Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFICIAL  BADGE  MAKERS  TO  ALL 
FRATERNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estiinates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 
K^Y  ^  CO. 

140-142  Woodward  Ave.,  Detroit,  Mich.  Jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

Dfugfs  and  Sundries 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfumes*  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

W*  E*  MADDUX  &  CO. 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222         54  Morgan  Square 


And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

R  S.  TRAKAS  &  CO* 

21  E.  Main  St. 


Palmetto  Cori-ier 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits,  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  Parlor.    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
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EDUCATION  IN  POLITICS. 


(Medal  Essay  for  Calhoun  Society.) 

In  the  affairs  of  the  world  professions  are  cheap  and  pro- 
testations are  plenty,  and  the  value  of  professions  and  protes- 
tations must  always  depend  largely  upon  the  character  of 
those  persons  who  make  them,  and  upon  the  particular  cir- 
cumstances under  which  they  are  made.  Intelligent  people, 
therefore,  who  have  carefully  studied  the  methods  by  which 
our  public  affairs  are  conducted,  regard  it  as  an  appeal  to 
their  judgment  and  confidence  when  the  time  comes  for  do- 
ing their  duty  as  honorable  citizens.  No  citizen  who  has 
the  welfare  of  his  countrj^  at  heart  will  deny  that  intelligence 
is  far  better  than  ignorance,  and  that  great  public  affairs  can 
be  better  managed  by  those  who  are  capable  of  understand- 
ing the  greatest  wants  of  a  nation  than  by  those  who  are 
not.  But  during  all  the  ages  of  human  experience  no  just 
test  has  ever  yet  been  discovered  for  determining  the  practi- 
cal application  of  these  principles,  and  liberty  and  real  social 
security  have  always  found  thtir  refuge  in  the  full  and  free 
participation  of  all  good  citizens  in  the  complete  manage- 
ment of  affairs.  The  evils  flowing  from  the  ignorance  of 
voters  are  confessedly  great,  but  those  are  greater  which 
arise  from  those  who  are  in  power  and  authority,  and  who 
have  been  put  there  by  the  votes  of  men  who  are  incapable 
of  foreseeing  the  future. 

Underlying  the  organization  of  all  parties  there  is  always 
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the  personal  independence  and  responsibility  of  the  individ- 
ual man,  no  matter  how  deep  he  may  be  enveloped  in  party 
associations.  To  this  independence  and  responsibility,  be- 
lievers in  true  republican  government  may  generally,  if  not 
always,  appeal  for  the  preservation  of  the  rights  and  liber- 
ties that  must  be  real  in  truth  as  well  as  in  name,  for  coun- 
sels and  administrations  that  live  up  to  their  professions. 

The  party  which  is  to  lead  the  nation  must  have  an  issue 
which  will  touch  the  very  hearts  and  consciences  of  the  peo- 
ple. That  party  is  most  likely  to  be  uppermost  in  our  poli- 
tics which  the  hearts  and  consciences  of  the  people  shall  ad- 
judge to  be  the  most  worthy,  for  a  party  which  ignores 
moral  issues  and  is  unwilling  to  meet  them;  or  which  deems 
its  mission  to  rest  wholly  with  what  is  expedient  rather  than 
with  what  is  just  and  right,  is  not  acquainted  with  the  past 
and  is  likely  to  mistake  the  present  and  future  of  American 
politics. 

It  is  a  recognized  fact,  that  our  most  serious  difficulty  is 
that  we  have  a  government  which  ought  to  rest  evenly  on 
the  shoulders  of  all  intelligent  and  upright  citizens,  but 
which  in  truth,  is  often  in  the  complete  control  of  a  few  in- 
competent and  corrupt  men  of  greed.  In  our  private  walks 
of  life  we  attend  to  our  business  in  person,  carefully  watch- 
ing its  progress,  but  in  public,  and  in  our  life  as  citizens,  we 
are  often  inclined  to  shirk  our  duties  as  much  as  possible, 
sometimes  though  unintentionally.  If,  then,  honesty  is  al- 
lowed to  become  indifferent,  rascalitj^  will  certainly  spring  up 
to  take  its  place,  and  if  rascality  and  dishonesty  attain  a 
prominent  position  in  our  district  it  is  in  almost  all  instances, 
safe  to  say,  that  the  best  and  most  influential  citizens  have 
failed  to  perform  their  duty,  and  the  base  and  corrupt  ones 
have  onl}^  taken  advantage  of  the  opportunity. 

The  excessive  and  unjust  exercise  of  the  power  of  execu- 
tive patronage,  with  a  view  to  the  influencing  of  votes  and 
the  carrying  of  elections  by  fraudulent  means,  has  been  a 
subject  of  the  greatest  concern  with  reflecting  and  patriotic 
citizens.  For  example,  if  there  should  be  a  change  of  po- 
litical administration,  based  upon  a  difference  of  opinion  in 
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regard  to  measures  of  legislation  on  either  internal  or  foreign 
policy,  which  would  be  generally  conceived  to  be  beneficial 
to  the  interest  of  the  masses,  it  would  be  well  understood, 
and  votes  would  be  freely  given  one  way  or  the  other,  ac- 
cording to  the  opinions  of  the  citizens,  in  respect  to  such 
policy.  But  on  the  other  hand,  if  under  cover  of  such  pro- 
posed policies,  a  change  of  political  administration  was  to  be 
resisted  by  a  large  number  of  office-holders,  manipulating 
primaries,  and  controlling  or  stimulating  political  activity  to 
that  end,  the  great  interest  and  welfare  of  the  people  would 
become  a  mere  object  of  selfish  consideration,  and  the  execu- 
tive power  and  the  party  power  would  be  prostituted  to  ob- 
jects of  purely  personal  selfishness  and  ambition. 

These  make  impossible  any  prolonged  use  of  the  subordi- 
nate public  offices,  simply  for  the  maintenance  of  the  party 
organization  or  of  the  winning  of  party  victories  at  the  polls. 
The  continual  onslaught  of  public  opinion  will  in  the  end 
crush  out  existence  the  "spoils"  system,  regardless  of  its 
conveience  and  usefulness  to  party  politicians,  or  howevar 
stubbornly  they  may  struggle  in  its  defense.  All  of  the 
most  powerful  forces  and  influences  of  modern  society  are 
arrayed  against  it,  and  the  time  is  fast  approaching  when  it 
will  be  swept  out  entirely. 

Generally  speaking,  the  instincts  of  educated  meii  are  sub- 
stantially sound  on  large  and  plain  questions  of  good  govern- 
ment, unless  they  are  upset  by  momentary  excitement  or 
perverted  by  the  schemes  of  cunning  politicians.  While 
such  is  the  case,  the  most  reliable  safeguard  of  liberty  and 
good  government  may  be  looked  for  in  the  establishment  of 
such  a  system  of  election  to  public  offices  as  will  give  free 
and  unlimited  scope  to  these  instincts,  and  so  far  as  possible 
discourage  and  counteract  the  schemes  of  these  politicians. 
It  requires  but  very  slight  acquaintace  with  the  American 
politics  of  today  to  convince  any  observer  that  for  some 
reason  this  safe-guard  either  does  not  exist  at  all,  or  is  sin- 
gularly inoperative.  It  is  a  recognized  fact  that  a  large  and 
very  intelligent  class  of  our  citizens  is  conspicuous  by  its  ab- 
sence from  the  polls  at  elections,  and  that  the  memberr  of 
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the  same  class  are  in  many  cases  generall}^  available  as  can- 
didates for  office  of  public  trust.  This  class  also  includes, 
with  comparatively  few  exceptions,  the  men  whose  wealth 
and  social  position  render  them  influeniial,  whose  business 
character,  experience  and  talents  cause  them  to  be  held  as  a 
model  by  their  fellowmen.  Then  their  interest  in  all  that 
pertains  to  legislation  and  good  government  render  it  impos- 
sible to  suppose  that  their  indifferent  and  final  withdrawal 
from  politics  can  arise  from  a  lack  of  appreciation  of  good 
and  just  government. 

As  a  consequence  of  this,  American  politics  are  said  to  be 
corrupt.  They  have  fallen  and  are  still  falling  more  and 
more  into  the  hands  of  a  class  of  persons  who  make  a  trade 
of  managing  the  public  affairs  of  their  communities,  and 
who  u.se  that  trade  with  more  or  less  abuse  as  a  means  of 
improving  their  own  positions  and  that  of  friends.  A  stage 
has  been  reached  in  our  public  life,  in  which  an  election  is 
no  longer  an  appeal  to  the  people  whose  good  judgment  may 
be  trusted  to  distinguish  the  good  and  bad  traits  of  a  man, 
but  to  the  little  ring  of  "party  bosses,"  who  exist  by  the 
support  of  ignorant  men,  who  can  be  bought  in  one  waj'  or 
another,  and  who  are  unable,  if  they  would,  to  be  patriotic 
or  public-spirited. 

From  such  beginnings  it  is  evident  that  no  just  and  final 
result  can  be  expected  to  arise,  and  that  it  should  create  no 
surprise  that  the  evil  is  unusually  widespread  and  manliest. 
In  the  municipality,  in  the  State,  in  the  nation  at  large,  this 
deplorable  system  has  spread,  and  is  still  spreading,  to  such 
an  extent  that  it  may  well  cause  the  alarm  of  good  citizens 
for  the  future  of  their  country,  which  appears  to  be  given  up 
to  the  control  not  of  the  best  but  emphatically  of  its  most 
cunning  and  self-seeking  citizens. 

Never  before  has  there  been  a  time  when  our  colleges  and 
great  universities  were  exercising  so  strong  and  healthful  an 
influence  on  our  country,  and  especially  upon  our  public  life, 
as  now.  During  the  first  and  middle  part  of  the  present 
centur}^  a  comparatively  small  number  of  our  citizens  enter- 
jug  public  life  came  from  ttese  institutions.    Now,  as  we 
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gaze  out  over  this  broad  public  field  and  carefully  note  our 
public  citizeUvS,  we  can  see  that  the  proportion  of  college 
trained  men  entering  public  life  is  considerably  greater,  and 
it  is  increasing  year  by  year.  For  example,  in  those  years 
not  more  than  two  or  three  hundred  students  constituted  one 
of  our  larger  institutions  of  learning,  while  now  we  have  a 
score  or  more  of  large  institutions  which  have  ten  or  more 
times  that  number  of  students,  and  each  year  there  is  an 
ever-increasing  body  of  active-minded  young  men  seeking 
the  many  advantages  which  such  institutions  are  offering. 
In  the  great  contest  that  is  approaching  we  will  see  the  en- 
lightened and  educated  take  a  very  conspicuous  stand.  The 
faculties  almost  unanimously,  and  the  students  by  vast  ma- 
jorities, will  be  on  the  side  of  right-reason  and  well-regulated 
liberty,  nor  among  any  other  body  of  men  will  there  be  such 
earnest  and  conscientious  unanimity. 

To  encourage  the  educated  men  and  men  of  talent  to  take 
part  in  our  public  affairs,  to  impress  upon  them  the  necessity 
of  such  prominent  action,  is  to  fully  acquaint  them  with  du- 
ties which  they  should  not  be  loath  to  perform.  In  order  to 
bring  this  about  successfully  and  permanently,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  establish  here  in  the  South,  in  our  colleges  and  uni- 
versities, new  departments  of  history,  of  economical,  politi- 
cal and  social  sciences,  and  of  international  law.  Right 
here,  then,  will  be  a  suitable  startiing  place  for  the  great 
advocates  of  sound  ideas,  social  and  political,  and  here  they 
can  be  equipped;  for  as  conditions  now  stand  not  one  of  our 
institutions  can  be  said  to  be  equipped  in  this  respect  as  it 
should  No  one  can  den}^  that  the  training  of  our  best 
and  brightest  young  men  in  the  group  of  studies  compre- 
hended under  the  term  ''Social  and  Political  Science"  would 
be  of  untold  value  to  our  country.  The  need  of  such  train- 
ing is  not  only  helpful  in  the  national  legislature  and  coun- 
try at  large,  but  even  for  the  State,  county  and  hamlet. 
Studies  in  finance,  in  general  administration,  in  the  best 
methods  of  public  instruction,  of  the  most  successful  and 
approved  ways  of  dealing  with  pauperism,  insanity,  crime 
and  the  like — all  those  which  come  under  the  scope  of  such 


6 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


departments,  why  should  they  not  be  equipped  and  estab 
lished  in  our  modern  colleges  and  universities?  Would  it 
not  be  a  grand  and  patriotic  act  for  some  of  our  wealthier 
citizens  to  endow  such  courses  in  our  most  prominent  insti- 
tutions here  in  the  South?  Hovv'  could  they  hand  dovv^n  to 
posterit}'  a  name  in  a  more  honorable  wav-,  or  how  could 
they,  in  a  better  way,  encourage  the  cause  of  good  govern- 
ment in  their  country? 

The  time  is  fast  approaching  when  in  the  increasing  com- 
plications of  public  affairs,  the  men  having  them  in  charge 
will,  by  degrees,  take  on  the  character  of  those  w^ho  are  fully 
competent.  It  is  clearly  evident  that  we  are  nearing  a  stage 
in  our  civilization  where  the  preparation  which  comes  only 
from  thorough  acquaintance  wdth  the  best  thinking  on  such 
questions  and  from  a  careful  study  of  the  best  methods  and 
results  is  absolutely  needed,  in  order  to  deal  surely  and  suc- 
cessfully v/ith  great  public  questions.  Such  training  will 
not  absolutely  supercede  practical  facility  gained  in  public 
life  itself,  just  as  the  training  in  the  most  scientific  methods 
of  law,  medicine  or  engineering  is  a  preliminary  to  practical 
experiences  in  these  professions.  From  this  it  is  not  diffi- 
cult to  discern  that  one  of  the  greatest  and  most  important 
needs  of  our  commonwealth  is  the  hearty  enlistment  of  our 
best,  strongest  and  brightest  young  men  in  public  life. 

As  conditions  now  stand  we  can  see  that  the  welfare  and 
happiness  of  our  citizens  can  only  be  preserved  by  having 
just  government,  for  in  this  v/ay  each  citizen  enioys  privi- 
leges in  equal  and  exact  degree  with  every  other  citizen. 
To  promote  and  maintain  that  great  end  there  must  be 
equitable  and  honorable  laws  that  will  guarantee  to  everj^ 
man  his  just  rights  without  discrimination. 

In  order  to  secure  honorable  laws  and  the  equal  and  exact 
enforcement  of  them,  it  is  absolutely  necessary  that  those 
who  have  been  vested  with  the  rights,  duties  and  responsi- 
bilities of  citizenship,  should  at  all  times  exercise  intelligence 
in  passing  upon  the  wisdom  of  any  measure  and  the  fitness 
of  the  man  to  represent  it.  Character  and  fitness  are  ele- 
ments essential  to  those  to  whom  is  committed  the  duty  of 
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administering  the  public  affairs  of  a  government.  When 
such  elements  are  presented  before  us,  the  highest  type  of 
citizenship  and  patriotism,  in  some  cases,  require  us  to 
abandon  party  organization  rather  than  to  allow  the  public 
interest  and  welfare  to  suffer  by  permitting  dishonest  and  in- 
competent men  to  rule,  for  "when  the  wicked  beareth  rule 
the  nation  mourns." 

In  a  country  where  the  voice  of  the  people  is  the  supreme 
law,  the  man  who  uses  intelligenc9  in  casting  his  vote  is  in 
most  cases  the  salvation  of  it.  The  intelligent  voter  is  able 
to  consider  and  analyze  great  measures  and  men  from  a  non- 
partisan standpoint;  for  he  can  easily  lay  aside  prejudice  and 
partiality  and  weigh  the  results  that  will  arise  from  the  pass- 
age or  defeat  of  the  measure  under  consideration,  while  the 
ignorant  voter  is  controlled  in  the  casting  of  his  ballot  solely 
by  personal  preferences.  The  man  of  intelligence  is  entirely 
different  from  the  partisan  voter,  for  the  man  who  uses  in- 
telligence and  sound  judgment  in  casting  his  vote  will,  as  a 
rule,  choose  the  best  and  purest  men  to  hold  public  office. 
The  selection  of  the  right  man  for  such  purposes  is  very 
necessary  in  these  degenerate  days.  Blind  party  adherence 
is  hurtful  to  any  republican  government.  Washington  in 
his  farewell  address  warned  the  American  people  against  the 
excessive  party  spirit,  and  if  the  advice  of  this  great  states- 
man and  patriot  had  been  followed  when  the  people  were  de- 
ciding great  questions  of  government,  there  would  not  be 
today  such  distress  in  the  nation.  Party  lines  and  ignorant 
party  adherence  have  kept  men  divided,  and  their  strength 
has  been  rendered  nugatory,  although  nearly  all  of  them  be- 
lieved and  advocated  the  same  measures.  If  they  had  been 
intelligent  voters  they  would  have  united  and  accomplished 
what  they  desired.  For  example  the  money  question  will, 
no  doubt,  be  the  greatest  issue  in  the  coming  great  struggle, 
3^et  many  men  who  believe  that  financial  reform  is  a  return 
to  normal  and  prosperous  conditions  are  members  of  various 
political  organizations.  Independent,  united  and  working 
in  harmony,  they  could  solve  the  problem.  The  highest 
and  best  type  of  citiz^ship  is  that  which  buries  passion  and 
stifles  party  prejudice  when  the  interests  of  the  nation  are 
involved,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
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MAURICE  STEVENS. 


The  wind  was  blowing  a  gale  outside,  and  the  weather 
betokened  snow.  It  was  a  weird  night,  and  the  fire  cast  shad- 
ows more  weird  about  the  darkened  room.  I  could  not  help 
but  think  of  my  sad  loss,  and  gloomy  memories  haunted  my 
mind.  The  shadows  that  flitted  here  and  there  seemed  to 
enter  my  mind,  and  trying  to  forget  the  unforgetful,  I  fell 
into  a  drowsy  reverie. 

Glancing  at  the  table  I  saw  a  letter  lying  there.  Drowsily 
taking  it  up,  I  opened  it.  The  first  thing  I  saw  was  the 
name  of  Maurice  Stevens. 

Old  Maurice!  As  soon  as  I  saw  the  name  his  sad  history 
came  to  my  mind.  We  were  not  only  cousins,  but  great 
chums  also,  and  so  I  was  with  him  most  of  the  time  and 
knew  almost  his  every  thought.  I  also  knew  his  every  qual- 
ity, and  often  wondered  at  the  strange  turns  his  mind  would 
sometimes  take.  Being  naturally  eccentric,  the  great  mis- 
fortune of  his  life  seemed  to  turn  his  mind  more  so,  and 
whea  w^e  wandered  about  through  the  woods  hunting  or  fish- 
ing I  was  more  than  once  surprised  by  some  of  his  remarks. 
And  in  the  old  library,  while  I  was  deep  in  some  old  ro- 
mance, he  would  be  working  out  problems  made  by  the  mas- 
ters of  philosophy  and  psychology.  One  day,  especially,  we 
were  sitting  before  the  large,  open  hearth.  He  looked  up 
suddenly  and  said:  "Tom,  I  fully  believe  that  communion  of 
minds  is  possible.  You  know  what  I  mean,  don't  you?  We 
call  it  telepathy,  I  think." 

The  letter  dropped  to  the  floor  beside  me,  and  here  was 
Maurice  again  at  my  side,  and  the  good  old  days  of  slavery 
time  were  passing  uneventfully  by.  Maggie  also,  whom 
Maurice  loved  so  much,  was  with  us  again. 

Maggie  and  Maurice  had  grown  up  together,  and  had 
learned  to  love  each  other  in  early  youth.  I  also  might  have 
loved  Maggie,  but  I  saw  how  slim  my  chances  would  be 
compared  to  Maurice's. 

Our  large,  roomy  old  house,  with  tall  pillars  supporting 
the  veranda,  was  said  to  have  been  handed  down  from  gen- 
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eration  to  generation.  It  was  unlike  the  houses  of  this  day, 
and  presented  a  grander  structure.  Vines  clustered  the 
front,  running  high  up  the  great  pillars,  and  here  it  was 
that,  in  summer,  Maurice  and  Maggie  would  play,  while  I 
sat  off  to  myself,  curled  up  with  some  story  book. 

Maggie's  family  lived  further  down  the  road,  just  across  a 
branch.  Their  house  was  similar  to  ours,  and  was  built  on 
a  small  hill,  cau.sing  it  to  be  seen  from  a  great  distance. 

We  three  grew  up  from  childhood  to  youth ,  and  as  we 
grew,  the  love  of  Maurice  and  Maggie  also  grew.  Of  course, 
the  two  families  knew  of  this,  and  moreover  sanctioned  the 
troth  of  these  two.  Many  are  the  times,  that  I  saw  the 
lovers  wander  off  in  the  afternoon,  only  to  return  at  twi- 
light, the  girl's  face  glowing,  and  Maurice  with  the  love- 
light  in  his  eyes. 

The  great  turning  point  in  our  lives  was  the  war — I  mean 
the  glorious  war — the  war  of  1861.  Maurice  and  I,  of 
course  were  greatly  excited  at  the  thought  of  fighting,  and 
when  war  was  declared,  made  great  preparations  to  go  and 
enlist  for  the  defense  of  our  homes.  The  declaration  came 
soon  too,  came  on  with  a  great  rush  and  the  whole  country 
was  in  a  turmoil.  At  last  the  time  for  us  to  leave  came,  and 
Maggie  and  Maurice  wandered  off  one  afternoon  for  the  last 
time.  When  they  came  back,  as  twilight  was  spreading 
over  the  country,  the  glow  on  the  girl's  face  was  changed  to 
a  tender  half  tearful  look. 

As  we  rode  off  down  the  road  next  morning,  waving  gay 
farewells  to  the  two  families  assembled  on  our  great  porch, 
we  saw  a  little  handkerchief  fluttering  out  of  an  upstairs 
window,  and  I  saw  Maurice  turn  his  face  aside,  and  give  his 
horse  a  vicious  dig  with  the  spurs. 

We  did  our  part  manfully  in  the  war,  I  think,  and  it  is 
not  from  self-conceit  that  I  recall  how  our  comrades  praised 
us  for  a  charge  we  made  at  the  head  of  Maurice's  company. 
Maurice  was  then  a  gay  comrade  and  dashing  cavalier.  He 
would  charge  recklessly  into  the  most  dangerous  part  of  the 
fight,  and  come  bacl£  through  the  smoke,  his  laughing  face 
all  aglow.    What  happy  days  those  were,  after  a  hard  day's 
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fight  we  would  sit  around  the  fire,  laughing,  telling  jokes, 
and  singing,  while  the  incessant  musketry  far  out  in  front, 
kept  up  an  accompaniment. 

Maurice  and  I  fougnt  side  by  side  through  all  the  first 
battles,  and  then  came  Williamsburg,  Fredericksburg,  and 
later,  Chancellorsville,  and  fatal  Gettysburg. 

I  often  feared  for  Maurice's  life,  because  he  was  so  reck- 
less, and  thinking  of  Maggie,  I  would  ask  him  to  be  more 
careful.  He  would  be  silent  for  a  moment,  and  a  smile  over- 
spreading his  face,  he  would  answer,  "Oh!  I  won't  get  hurt. 
She  loves  me,  you  know."  I  knew  he  never  forgot  Maggie, 
for  in  contrast  to  his  usual  manner,  I  would  often  run  across 
him  off  by  himself,  with  a  fiitting,  dream-like  smile  on  his 
face.  And  at  night  when  all  was  still  save  the  distant  scat- 
tered shots  of  the  vSentinels,  he  would  get  off  to  himself  and 
read  the  last  letter  from  home;  and  in  these  letters,  there 
was  always  a  little  note  from  Maggie,  which  was  read  over 
and  over  again. 

The  tide  of  war  rolled  on,  and  we  found  ourselves  in  the 
Wilderness,  the  great,  dark  Wilderness,  where  every  thought 
seemed  tinged  with  something  melancholy.  Forw^ard  and 
backward,  retreating  and  advancing,  we  fought  up  and  down 
this  great  stretch  of  country,  every  retreat  and  every  ad- 
vance marked  with  blood.  We  all  were  thoroughly  tired  of 
it.  Even  the  spirits  of  Maurice  began  to  droop;  and  his  old 
fire  seemed  to  have  left  him,  for  he  now  was  silent  and  mel- 
ancholy. Even  now  as  1  think  of  it,  I  feel  a  cold  shiver  run 
over  me,  for  all  this  seemed  to  be  a  foreboding  of  Maurice's 
misfortune,  and  of  his  mysterious  disappearance. 

We  received  news  from  home  very  irregularly  now,  and 
letters  came  only  now  and  then.  Everything  was  in  con- 
fusion, as  the  end  of  the  Confederacy  was  not  far  off.  A 
few  more  steps,  and  Appomattox  could  be  seen  at  the  end  of 
the  dim  and  bloody  vista. 

Spring  was  now  verging  into  summer,  flowers  were  in  full 
bloom,  and  the  trees  budded  out.  What  a  contrast  between 
nature  and  the  affairs  of  men! 

One  afternoon,  my  thoughts,  I  know  not  why,  turned  on 
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Maggie.  I  wandered  off  down  the  road,  enjoying  the  balmy 
air  and  the  sweet  scents  borne  here  and  there  by  the  soft 
breezes.  Suddenlj^  I  was  startled  by  the  clatter  of  a  horse, 
galloping  furiously  down  the  road.  As  the  horse  came 
nearer,  I  recognized  Maurice  as  the  rider.  He  was  in  such 
great  excitement  that  he  hardly  saw  me.  I  hailed  him.  He 
stopped  and  thrust  a  letter  toward  me.  I  took  it  and  read, 
"We  know  not  what  has  happened,  and  we  are  in  great  dis- 
tress. We  hate  to  write  it,  but,  Maurice,  Maggie  has  mys- 
teriously disappeared."  I  did  not  finish  the  letter.  Maur- 
ice shook  me  roughly  by  the  shoulder,  and  breathing  heavily, 
said,  ''Come,  you  must  go  home  with  me  at  once:" 

We  did  go  home.  We  hardly  waited  for  a  furlough.  For 
two  days  and  nights,  we  rode  hard  and  fast,  and  hardly  no- 
ticed the  trees  clad  in  all  their  spring  glory,  and  the  flowers 
forming  a  beautiful  undergrowth  of  every  hue. 

Suddenly  a  cry  escaped  Maurice.  I  looked  ahead,  and 
saw  the  little  hill,  on  which  once  stood  Maggie's  home.  I 
say  once  stood,  for  there  was  now  nothing  except  a  great 
pile  of  bricks  and  half-burnt  timbers  with  the  charred  frame 
of  the  house  rising  over  it. 

We  crossed  the  little  bianch,  and  approached  our  home, 
or  rather  what  was  left  of  our  home,  for  like  the  other,  fire 
had  destoyed  a  part  of  it,  and  the  family  were  now  living  in 
the  left  half,  which  had  escaped  destruction. 

It  was  not  a  time  for  greetings.  The  whole  story,  their 
sufferings,  the  cruelty  and  fiendishness  of  the  devastating 
war  was  shown  rather  than  told  us.  Then  came  the  story 
of  the  disappearance  of  Maggie.  No  one  knew  how,  or 
when  she  had  been  carried  away.  The  only  thing  they  did 
know  was  that  the  next  morning  after  the  passage  of  a  di- 
vision of  the  enemy's  army,  she  could  not  be  found  any- 
where. Maurice  almost  went  wild  in  his  impotent  rage  and 
grief. 

We  remained  at  home  for  a  week,  trying  to  find  some 
trace,  but  it  was  all  in  vain.  Maurice  was  more  dead  than 
alive  at  the  end  of  that  week  of  trial.  He  would  go  out  in 
the  morning  only  to  return  at  night  with  no  hope  in  his  face. 
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One  morning  he  went  away,  and  did  not  come  for  three  days. 
He  had  found  no  trace  whatsoever  of  her  whom  he  loved. 

Early  one  bright  j-ummer  morning  I  saw  him  leave  the 
house,  wan,  pale,  haggard,  but  it  seemed  with  a  look  of 
fixed  determination  on  his  face.  We  never  saw  or  heard  of 
him  again  after  that.  Though  we  did  not  know  what  had 
become  of  him,  there  lingered  in  us  all  the  thought  of  the 
probable  outcome — suicide. 

I  went  back  and  joined  my  company  and  lived  through 
the  terrible  days  of  the  fight  around  Richmond,  and,  worse 
than  that,  through  that  day  at  Appomattox  court  house. 

I  slowly  awoke  from  my  drowsy  reverie,  and  although  yet 
half  asleep,  I  could  not  help  but  feel  the  intense  cold  of  the 
room.  With  half  awakened  senses  I  saw  that  the  fire  had 
gone  completely  out.  Looking  out  of  the  window  I  could 
see  the  snow  lightly  falling,  making  fantastic  shapes  out  of 
all  the  trees,  the  fences,  the  bushes,  in  the  half  light  of  early 
morning.  Over  there  by  a  large  oak  was  a  white  mound. 
The  thought  of  a  newly-filled  grave  came  to  my  mind. 

There  was  a  soft  scratching  across  the  window  at  my  back. 
I  was  fully  awake  in  a  moment  and  turned  quickly.  The 
limb  of  a  great  tree  was  slowly  swinging  to  and  fro  across 
the  window  pane.  I  glanced  up  at  the  clock.  It  was  half- 
past  four  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

Where  was  I?  What  had  I  been  doing?  Suddenly  it  all 
came  back  to  me — Maggie,  Maurice — and  then  the  question 
came  to  me,  what  had  become  of  them?  All  at  once  I  re- 
membered the  letter.  Hastily  snatching  it  up  from  where  I 
had  dropped  it,  I  ran  to  the  lamp,  lighted  it  and  read  the 
lettei : 

'  'Some  time  ago  a  man  by  the  name  of  Maurice  Stevens 
joined  our  society,  known  as  the  Psychic  Club.  We  noticed 
that  his  mind  bordered  on  insanity,  and  when  he  had  told  us 
the  account  of  his  life,  which  you  perhaps  know,  he  was 
closely  watched.  But  the  watching  was  of  no  avail.  This 
morning  we  dragged  a  pond  and  found  his  body.  Come  at 
once  and  take  charge  of  the  affair. 

"VirsTON  RiGGS." 

"Forby,  Miss.,  Oct.  3d,  1874." 
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^  -jfi  't^  '-^^  -'f^  * 

Two  days  later  I  was  in  Forby,  and  had  met  Mr.  Riggs. 
He  was  a  man  of  sound  mind  and  good  understanding.  He 
explained  the  v/hole  affair  to  me — how  Maurice  had  come  to 
them  hoping  to  solve  his  case  by  means  of  the  P.sychic  Club, 
and  how  they  had  noticed  his  un.soundness  of  mind  and  had 
sought  to  help  hirn.  He  related  the  account  of  Maurice's 
life  as  Maurice  had  told  it  to  them.    I  told  him  it  was  true. 

He  asked  me  if  I  had  found  any  trace  of  Maggie.  I  an- 
nounced that  I  had  not,  and  that  I  had  not  heard  of  Maurice 
until  his  letter  came. 

We  were  silent  for  awhile  until  Riggs  said,  "Well,  per- 
haps, after  all,  it  is  best  as  it  is  for  the  poor  fellow." 

"Did  Maurice  find  out  anything  about  Maggie?"  I  asked. 

"Yes,"  he  replied. 

"What?" 

"That  she  is  dead." 

"How  did  he  know  this?"  I  asked. 

"He  and  I  found  it  out  together." 

I  asked  other  questions,  but  received  no  answer. 

Then  I  thought  the  room  grew  chilly,  and  it  seemed  that 
a  mysterious  purplish  light  filled  the  room.  I  grew  drowsy. 
My  eye-lids  grew  heavy.  A  peculiar  and  unexplainable 
sensation  came  over  me,  and  it  seemed  I  heard  a  voice  afar 
off  saying,  "Look!" 

I  looked  and  it  seemed  I  saw  her  whom  I  had  lost. 

I.. 


PAUL  HAMILTON  HAYNE. 


There  are  three  poets  of  the  South  who  rank  second  only  to 
Poe — Lanier,  Timrod  and  Hayne,  usually  spoken  of  and 
thought  of  in  this  order.  So  much  has  been  said  recently  in  re- 
gard to  the  first  two  that  it  seems  only  just  and  fitting  that 
something  should  be  written  concerning  the  life  and  writings 
of  Paul  Hamilton  Hayne,  a  native  of  our  own  Palmetto  State, 
and  a  poet  of  more  than  ordinary  importance.  Indeed,  it  is 
impossible  to  write  a  thorough  biographical  sketch  of  either 
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Lanier  or  Tiuirod  without  mentioning  the  name  of  Hayne, 
so  intimately  was  he  connected  with  both. 

Paul  H.  Hayne  was  born  in  Charleston,  South  Carolina, 
January  i,  1830.  His  father,  Lientenat  Paul  H.  Hayne,  U. 
S.  N.,  was  drowned  at  sea  while  our  poet  was  still  an  infant. 
Young  Paul  was  brought  up  in  the  old  Southern  way  by  his 
uncle,  Hon.  Robert  Y.  Hayne,  a  senator  from  South  Caro- 
lina and  one  of  America's  greatest  orators.  Bom  of  a 
wealthy  family,  Hayne  had  every  opportunity  of  getting  the 
best  education  that  the  country  afforded  at  that  time. 
Graduating  from  Charleston  College  in  1850,  he  at  once  be- 
gan the  pursuit  of  his  chosen  profession — law.  But  his 
"first  client,"  like  Lowell's,  never  came.  Finding  himself 
totally  unfitted  for  any  other  than  a  literary  career,  he  re- 
solved to  follow  the  bent  of  his  ambition.  Accordingly,  he 
accepted  the  editorship  of  KusseWs  Magazine^  a  journal  pub- 
lished under  the  auspices  of  the  rising  literary  men  of  the 
South.  About  this  time,  1852,  he  married  Miss  Michel, 
the  daughter  of  an  eminent  French  physician  whose  profes- 
sional skill  had  won  fame  for  hhn  at  the  court  of  Napoleon. 
Of  an  aristocratic  family,  in  the  most  exclusive  social  centre 
of  the  South,  living  in  the  pleasant  climate  of  the  "City  by 
the  Sea,"  associated  with  such  men  as  Calhoun,  Gilmore 
Sims  and  Timrod,  no  man  with  literary  aspirations  ever  be- 
gan life  under  more  promising  circumstances. 

Of  his  work  before  and  during  the  war  we  shall  say  but 
little,  this  being  only  a  small  part  of  his  life-work.  He  pub- 
lished three  small  volumes  of  verse  before  the  war,  each  of 
which  attained  a  measurable  success.  They  gave  him  a  fair 
introduction  into  the  literary  circles  of  America. 

At  the  very  outset  of  the  most  renowned  struggle  which 
the  nineteenth  century  witnessed,  our  three  poets  at  once 
olfered  their  services  to  their  native  States  with  true  South- 
ern patriotism.  Hayne  was  given  the  rank  of  Colonel  and 
made  a  member  of  Governor  Pickens'  staff.  Colonel  Hayne 
was  a  brave  and  gallant  oflScer,  but  the  duties  of  an  aide 
proved  too  arduous  for  his  frail  constitution,  so  he  was 
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forced  to  retire  from  active  service  one  year  after  he  had  en- 
tered it. 

But  his  work  for  the  Confederacy  did  net  cease  when  he 
severed  his  military  connection  with  the  government  of  the 
Confederate  States.  His  "war-songs"  are  very  stirring,  and 
had  their  effect  upon  the  literature  of  that  time.  His  ''Bat- 
tle of  Charleston  Harbor"  and  ''Elliott  at  Fort  Sumter" 
may  be  mentioned  as  among  his  best. 

Everything  that  he  owned  was  swept  away  by  the  tides 
of  the  war.  At  the  close  of  that  great  struggle,  being 
broken  down  in  health  and  well-nigh  destitute,  lie  bought  a 
small  farm  at  Copse  Hill,  near  Augusta,  Ga.,  and  giving 
himself  up  to  complete  solitude,  he  tried  to  regain  his  ruined 
health  and  to  earn  a  scanty  living  by  writing  poetry.  It 
ViSiS  here,  on  an  eighteen  acre  tract  of  pines,  in  a  small 
rickety,  frame  house,  using  a  work-bench  discarded  by  the 
carpenters — it  was  here,  we  say,  that  Hayne  wrote  the  most 
beautiful  poems  of  his  life,  the  last  tvvx  nty  years  of  which 
were  spent  in  close  retirement. 

Immediately  following  the, war  tlier^'  came  upon  Hayne  a 
wave  of  depression  and  gloom,  brouglu  about,  perhaps,  by 
the  misfortunes  and  reverses  uf  his  loved  Southland,  and  by 
his  impaired  health.  The  following  is  the  opening  stanza  of 
a  poem  written  during  this  period : 
"I  am  sitting  alone  and  weary 

By  the  hearth  of  my  darkened  room, 
And  the  low  wind's  miserere 

Makes  sadder  the  midnight  gloom. 
There's  a  nameless  terror  nigh  me, 

There's  a  phantom  spell  on  the  aii  ; 
And  methinks  that  the  dead  glide  by  me, 
And  the  breath  of  the  grave's-  in  my  hair." 

But  he  soon  recovered  from  his  melanchol}^  broodings  over 
the  past,  and  persisted  in  being  happy,  although  he  lived  in 
the  utmost  poverty,  literally  "keeping  the  wolf  from  the 
door  by  the  point  of  his  pen." 

Perhaps  no  one  was  ever  more  thoroughly  or  solely  a  poet 
than  Paul  H.  Hayne.  Although  he  studied  law,  and  was 
for  a  time  a  soldier,  he  w^as  never  anything  other  than  a 
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poet  for  an}'  length  of  time.  Nor  was  he  ever  successful  in 
any  other  vocation .  With  the  exception  of  his  biographical 
sketch  of  Timrod,  his  life-long  friend,  and  some  editorial 
and  review  work  for  magazines,  everything  that  he  wrote 
was  in  verse. 

But  it  is  principally  as  a  poet  of  nature  that  we  wish  to 
speak  of  him.  He  is  more  thoroughly  and  truly  the  poet  of 
nature  than  any  other  Southern  poet,  with  perhaps  a  single 
exception.  He  tries  to  portray  nature  just  as  she  is  in  her 
characteristic  moods.  He  does  not  idealize  as  Bryant  does, 
nor  5'et  does  he  "preach"  as  does  Wordsworth.  He  makes 
no  attempt  to  draw  an  instructive  moral  from  every  beauti- 
ful scene.  Instead  of  ending  a  beautiful  descriptive  poem 
with  something  like  "So  like  that  when  the  summer  comes," 
the  ending  is  allowed  to  be  in  perfect  accord  with  what  pre- 
cedes. The  following  illustrates  this  poiut  verj^  clearh^  be- 
ing the  opening  and  closing  lines  from  "The  Voice  in  the 
Pines." 

"The  moon  is  softly  beautiful  and  still, 
Its  light  fair  clouds  of  pcnciHed  gold  and  gray 

Pause  motionless  above  the  pine-grown  hill, 
Where  the  pines,  tranced  as  by  a  wizard's  will, 

Uprise,  as  mute  and  motionless  as  they. 

Beneath  the  drows'ed  sense,  from  deep  to  deep 

Of  spiritual  life  its  mournful  minor  flows,, 
Streamlike,  with  pensive  tide,  whose  currents  keep 

Low  murmurings  'twixt  the  bounds  of  ^rief  and  sleep, 
Yet  locked  for  aye  from  sleep's  divine  repose." 

His  poems  have  almost  as  little  of  the  didactic  as  Edgar 
Allan  Poe's. 

Sometimes,  in  his  shorter  poems,  he  muses  on  nature. 
He  has  portrayed  some  beautiful  pictures,  complete  in  everj^ 
way  and  conveying  every  detail  to  the  mind,  as  in  his  son- 
net "October."  Some  of  his  best  nature-poems  are:  "As- 
pects of  the  Pines,"  "Cloud-Pictures,"  "Thunder  at  Mid- 
night," "The  Solitary  Lake,"  "Peach  Blooms,"  and  "Lake 
Mist."    "Muscadines,"  saj^s  Mr.  Preston,  "is  marked  with 
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an  ariel-like  fancy  suggestive  of  Keats  or  Shelley."  With 
him  nature  was  a  "consoler,"  not  a  teacher. 

He  quite  frequently  wrote  poems  addressed  to  his  friends. 
"At  tlie  Grave  of  Henry  Timrod"  gives  some  slight  indica- 
tion of  the  friendship  existing  between  these  two  brother 
poets.  But  the  most  beautiful  of  this  class  are  two  addressed 
to  his  wife:  "Love's  Autumn,"  and  "The  Bonny  Brown 
Hand." 

Next  to  those  poems  devoted  to  themes  of  nature,  Hayne's 
sonnets  form  the  most  conspicuous  part  of  his  works.  Some 
critic  has  said:  "Sonnets  may  be  very  clever  things,  very 
scholarly  things  and  very  ingenious  things,  but  they  are  cer- 
tainly not  very  poetic  things."  It  is,  we  admit,  rather  dif- 
ficult for  a  poet  to  produce  great  literature  when  restricted 
to  a  certain  metrical  scheme,  but  it  must  be  remembered  that 
writers  are  more  or  less  hampered  by  rules  of  metre  in  all 
other  forms  of  verse.  However,  so  eminent  a  critic  as  Maur- 
ice Thompson  has  said:  "I  could  pick  out  twenty  of  his 
sonnets  the  equal  of  any  in  the  language. ' '  Several  of  them 
which  should  be  mentioned  as  his  best  are:  "Sylvan  Mus- 
ings—in May,"  "October,"  "Sunset,"  "The  Hyacinth," 
and  "Nature  at  Ease.'' 

He  wrote  several  longer  poems  and  dramatic  sketches. 
The  "Mountain  of  the  lyovers,"  which  appeared  in  1875,  is 
very  attractive  in  plot  but  lacks  a  unified  effect.  His 
"Dappler,"  however,  met  with  universal  approval.  Maur- 
ice Thompson  speaks  of  "^he  Mountain  of  the  Lovers"  and 
*'The  Vengeance  of  the  Goddess  Diana"  as  being  "works 
worth  the  crown  of  an  academy." 

But  what  we  consider  by  far  his  greatest  poem  was  written 
only  a  .short  while  before  his  death.  Indeed,  it  so  nearly  in- 
dicates the  spirit  in  which  he  "approached  his  grave"  that 
Mr.  Link  has  seen  fit  to  call  it  his  death  song.  He  says  in 
this  connection:  "Vain  is  the  story  of  dissipation  told  about 
the  author  of  such  a  poem." 

The  following  quotation  is  taken  from  the  poem,  "Face  to 
Face,"  the  whole  of  it  being  much  too  long  to  give: 
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"Sad  mortal  couldst  thou  but  know 

What  truly  it  means  to  die, 
The  wings  of  thy  soul  would  glow, 

And  the  hopes  of  thy  heart  beat  high. 

Thou  wouldst  turn  from  the  Pysshonist  schools, 

And  laugh  their  jargon  to  scorn, 
As  the  babble  of  midnight  fools, 

Ere  the  morning  of  truth  be  born. 

But  I,  Earth's  madness  above. 

In  a  kingdom  of  stormless  breath 
Have  gazed  on  the  glory  of  love 

In  the  unveiled  face  of  Death. 

And  from  heaven  of  heavens  above 

God  speaketh  with  bateless  breath: 
'My  angel  of  perfect  love 

Is  the  angel  men  call  Death.'  " 

SamuklT.  Lanham. 


RANDOLPH  HAYNES, 


Randolph  Haynes  had  never  spient  happier  moments.  He 
knew,  he  was  conscious  of  the  fact  that  he  loved  Mildred 
Greig.  He  was  sitting  on  an  old  rustic  bench  with  Mildred's 
hand  in  his,  and  her  head  upon  his  breast.  He  was  far  hap- 
pier now  than  he  had  ever  been,  for  he  knew  she  loved  him. 
They  were  engaged!  She  was  to  be  his  wife!  The  thoughts 
ran  rapidly  through  his  brain,  and  the  everlasting  air  castles 
were  built.  He  was  half  dreaming.  It  was  spring-time, 
and  the  gentle  breezes,  through  the  voices  of  the  newly 
formed  leaves,  moaned  a  sympathetic  note  to  the  happy  lov- 
ing couple. 

"You  know  I  have  no  money.  I  am  not  a  wealthy  man," 
said  Ralph,  with  pride.  He  was  poor,  but  proud.  It  was 
that  kind  of  pride  which  loves  self-respect,  which  demands 
respect,  and  which  overrides  unfavorable  circumstances. 

**You  know  me,  I  have  no  large  inheritance,"  he  con- 
tinued. 
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She  pressed  firmly  the  large  hand  of  Ralph,  and  answered 
gently:  '•You  have  a  large  heart,  and  I  have  your  love: 
what  more  do  I  wish?" 

It  was  eleven  o'clock.  Ralph  must  leave.  It  certainly 
must  have  been  a  mistake.  But  he  was  not  different  from 
every  other  love-maker.  Hours  were  minutes,  minutes  were 
seconds.  But  it  was  eleven  o'clock,  and  he  must  go,  and 
the  parting  of  this  couple  can  better  be  imagined  than  de- 
scribed. 

Haynes  walked  home  with  a  thousand  memories  whirling 
through  his  brains.  The  boat-ride  was  the  first  meeting, 
then  the  "At  Home"  where  she  was  the  favorite,  and  then, 
 ,  and  then  .  He  stated  at  the  very  begin- 
ning, and  he  would  recall  every  incident,  every  meeting  be- 
tween them  in  regular  order  up  until  this  last. 

This  was  the  night  of  the  of  April,   1861.  Ralph's 

heart  was  light  and  full  of  joy.  He  w^ould  have  laughed  to 
scorn,  the  thought  that  in  a  short  while,  his  hopes  would  be 
shattered,  and  his  life  changed.  He  reached  home  at  last, 
and  it  w^as  not  long  before  he  was  sleeping  soundly.  At 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  he  was  awakened  suddenly  by 
a  harsh  voice  at  the  door. 

"What  is  it?"  Ralph  demanded. 

"Is  that  Ralph  Haynes?" 

"Yes,  sir!''  was  Ralph's  ready  answer. 

"Weil,  I  jus'  want  ter  say  that  you  is  wanted  dovv^n  tow^n, 
at  0 net.  There'rr  some  talk  of  bombardin'  Fo't  Sumter,  and  I 
think  yer  sarvices  air  needed.  And  my  orders  air  to  tell  yer 
to  be  down  to  the  battr'y  at  a  quarter  to  eight."  These 
were  the  stranger's  only  words,  and  he  retired. 

Just  at  7:45  o'clock  Ralph  walked  up  to  the  battery.  He 

had  long  been  a  member  of  the  C  Guards,  had  risen  to 

first  lieutenant,  and  had  the  good  will  of  his  men  and  officers. 
He  had  "donned  his  armor  on,"  and  was  ready  for  fighting. 
His  captain  was  absent,  so  he  was  put  in  command  of  his 
compan}'^,  in  the  absence  of  Capt.  X.  It  was  a  favorable 
selection,  for  all  the  boys  liked  him.  He  thought  he  would 
be  in  the  fight,  but  the  officer  in  charge  ordered  him  on  the 
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other  side  of  the  city,  with  order  to  drill  his  men  thoroughly. 
This  was  somewhat  of  a  disappointment  to  him,  for  he  had 
gotten  his  "fighting-blood''  up  on  short  notice;  but  he  went 
and  did  well.  He  was  one  of  those  men  who  do  their  duty, 
no  matter  whether  it  pleases  them  or  not. 

II. 

It  was  a  cold,  bleak  evening  in  the  winter  of  1863.  Dark, 
gloomy  clouds  were  flying  across  the  sky,  the  rain  was  fall- 
ing thick  and  fast.  It  was  what  we  call  a  "week  rain." 
The  water  was  rushing  along  into  miniature  cataracts  on 
each  side  of  the  street,  when  there  could  be  seen  a  figure 
moving  slowly  along  the  sidewalk.  He  gave  evidence  of 
being  worn  and  weary.  With  an  army  coat  over  his  face, 
he  kept  the  rain  off,  and  went  his  way.  He  passed  under 
the  lonely  looking  lamp-post,  and,  had  there  been  any  one 
near  him,  a  tear-drop  could  have  seen  in  his  eye.  He  was 
a  soldier. 

Slowly  and  painfully  he  moved  onward,  until  he  stopped 
before  the  door  of  a  well-known  and  honored  family  in  C — . 
He  was  soon  in  the  piazza,  then  at  the  door.  He  heard  a 
gentle,  mirthful,  child-like  laugh.  It  was  the  voice  of  his 
twelve-year-old  sister.  He  could  scarcely  control  himself; 
but  then  he  thought  he  would  wait  just  one  minute  more. 
There  was  a  dim  light  in  the  parlor,  just  opposite  the  sitting 
room  from  which  had  come  the  voice  of  his  sister.  Though 
cold  and  numb,  he  could  not  resist  the  temptation  to  peep  in 
the  window.  This  was  the  room  in  which  his  old  mother 
had  always  gone  to  pray.  His  first  glance  brought  into 
view  2L  scene  which  went  directly  to  his  heart.  His  mother 
was  kneeling  at  a  large  sofa,  but  her  face  was  turned  up- 
ward, and  the  rays  of  the  dim  lamp  fell  directly  upon  her 
face,  revealing  the  expression  of  deep  anguish.  He  could 
see  her  lips  moving,  but  could  not  distinguish  her  words 
clearly.  Heput  his  ear  close  to  the  window,  and  caught  only 
these  few  words  of  her  prayer.  "God  save  my  boy,  not  only 
from  the  range  of  bullets,  but  may  he  walk  uprightly  in  thy 
sight.  Protect  him  not  only  in  battle,  but  protect  him  from  the 
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sneers  of  the  evil  one. ' '  Her  thoughts  were  for  him !  He 
rushed  to  the  door.  It  was  unbolted,  and  he  ran  in,  meet- 
ing his  mother  as  she  came  out  of  the  parlor.  Her  face  was 
pale  and  wet  with  tears.  Only  one  bound  got  Ralph  by  his 
mother. 

He  forgot  that  he  was  cold  and  ragged  and  half 
starved.  He  forgot  that  he  was  a  soldier  off  on  a  furlough. 
He  was  in  his  mother's  arms;  he  was  a  child  once  more,  and 
his  heart  wa  s  lighter  than  it  had  been  for  years. 

'Twas  not  long  before  the  whole  community  had  gathered 
at  this  old  home,  and  the  news  of  the  war  was  heard.  But 
long  after  the  visitors  left,  and  the  younger  ones  were  in 
bed,  Ealph  and  his  mother  sat  alone  before  the  oak  fire. 
Ralph's  head  was  on  his  mother's  lap,  and  she  stroked  his 
burning  forehead  devotedly,  until  his  he  was  asleep. 

III. 

Pleasant  dreams  Ralph  had  that  night.  On  waking  in  the 
morning,  he  found  himself  still  in  his  mother's  arms.  He 
kissed  her  "Good  morning!"  and  gently  rebuked  her  for  not 
making  him  wake  up  and  go  to  bed,  but  she  rebuked  him  in 
return,  saying  that  he  knew  nothing  of  a  mother's  love. 

After  breakfasting,  made  his  way,  with  some  exertion 
over  to  Mildred's  home.  She  was  sitting  in  the  swing,  sing- 
ing, as  he  walked  up,  and  she  scarcely  recognized  him,  at 
first,  with  his  ragged  gray  uniform.  But,  'twas  not  long  be- 
fore she  knew  him,  and  met  him  with  joy. 

"O,  Ralph,  why  didn't  you  let  me  know?  You  have  come 
home!  Just  to  think,  you!  Come  sit  here  and  give  an  ac- 
count of  yourself.  What  have  you  been  doing  these  two 
long  years?  Fighting,  I  know,  but  did  you  have  no  time  to 
write  to  me?  Tell  me  about  it,  Ralph.  I  have  wanted  to 
see  you  so  bad.    And  now  you  are  here!" 

Ralph  then  told  her  of  his  imprisonment,  how  he  had  es- 
caped, only  a  few  months  ago,  joined  his  army  again,  and  at 
last  was  wounded  in  a  scouting  expedition,  so  he  had  been 
given  a  furlough  for  two  months'  absence.  That  it  had 
taken  him  three  weeks  to  come,  and  he  only  had  two  weeks  to 
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stay  at  home,  because  it  would  take  him  three  weeks  to  go 
back.    All  this  Mildred  took  in  with  absorbing  interest. 

The  day  was  clear  but  rather  cold.  It  was  the  usual  cold 
spell  after  a  long  rain  in  the  winter.  Mrs.  Greig,  hearing 
Mildred  talking  in  the  front  went  out  mainly  to  tell  her  she 
had  been  out  in  the  cold  air  long  enough,  and  incidentally  to 
see  whom  she  was  talking  to.  On  seeing  Ralph,  she  wel- 
comed him  with  a  huge  embrace,  and  kissed  his  cheek  kindly. 
Then  she  made  him  repeat  to  her  what  he  had  just  told  Mil- 
dred. But  she  would  not  hear  it  until  they  had  gone  into 
the  warm  sitting  room. 

The  two  weeks  which  passed,  seemed  but  two  days  to 
Ralph  and  Mildred.  Every  evening  he  was  with  her.  ' 
When  it  was  warm  enough,  they  would  go  to  their  old  tryst- 
ing  place.  When  it  was  too  cool,  they  would  be  in  the  par- 
lor. But  it  mattered  not  with  them,  where  they  met.  They 
loved  each  other  more,  if  such  were  possible;  but  the  time 
of  a  second  parting  was  rapidly  approaching,  and  the  loving 
young  couple  were  saddened.  The}^  thouglit  of  being  mar- 
ried the  day  before  he  was  to  leave,  but  at  last  he  wouldn't 
consent,  for  he  feared  that  he  would  be  killed,  and  she 
would  be  left  too  young  a  widow.  So  they  must  be  satisfied 
to  leave  all  things  to  the  future.  When  he  came  back,  they 
would  wed,  whether  the  war  was  over  or  not. 

The  time  for  parting  had  come.  Mildred's  eyes  flashed 
fire.  She  was  excited  and  her  feverish  brain  was  in  a  chaos. 
Ralph's  strong  arm  drew  her  up  to  him  and  their  lips  touched. 
Mildred  seemed  about  to  faint,  but  she  braced  up  and  en- 
couraged Ralph.  But  even  while  she  was  telling  him  to  be 
brave  in  battle,  and  to  think  what  she  expected  him  to  do, 
the  sobs  would  break  her  words,  and  she  would  almost  fail. 
Ralph  took  one  more  look  into  the  deep,  brown  eyes  and 
read  the  meaning,  better  than  she  could  tell  him  in  words. 
For  fear  that  he  would  be  weakened  in  his  courage,  he 
kissed  her  once  more  and  went  off  into  the  darkness  of  the 
night. 
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IV. 

April  29,  1865,  in  the  evening,  coming  along  the  road 
were  hundreds  of  old  Confederate  soldiers.  A  little  over 
two  weeks  had  passed  since  lyce's  surrender,  and^  they  were 
going  to  their  homes.  Some  affected  mirth  and  happiness, 
but  it  was  only  affected  to  some,  for  the  ruins  along  the 
highway  were  not  nor  could  they  be  a  means  of  inspiration 
to  many.  Nor  would  it  seem  that  a  man  with  a  natural 
human  heart  could  be  happy.  Yet  among  the  most  jovial 
and  happy  was  our  friend.  He  had  journeyed  far  and  was 
tired  and  worn.  But  he  was  happy  in  the  thought  and  the 
never  dying  hope  of  seeing  his  mother  and  Mildred.  He  and 
Mildred  were  to  be  married  when  he  came  home,  and  he  had 
come  home  for  good.  What  a  time  he  had  pictured  for  him- 
self and  Mildred.    He  of  all,  was  really  happy. 

The  sun  was  bending  low  to  the  horizon  when  the  steeple 
of  old  St.  Michael's  was  seen  in  the  distance.  It  seemed  to 
inspire  new  life  into  the  worn-out  vSoldiers,  and  there  issued 
from  their  throats  a  yell  which  would  have  done  credit  to 
stronger  men.  At  the  end  of  the  street,  after  coming  into 
the  city,  Ralph  found  himself  alone.  In  half  an  hour  he 
would  be  with  her.  The  thought  gave  him  new  energy,  and 
he  quickened  his  steps.  The  sun  was  half  an  hour  high,  as 
he  turned  his  face  homeward.  'Twas  only  half  a  mile.  But 
he  had  only  gone  one  block,  when  at  the  door  of  the 
church  which  he  had  always  attended,  there  was  a  great 
congregation  of  buggies  and  carriages.  vVhen  he  got  nearer, 
he  saw  in  the  front  wagon,  a  long  white  box,  and  he  knew  it 
was  a  funeral.  Although  he  was  in  great  haste,  and  ex- 
tremely anxious  to  see  Mildred,  he  paused  before  the  door, 
and  then  went  in  instinctively.  The  services  were  almost 
over  when  he  got  in,  and  he  took  a  back  seat.  But  he  was 
satisfied  with  that  for  he  was  ashamed  to  go  up  near  the 
front  in  his  ragged  clothing.  He  did  not  ask  who  the  dead 
one  was  but  as  he  took  his  seat,  the  coffin  lid  was  raised,  as 
was  the  custom  in  the  old  days — for  the  friends  to  get  their 
last  glance.  Ralph  was  bending  over,  looking  to  the  front 
bench  with  a  steady  gaze.    Everything  was  as  silent  as 


24 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


death  itself.  He  heard  no  name  called,  nor  did  he  know 
who  the  corpse  was.  On  the  front  bench  he  recognized  Mrs. 
Greig,  though  she  was  heavily  veiled.  A  sort  of  wild  reali- 
zation came  over  him,  and  he,  regardless  of  his  tattered  gar- 
ments, was  the  first  to  look  into  the  opened  coffin.  It  was 
Mildred!  She  was  asleep,  with  the  same  expression  on  her 
face,  as  when  he  left  her  but  death  had  sealed  her  lips  to 
him  forever,  and  the  deep  eyes  which  had  such  influence 
over  him  were  closed  to  him  forever.  He  seemed  like  one 
crazed.  He  said  never  a  word.  He  was  too  deeply  moved 
to  weep;  he  tried  to,  but  could  not. 

Without  a  word  he  marched  down  the  aisle,  and  out  of 
the  church,  almost  unrecognized,  without  a  word  to  or  from 
him.    This  was  a  time  when  his  soul  was  tried. 

Every  day  of  our  lives,  the  sun  rises  and  sets,  and  nine 
times  out  of  ten  we  are  never  attracted  by  either  the  rising 
or  the  setting.  But  in  the  eventide,  there  hangs  a  drapery 
of  clouds  across  the  west.  We  gather  together  and  discuss 
the  grandeur,  the  brilliance  of  the  sunset.  The  rays  of  the 
sun  are  broken,  they  are  thrown  upon  a  dark  back-ground, 
and  give  forth  beauty  of  color,  and  that  which  appeals  to 
our  aesthetic  nature.  'Tis  the  same  with  men's  liv^es.  They 
go  on  from  day  to  day,  and  we  know  them  as  light -livers, 
but  we  never  pay  special  attention  to  them  until  there  come 
sorrows,  misfortunes,  calamities:  then  we  see  all  the  pris- 
matic colors  of  manhood,  and  morality — strength  or  weak- 
ness. 

This  was  the  moment  of  trial  with  Ralph  Haynes.  He 
had  left  the  church  and  gone  ahead  to  the  burial  ground. 
He  was  ashamed  to  let  anyone  see  him  in  his  weakness,  so  he 
crept  behind  some  vines  and  .saw  her  whom  he  loved,  buried. 
They  buried  what  he  loved  and  what  he  treasured.  But 
they  didn't  bury  his  manhood.  When  the  crowd  dispersed 
he  crept  quietly  from  his  hiding  place,  and  with  long  pent- 
up  sobs  fell  across  the  newly-dug  grave. 

"KWACK." 
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THE  TWO  TALL  PINES, 


The  year  1780  was  one  of  great  uncertainty  in  this 
country.  The  whole  people  of  the  thirteen  colonies  were 
becoming  restless  and  uneasy  in  a  struggle  for  freedom.  A 
war  that  had  been  going  on  five  years  was  sapping  the  ener- 
gies of  even  a  new  country.  In  New  York,  in  Philadelphia, 
in  Charleston,  the  British  were  supreme.  They  had  almost 
stopped  commerce;  they  were  pressing  on  to  the  inland  set- 
tlements, and  were  seeking  to  forge  these  into  the  links  of  a 
conqueror's  chain.  There  was  one  part  of  the  land,  how- 
ever, that  the  redcoats  could  not  possess  after  they  had  cap- 
tured it,  and  that  was  by  far  the  largCvSt  part.  It  was  the 
great  primeval  swamp  and  forest  of  the  country.  When  a 
raid  was  made  by  either  party  against  the  other  through  these 
forests,  the  noise  and  commotion  of  men  on  the  march  were 
as  the  passing  of  a  breeze  through  the  pinetops.  When 
merciless  Tarleton  swept  by,  he  seemed  to  have  taken  the 
whole  country:  but  the  woods  and  swamps,  the  hills  and 
valleys,  said  ''No!" 

Who  can  fairly  describe  the  life  of  those  whose  houses 
were  the  forests  and  who  were  fighting  for  liberty  in  the 
swamps  at  this  time?  Never  idle,  yet  carrying  on  every 
plan  away  from  the  world;  hiding  like  the  hungry  tiger  in 
the  jungle,  they  leaped  upon  their  victims  and  dashed  away 
so  quickly  that  they  seemed  to  come  from  nowhere.  Thread- 
ing the  mazes  of  the  overflowing  C3''press  swamps  in  winter 
and  camping  during  summer  in  the  groves  of  pine,  they 
were  busj^  and  always  moving.  The  men  of  Marion's  band 
lived  as  close  to  nature  as  historic  man  has  ever  lived. 
What  a  forest  did  they  roam  through!  What  cheerful 
pines,  whose  myriad  needles  waved  in  the  breezes  and  glist- 
ened in  the  sunshine!  What  gloomy  jypresses,  sighing 
mournfully  in  the  night-wind!  The  tread  of  Marion's  men 
was  softened  by  a  carpet  smooth,  which  was  provided  by  the 
same  trees  that  gave  them  shelter.  The  call  of  the  partridge 
among  the  leaves  and  straw  or  the  caw  of  the  crow  in  the 
topmost  branches,  was  the  music  they  heard. 
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In  all  this  forest,  the  great  Longleaf  Pine  Belt  that 
stretches  from  Virginia  southward,  settlements  were  few  at 
that  time.  About  1735  there  came  from  the  land  of  the 
Dutcli  to  Charleston  one  of  the  many  colonists  who  emi- 
grated from  Europe  and  settled  among  the  longleaf  pines  of 
this  State  before  the  revolution.  lyike  many  others  of  the 
Low  Germans,  lie  was  slow,  but  thrifty  and  sturd3\  Well, 
this  one  started  out  from  Charleston  with  his  wife  and  two 
sons,  with  all  his  property  packed  on  a  stout  horse,  on 
which  his  vvife  managed  to  ride.  There  were  no  rivers  to  be 
crossed,  though  sometimes  they  waded  knee-deep,  and  once  or 
twice  waist-deep,  through  the  swamps  of  dark,  slow-flowing 
water.  The  first  night  out  th^y  camped  on  a  ridge  between 
two  creeks  among  the  pines.  They  kept  up  a  fire  that  over- 
came the  mosquitoes  and  put  the  foxes  on  the  alert.  The 
fire  was  made  by  the  guide,  who  was  a  cattle  herder  return- 
ing from  one  of  his  trips  to  Charles  Town.  On  the  third 
day  they  were  near  where  they  were  to  "make  a  clearing." 
The  cattle  herder  told  them  that  they  would  come  upon  a 
fine  spot  upon  which  to  settle  if  they  would  only  follow  him. 
They  turned  oif  the  road,  which  had  already  become  a  path, 
and  followed  a  trail  that  was  marked  b}-  three  notches  cut  on 
the  sides  of  the  pine  trees.  It  is  now  the  Three  Notch  Road. 
Ay  of  the  little  party  were  tired  out  except  the  cattle  ranger. 
They  were  proceeding  slowly  when  one  of  the  boys  shouted, 
*%ook  ahead  yonder  at  those  two  big  trees!"  The}^  all 
looked,  and  then  the  cattle  herder  told  them  that  the  Indi- 
ans thought  the  ground  near  those  tvvo  tall  pines  v/as  the 
richest  for  miles  around.  "There  is  an  old  Indian  field 
there,"  said  the  guide.  "They  cut  everything  else  down, 
but  did  not  bother  these  two. ' ' 

Near  these  a  rude  cabin  was  built  after  the  cattle  herder 
had  gone  on  his  way.  The  Revolution  found  the  grandson 
of  the  pioneer  establi.shed  in  a  neat  log  house,  the  cabin  hav- 
ing been  turned  into  a  corn  crib.  Other  settlers  lived  about 
five  miles  away.  There  was  even  a  meeting  house  about  ten 
miles  down  the  road.  The  two  tall  pines,  taller  than  ever» 
were  a  land-mark  for  the  whole  neighborhood. 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


27 


From  time  to  time  rumors  reached  the  settlers  in  the 
piney  woods — rumors  of  war  and  a  British  army.  The  war 
drifted  southward.  Almost  before  a  year  had  gone  by,  it 
seemed  to  them,  the  news  came  that  Charleston  had  surren- 
dered, Gen.  Lincoln's  army  had  been  caught,  and  that  **the 
British  were  coming. "  Soon  the  name  of  Francis  Marion 
was  heard.  Before  long  one  of  Marion's  men  came  through 
the  neighborhood,  having  escaped  from  the  British.  In  a 
simple  way  he  told  of  his  experiences,  and  what  Marion 
wanted  to  do.  Among  those  who  joined  him  on  his  return 
to  Marion's  band  was  a  man  named  Steiser,  the  one  who 
lived  near  the  two  tall  pines. 

That  winter  Steiser  took  part  in  the  little  campaigns  that 
were  made  out  of  the  swamp  against  the  British.  One  day 
up  near  Camden,  the  next  fifty  miles  away,  the  Americans 
vexed  the  British  beyond  measure.  They  surprised  Tarleton 
one  day,  and  Steiser  secured  the  Colonel's  best  stolen  horse 
as  it  was  grazing  in  the  woods.  The  little  band  barely  suc- 
ceeded in  getting  back  to  Marion's  den  before  a  British  rein- 
forcement was  after  them.  Tarleton  learned  who  had  stolen 
his  horse,  but  could  not  carry  out  any  plan  of  revenge,  as  he 
had  to  go  to  the  up-country  soon  afterwards.  Before  he 
went,  however,  he  found  out  where  Steiser  lived,  and  how 
to  get  to  the  two  tall  pines. 

Early  the  next  spring,  Steiser  went  home  on  a  furlough 
to  start  his  corn  crop,  if  he  could.  One  balmy  May 
morning,  the  morning  of  the  twenty-second,  he  was 
sitting  on  the  rude  front  porch  of  his  house.  He  was 
enjoying  the  shade  in  true  pioneer  fashion,  tipping  his  rough 
chair  against  the  logs.  All  the  windows,  three  small  ones, 
were  open,  a  light  breeze  was  blowing  and  the  sunshine 
sifted  through  the  chinks  of  the  logs.  Coatless  and  shoe- 
less, Steiser  was  takixig  his  ease,  trying  to  read  his  old  Bible. 
His  wife,  Dora,  was  singing  as  she  baked  the  loaves  in  the 
Dutch  oven  under  the  shed  in  the  yard.  Steiser  would  re- 
turn to  the  army  in  a  few  days,  and  he  must  have  some  of 
that  bread  to  take  with  him.  Out  of  doors  all  nature  was 
still.    The  two  tall  pines,  like  sentinels,  stood  as  if  on  guard 
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over  the  forest.  Sudenly  there  rang  out  of  the  quiet,  "Bang! 
Bang!"  Hardly  had  the  echoes  died  away  when  a  squad  of 
British  soldiers  came  cantering  out  from  among  the  pines. 
Though  greatly  taken  by  surprise, Steiser  did  not  look  up.  Rid- 
ing up  to  the  very  porch,  foam  falling  from  his  restless  horse 
onto  the  floor,  the  one  in  command  ordered  Steiser  to  throw 
up  his  hands  and  consider  himself  a  prisoner.  He  immediately 
did  so,  when  he  Was  ordered  to  ''come  along"  with  them. 
One  or  two  dismounted  to  seize  him,  when  he  asked  if  he 
might  get  his  shoes  out  of  the  room  and  put  them  on.  They 
allowed  him  to  do  this.  He  jumped  through  the  window 
into  the  room,  and  after  fumbling  about  the  room,  he  pre- 
tended to  be  unable  to  find  them.  They  ordered  him  to  hur- 
ry, but  while  the  words  were  being  s^id,  he  lifted  lightly  a 
loose  plank  in  the  floor,  scrambled  away  under  the  house,  and 
was  at  the  oven.  Snatching  two  loaves  he  told  Dora  to  "Go!" 
and  was  behind  the  barn  in  a  few  seconds. 

The  one  trooper  who  §aw  what  had  been  done  could  hardly 
believe  his  own  eyes.  Then  it  flashed  on  them  all,  and  they 
dashed  around  the  house.  Dora  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
One  fellow  saw  the  fugitive  Steiser  turn  the  corner  of  the 
barn,  and  sent  a  bullet  after  him.  One  shot  followed  an- 
other, barely  missing  Steiser  as  they  whizzed  by,  breaking 
the  leaves  of  the  green  corn.  They  were  gaining  on  him 
when  he  reached  the  edge  of  a  piece  of  thick  woods.  He 
was  soon  in  the  midst  of  Black  Swamp,  where  horses  could 
not  go.  The  British  gave  up  the  chase.  Not  a  trooper  had 
remained  in  the  yard. 

Mrs.  Steiser,  seeing  the  opportunity,  darted  out  of  the 
house  and  started  toward  her  father's  house,  five  miles  away. 
She  hardly  knew  where  to  go, but  knew  she  was  going  some- 
where. Scarcely  had  she  gotten  as  far  as  the  two  tall  pines, 
when  the  outwitted  squad  of  Tarleton's  men  appeared.  They 
had  not  seen  her  and  apparently  would  not  destroy  the 
house.  On  they  came,  her  only  hope  was  to  run  behind  the 
two  tall  pines.  As  luck  would  have  it,  there  was  a  large 
hollow  in  one  side  of  the  tallest  tree,  and  into  this  hollow  she 
crept,  almost  out  of  breath  from  excitement  and  exertion. 
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For  awhile  there  was  no  noise,  then  a  dull  crackling  sound 
as  of  burning  logs.  Mrs.  Steiser  peered  out  of  her  hiding 
place  and  saw  the  house  a  mass  of  flames.  She  could  not 
keep  from  crying.  The  next  sound  was  of  horses  munching 
green  corn,  and  of  men  cutting  it  down.  Then  she  heard  a 
trooper  ask  another:  "George,  where  in  the  world  did  you 
get  that  chunk  of  bread?"    She  could  not  help  laughing. 

For  two  hours  they  stayed.  She  waited  three  hours,  and 
then  persuaded  herself  that  she  was  safe.  They  did  not  go 
towards  her  father's  house,  and  she  reached  "home"  before 
sundown. 

That  w^s  the  last  time  the  British  came  anywhere  within 
ten  miles.  Before  long,  Morgan,  Marion,  Greene,  Sumter, 
and  Steiser,  had  driven  the  British  from  Carolina  or  hemmed 
them  in  Charleston. 

Peace  came.  The  men  came  from  the  swamps.  Steiser 
came  back  to  the  two  tall  pines,  and  before  long  a  new  house 
was  there.  His  great  grandson  now  owns  a  fine  dwelling 
and  the  land  around  the  two  tall  pines.  All  the  land  around 
had  been  cleared  near  where  the  public  road  runs  by.  The 
two  tall  pines  still  stand,  in  the  midst  of  the  field,  green,  and 
bathed  in  the  sunlight,  as  they  were  over  a  century  ago. 

W.  Z.  DANTZI.1CR. 
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H  Among  the  most  unfortunate  men  that  go  out 

Buggestion.  from  our  colleges  are  those  who  make  the 
mistake  of  putting  all  their  time  on  their 
text-books.  Some  men  go  to  college,  and  for  four  long 
years  pore  over  the  assigned  work  of  the  courses  which  they 
are  taking,  with  scarcely  ever  a  turning  aside  and  glancing 
into  other  fields.  These,  we  believe,  are  among  the  men 
who  fall  far  short  of  obtaining  all  the  benefits  that  college 
work  and  college  life  hold  for  them. 

Of  course  we  do  not  mean  to  encourage  any  student  in 
neglecting  his  regular  work;  but  there  are  other  phases  of 
college  lif^  and  other  fields  of  observation  which  he  cannot 
afford  to  neglect  if  he  wishes  the  world  to  consider  him  an 
educated  man.  Often  a  graduate  may  be  heard  to  say  that 
he  made  the  mistake  while  in  college  of  not  mingling  with 
his  fellow  students  as  much  as  he  should  have  done;  that 
the  horizon  of  his  observation  of  men  and  events  was  too 
nearly  coincident  with  the  lines  which  marked  the  borders  of 
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the  printed  page;  that  he  failed  to  take  as  much  exercise  as 
he  should  have  done;  that  he  failed  to  study  human  nature 
as  he  should  have  dene,  with  the  excellent  opportunity  for 
such  study  which  college  life  affords. 

We  who  have  not  yet  finished  our  college  courses  should 
profit  by  the  experience  of  our  predecessors,  and  seize  the 
golden  opportunity  of  broadening  our  lives  and  our  views  of 
life,  which  opportunity  slips  away  from  us  in  so  short  a  time. 

"Cbe  Cbytstmas    Before  another  issue  of  The:  Journal 
ScasotJ.  appears,  the  students  will  have  enjoyed 

and  endured  the  gaieties  of  the  Christmas 
holiday  season.  This  mid-winter  vacation  of  a  week  or 
more  is  one  of  the  luxuries  that  students  of  Wofford  are  per- 
mitted to  enjoy,  as  several  of  our  neighboring  institutions  do 
not  stop  their  work  except  for  one  or  two  days.  It  is  a 
question  with  some  people  whether  or  not  it  is  a  good  plan 
for  a  college  to  close  its  doors  in  the  midst  of  the  session  in 
order  to  allow  its  students  to  pay  visits  to  homes  and  friends. 
We  believe  that  a  large  proportion  of  our  students  really 
need  the  rest  and  recreation,  and  those  who  do  not  work  in 
such  a  way  as  to  show  that  they  need  rest  would  very  prob- 
ably not  be  benefited  by  the  continuance  of  college  work. 
So  it  seems  that  the  giving  of  Christmas  holidays  by  colleges 
is  a  custom  which  has  become  so  deeply  rooted  that  its  abo- 
lition would  cause  no  small  amount  of  confusion  and  dissat- 
isfaction— an  amount  of  it  which  would  not  be  counterbal- 
anced by  the  benefits  that  might  be  derived  from  such  a 
change. 

8ectt0liaU9m«  The  people  of  our  reunited  country  are  very 
fond, and  justly  so,  we  think,  of  contemplating 
the  vanishing  of  the  lines  of  sectionalism  that  have,  since  our 
earliest  history,  been  more  or  less  sharply  drawn  among  our 
people.  It  is  generally  believed  that  these  feelings  of  sectional- 
ism have  been  stronger  in  the  South  than  in  any  other  portion 
of  the  nation, because  it  was  considered  natural  that  the  South- 
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ern  people, having  been  conquered  in  the  civil  war,  would  have 
some  feelings  of  bitterness  toward  the  North. 

But  sometimes,  when  we  read  the  editorials  of  the  New 
York  Sun,  we  think  that  the  strongest  and  bitterest  and 
most  uncalled-for  feelings  of  sectionalism  are  among  the  sen- 
sational editors  of  the  Northern  press.  The  South  is  anxious 
to  let  sectionalism  die,  for  the  South  has  learned  by  very- 
bitter  experience  that  no  benefits  arise  from  it.  But  it  is 
hard,  very  hard,  for  a  true  Southerner — and  by  that  we 
mean  a  man  who  thoroughly  understands  Southern  history 
and  Southern  conditions  at  the  present  time — it  is  very  hard 
for  such  a  man  to  keep  down  such  feelings  when  he  reads 
the  never-ceasing  stream  of  editorial  slander  and  abuse  and 
falsehood  which  such  papers  are  always  pouring  out  upon 
the  South  and  everything  Southern.  The  little  of  sectional- 
ism which  remains  in  the  South  at  present  is  here  because 
the  Northern  editors  who  can  find  nothing  else  to  write 
about  will  not  allow  this  subject  to  die. 

Among  the  Sun's  latest  occasions  for  an  outpouring  of  the 
ever-ready  abuse  of  the  South  is  the  placing  of  General 
Robert  E.  Usee's  name  in  the  "Hall  of  Fame"  of  New  York 
University.  It  calls  the  noble  general  a  ''deserter,"  a  "des- 
troyer," and  an  enemy  in  arms  against  the  government,  and 
objects  to  his  name  being  placed  in  the  Hall  of  Fame  for 
these  reasons.  But  persons  who  are  not  so  narrow-minded 
and  bigoted  know  that,  as  has  been  suggested  to  the  Sun^ 
Cromwell  and  Washington  were  enemies  in  arms  against  the 
governments  of  their  times;  yet  because  they  were  successful 
they  are  honored  by  all.  Lee  was'  not  successful,  and  men 
who  cannot  see  anything  of  principle  in  war,  men  who  think 
victory  won,  however  unjust  or  tyrannical  the  cause  may  be, 
is  the  only  cause  for  military  honor,  wish  to  curtail  the  honor 
that  is  due  to  the  man  who  fought  for  what  he  believed 
was  right  against  tremendous  odds. 

In  spite  of  the  Sun's  protest  the  Hall  of  Fame  is  to  be 
honored  by  Robert  B.  lyce.    His  name  will  gain  nothing  of 
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honor  from  having  been  placed  there,  but  it  will  honor  the 
Hall  of  Fame. 

Oratory  in  South-  The  fact  that  so  many  colleges  in  our 
ei*n  CoUcgce.  Southern  States  are  arranging  oratori- 
cal associations  and  inter-collegiate  con- 
tests in  oratory  is  one  that  leads  us  to  believe  that  there  is 
going  to  be  an  awakening  among  Southern  college  men  on 
the  subject  of  oratory.  The  trustees  of  one  Southern  col- 
lege recently  decided  to  appropriate  annually  one  hundred 
dollars  for  the  purchase  of  a  medal  to  be  awarded  for  excel- 
lence in  oratory. 

It  has  seemed  that  there  has  been  to  some  extent  a 
scarcity  of  this  branch  of  culture  in  the  South  since  the  close 
of  the  Civil  War.  There  have  been  few  men  who  could  com- 
pare at  all  favorably  with  Calhoun,  Hayne,  and  others  of 
their  class.  But  we  are  recovering  very  rapidly  from  the 
disastrous  effects  of  the  war,  and  no  doubt  some  of  the  col- 
lege men  who  are  now  paying  much  attention  to  oratory 
will,  in  the  twentieth  century,  make  men  of  national  and 
world  renown  as  orators. 

Bud  of  the  foot-Ball     The  game  of  foot-ball  played  by 
Season.  Wofford's    team    against  Furman 

University  in  Greenville  on  Thanks- 
giving Day  closed  the  season  for  this  year,  for  Woiford. 
The  boys  are,  we  think,  justly  proud  of  the  team  that  was 
gotten  out  this  year.  They  had  so  many  obstacles  to  strug- 
gle against,  and  so  few  of  the  students  had  ever  played  foot- 
ball, that  according  to  tne  general  opinion  they  did  remark- 
ably well.  The  first  game  with  Clemson  resulted  in  a  score 
of  21  to  o  in  Clemson' s  favor;  Furman  and  Woiford  tied; 
o  to  o;  Davidson  beat  Wofford  by  a  score  of  17  to  11;  and 
Wofford  won  from  Furman,  6  to  5. 

But  aside  from  the  pleasure  of  looking  on  a  good  record, 
and  the  favorable  mention  that  has  been  made  of  the  team 
and  the  college,  by  the  press  and  the  lovers  of  athletics, 


BDlTORIAIv  DEPARTMENT 


35 


there  have  been  other  good  results,  chief  of  which,  no  doubt, 
is  the  building  up  of  the  physical  manhood  of  the  students. 
This  was  enjoyed  not  only  by  the  members  of  the  team,  but 
also  by  many  others  who  took  part  in  the  practice  games. 
No  doubt  many  of  the  players  have  received  benefits  whose 
good  results  they  can  feel  many  years  after  they  have  left 
college. 

IU~0ottcil  ©MtlQ*  Wofford,  either  fortunately  or  unfortu- 
nately, is  not  one  of  the  colleges  that  is 
confronted  with  the  question  as  to  the  wisdom  of  accepting 
proffered  donations  of  wealth  acquired  by  questionable 
means.  This  is  a  subject  in  which  some  of  our  colleges  are 
interested  at  present,  and,  in  a  sense,  whatever  is  of  interest 
terest  to  one  college  is  of  interest  to  all. 

The  fact  that  wealth  is  in  large  amounts  does  not  prove 
or  indicate  that  it  has  been  secured  by  dishonest  means. 
Many  of  the  people  who  are  worth  only  a  few^  hundred  doll- 
ars have  made  that  by  means  as  foul  as  that  used  by  any 
millionaire.  Often  the  men  in  ordinary  circumstances  who 
send  thier  children  to  college,  and  thus  contribute  to  the  sup- 
port of  the  college,  some  have  acquired  the  money  dishon- 
estly. And  we  do  not  see  why  a  distinction  should  be  made 
between  this  kind  of  "ill-gotten  gains"  and  that  which  comes 
in  the  form  of  a  donation. 

It  would  seem  to  us  much  better  for  a  college  to  accept  a 
donation  from  a  wealthy  man,  even  though  his  wealth  may 
have  been  acquired  by  questionable  means,  than  to  decline 
it,  and  thus  very  probably  cause  that  wealth  to  be  used  by  the 
would-be  donor  in  such  a  manner  as  to  acquire  more,  by 
means  that  may  be  as  foul  as  that  by  which  the  donation 
was  earned.  It  must  be  better  to  use  wealth,  by  whatever 
means  acquired,  for  good  pusposes,  than  to  allow  it  to  be 
used  foully  to  acquire  more  wealth,  simply  to  be  hoarded 
and  laid  away. 


^change  Department. 

D.  ly.  GuYj  Editor. 


The  Yand^rhilt  Observer  for  November  comes  in  high  glee 
to  our  sanctum.  It  is  an  anniversity  edition,  is  beautifully 
illustrated  and  contains  an  epitome  of  the  University's  career 
since  it  was  founded  twenty-five  years  ago.  The  articles 
wrote  by  Chancellor  Kirkland  and  other  members  of  the 
faculty,  by  alumni,  and  a  few  by  under  graduates,  are  at- 
tractive as  literaify  productions,  and  valuable  for  the  vast 
amount  of  information  they  contain — information  that  is  in- 
teresting not  only  to  the  friends  of  Vanderbilt,  but  to  all 
persons  interested  in  the  cause  of  higher  education  in  our 
Southland. 

In  the  first  article  Dr.  Kirkland  discusses  in  an  admirable 
style  the  development  of  Vanderbilt  from  its  birth;  he  fur- 
nishes abundant  evidence  of  progress  during  the  first  twenty- 
five  years  of  its  existence,  and  speaks  most  hopefully  of  its 
future. 

Every  department  of  the  University  is  written  up  by  one 
who  seems  to  know  what  he  is  writing  about,  making  the 
anniversity  edition  of  the  Observer  a  most  excellent  one  in 
every  respect. 


The  Limestone  Star  for  November  is  an  excellent  number. 
It  is  full  of  good  articles,  showing  careful  study  and  pains- 
taking. '  'School  Girl  Pranks' '  shows  us  a  new  phase  of  a 
girl's  character.  We  wish  "Aunt  Dilsey''  had  not  been 
awake. 


The  Furman  Echo,  which  we  recognized  at  first  glance, 
and  which  we  were  glad  to  see  come,  has  begun  its  new  vol- 
ume with  good  promises.  Every  department  is  well  gotten 
up.     "Greeting,"    a  poem   is  very   appropriate.  "The 
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Things  Most  Valuable,"  "The  Economic  Relations  of  the 
Southern  Farmer,"  are  well  written  articles  and  we  look 
forward  to  the  next  issue  when  the  latter  will  be  continued. 
One  or  two  noteworthy  poems  appear  in  the  magazine,  one 
of  which,  "A  Dream,"  is  a  fair  example  of  an  ideal 
dreamer. 


"Timrod  the  Poet"  in  the  Converse  Concept  shows  that 
the  writer  has  made  a  thorough  study  of  the  works  of  this 
author,  and  the  carefully  arranged  examples  selected  from  a 
few  of  Timrod's  best  poems  with  appropriate  comments  pre- 
sents the  poet  in  a  most  striking  manner.  ''A  Common 
Thought,"  an  original  poem,  reflects  credit  upon  the  com- 
poser. We  will  expect  to  see  more  poetry  from  the  same 
author,  for  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that  such  a  poetic 
vein  is  not  easily  exhausted. 


The  Pine  and  Thistle  would  be  a  great  deal  more  attractive 
if  the  literary  department  was  fuller.  Really  the  literary 
department  is  the  most  obscure  one.  A  single  poem  is  all 
that  we  can  find  worth  mentioning. 


Emory  and  Henry  Era  contains  a  number  of  good  stories. 
We  are  anxious  to  read  the  conclusion  of  ''Over  by  the 
Gate."    Every  department  is  very  commendable. 


One  of  the  most  welcome  visitors  to  our  exchange  table  is 
Fleur  Be  Lis.  The  November  number  is  very  interesting 
and  full  up  to  the  standard  of  that  publication.  Both  the 
stories  and  the  poems  show  real  literary  worth.  The  ones 
that  deserve  special  mention  are  "Religio  lyaici,"  "A  Visit 
to  the  Catacombs"  and  "Roma  Immortalis." 


We  are  well  pleased  with  the  appearance  of  the  Tennessee 
University  Magazine.    It  is  neatly  bound,  and  judging  from 
the  subjects  full  of^good,  readable  articles. 
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"ShakCvSpeare's  Richard  III.  in  the  Light  of  History"  in 
The  Wake  Forest  Student  shows  that  the  writer  has  studied 
"Richard  III."  very  carefully,  but  we  do  not  think  that  such 
a  villain  ought  to  be  given  any  praise  whatever. 


IvULLABY. 

A  lullaby,  my  sweet, 
The  breeze  is  dead.    The  nodding  reed  are  still, 
The  gray  light  creep  along  the  drowsy  hill. 
All  things  are  dumb.  Hark!  e'en  that  heart  of  mine 
Beats  softer  than  the  fading  evenshine; 
Croon  me  a  song,  for,  lo!  my  eye  lids  close 

— A  lullaby,  my  sweet. 

—Yale  Lit. 

THE  CHINESE  I^ANTERN. 

A  swinging  bulb  of  fairy  light 
A  yellow  jewel  set 
Upon  the  purple  of  the  night, 
A  glow  against  the  jet. 

— Stanford  Sequoia. 


/viumni  Department. 

H.  M.  Brown,  Editor. 


Mr.  W.  W.  Watson,  class  of  '94,  is  now  cashier  of  the  First 
National  Bank  of  Batesburg,  S.  C.  This  is  a  new  enterprise 
and  we  feel  sure  that  with  Wofford  men  at  its  head  every 
accommodation  consistent  with  sound  banking  and  any  busi- 
ness entrusted  to  their  care  will  receive  prompt  and  careful 
attention. 

Hon.  J.  W.  Boyd,  class  of  '71.  is  now  one  of  the  leading 
members  of  the  bar  of  St.  Joseph,  Missouri. 

Mr.  S.  H.  McGee,  class  of  '95,  is  now  the  hustling  editor 
of  the  Greenwood  Index.  In  the  recent  race  for  State  Sen- 
ate he  made  a  very  creditable  run  on  the  prohibition  ticket, 
being  defeated  by  the  dispensary  candidate  by  a  majority  of 
only  four  votes. 

Mr.  W.  A.  Hall,  clsss  of  '91,  in  now  professor  of  mathe- 
matics at  lyimestone  College,  Gaffney,  S.  C.  Since  gradua- 
ting Prof.  Hall  has  taken  a  prominent  part  in  education  in 
this  State. 

Mr.  W.  H.  Stuckey,  a  member  of  the  class  of  '99,  is  teach- 
ing school  at  Ridge  Springs,  S.  C. 

Mr.  R.  L.  Shuler,  class  of  '90,  is  farming  at  his  old  home  ' 
place  in  I^exington  county. 

Hon.  E.  ly.  Asbill,  class  of  '92,  is  a  successful  lawyer  at 
Leesville,  S.  C. 

Rev.  W.  H.  Hodges,  class  of  '89,  is  now  pastor  of  the 
First  Methodist  church  of  Gaffney,  S.  C.  He  is  one  of  the 
most  popular  preachers  that  has  filled  this  appointment  for 
many  years. 

Prof.  H.  N.  Snyder,  not  an  alumnus  but  one  who  has 
grown  dear  to  all  WofFord  men,  is  now  studying  in  Europe. 
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Hon.  T.  A.  Graham,  who  stood  at  the  head  of  the  class  of 
'77,  is  now  auditor  of  Greenwood  county.  The  voters  of 
his  county  have  rewarded  the  splendid  work  he  did  in  gain- 
ing the  new  county  by  several  re-elections. 

Prof.  A.  B.  Cooke,  als~)  not  an  alumnus,  after  spending  a 
year  in  Europe,  is  again  in  his  position  as  teacher  of  modern 
languages  as  of  old. 

Hon.  Samuel  Dibble,  the  first  graduate  WofFord  sent  out, 
is  now  a  retired  capitalist  at  Orangeburg,  S.  C.  Mr.  Dibble 
was  a  member  of  Congress  from  the  7th  district  for  twelve 
years  j^nd  was  afterwards  circuit  judge. 

Mr.  John  E.  Wannamaker,  class  of  '92,  is  one  of  the  larg- 
est farmers  in  Orangeburg  county. 

Mr.  C.  H.  Eeitner,  class  of  '98,  who  was  instructor  in  the 
gymnasium  and  professor  in  the  Fitting  School,  is  farming  at 
his  old  home  in  Marion  county.  Charley  was  an  enthusias- 
tic foot-ball  man  and  we  were  sorry  to  lose  him. 

Mr.  Hubert  Dantzler,  who  completed  the  Soph.  3^ear  with 
the  class  of  '98,  is  bookkeeping  for  S.  Pearlstine  &  Co.,  St. 
Matthews,  S.  C. 

B,  F.  Keller,  class  of  '89,  is  teaching  at  Creston,  Orange- 
burg county,  S.  C. 

Rev.  J.  D.  Crout,  class  of  '91,  is  pastor  of  the  Greenbriar 
charge,  Fairfield  county,  S.  C. 

Hon.  S.  Bowman,  class  of  '97,  has  served  several  terms  in 
the  State  legislature  and  is  now  one  of  the  most  prominent 
members  of  the  Orangeburg  bar. 

Mr.  K.  D.  Senn,  class  of  '91,  who  for  the  past  year  has  so 
successfully  filled  the  principalship  of  the  St.  Matthews 
Graded  School,  has  moved  to  Anderson,  S.  C. ,  where  he  is 
merchandising.  We  feel  sure  that  Mr.  Seen  will  make  a 
successful  business  man. 

Hon.  T.  M.  Raysor,  of  the  class  of  '78,  is  one  of  the  most 
successful  lawyers  at  the  Orangeburg  bar.    His  name  has 
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several  times  been  spoken  of  in  connection  with  the  candi- 
dacy for  congress  from  the  7th  district. 

Thorn  well  Haynes,  class  of  '93,  is  now  United  States  con- 
sul to  the  port  of  Rouen,  France.  We  are  informed  that  he 
made  an  extremely  risky  venture  shor.ly  after  his  arrival 
there — purchasing  at  the  "vente"  one  half  pound  of  bif- 
teck,  it  being  worth  $1.00  per  pound. 

Mr.  W.  H.  Wannamaker,  class  of  '95,  who  was  the  effi- 
cient principal  of  the  Converse  Street  graded  school  for  three 
years,  is  now  assistant  professor  of  English  at  Trinity.  Mr« 
Wannamaker  is  a  rising  young  educator. 


Local  Departrneiit. 

M.  AuivD,  Editor. 


FOOT-BALL. 


The  season  of  foot-ball  is  over, ending  with  a  game  in  Green- 
ville on  Tlianksgiving  between  our  team  and  that  of  Furman. 
Four  times  during  the  season  the  team  has  marched  out  to 
the  gridiron,  once  to  victory,  once  to  a  tie  game,  and  twice 
to  defeat.  It  must  be  borne  in  mind  by  the  friends  of  the 
college  and  the  friends  of  foot-ball,  that  this  is  our  first  year 
in  the  game  for  some  years  past,  and  anyone  who  under- 
stands the  game  will  realize  how  difficult  it  is  to  put  out  a 
winning  team  under  such  circumstances.  However,  the 
boys  have  played  manfully  and  too  much  credit  cannot  be 
given  to  them.  Going  into  all  the  games  outweighed,  and 
against  veteran  teams  at  that,  they  have  nevertheless  shown 
that  they  are  made  out  of  real  foot-ball  stuff,  and  we  feel 
like  throwing  up  our  hat,  and  giving  three  long,  loud  cheers 
for  the  ''Old  Gold  and  Black,"  and  the  men  who  have  so 
nobly  struggled  under  its  colors.  Although  we  have  won 
only  one  game  out  of  the  four,  we  have  made  a  record  that 
we  should  not  be  ashamed  of,  and  no  student  need  be  afraid 
to  talk  about  scientific  foot-ball,  no  matter  who  may  be  the 
audience. 

L,ook  out  for  us  next  year.  Fellows,  our  record  this  year 
has  shown  that  we  can  play  foot-ball, and  all  we  have  to  do  is  to 
go  to  work  next  fall  with  a  will,  and  there  is  no  reason  why 
we  should  not  put  out  a  team  that  will  make  our  friends  in  the 
other  colleges  quake  with  fear. 

Below  we  give  a  slight  review  of  the  four  games  men- 
tioned above. 

The  first  game  was  on  Oct.  2 2d,  with  Clemson.  Taking 
into  consideration  Clemson 's  record,  we  could  not  hope  for  a 
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victory,  but  it  was  not  so  bad  a  beat  as  the  Clemson  men 
thought.  Our  men  seemed  not  to  be  able  to  get  together  in 
the  the  first  half,  but  in  the  last  half  they  fought  like  Tro- 
jans, and  the  visitors,  champions  though  they  are  of  the 
State,  failed  to  score  in  this  half,  leaving  the  score  as  it  had 
stood  2  1  to  o.  The  line. up  of  the  home  team  was,  Ehrlich, 
centre,  Amos,  right  guard,  Eaddy,  left  guard,  Hayes,  right 
tackle,  Montgomery  left  tackle,  vSullivan,  J.,  right  end, 
Leitner,  left  end,  Leonard  and  McWhirter,  quarter,  Brab- 
ham, right  lialf ,  McWhirter  and  Traxler,  left  half,  Watkins, 
full  back  and  captain. 

All  the  men  played  good  ball,  but  we  make  special  mention 
of  the  playing  of  Ehrlich,  Eaddy,  Watkins,  McWhirter,  and 
Brabham. 

There  were  only  one  or  two  changes  in  this  team  that  met 
Furman  on  the  26th.  Wannamaker  as  left  end,  Wilson  as 
right  half,  and  McWhiJter  as  quarter  during  the  w^hole  game 
were  the  only  changes.  As  in  the  game  with  Clemson,  we 
were  much  outweighed,  and  Furman' s  line  was  evidently 
stronger  than  ours,  but  the  way  our  men  played  would  have 
done  anyone  good,  and  when  the  game  was  over,  the  score 
stood  zero  to  zero.  Both  teams  were  confident  of  winning 
and  consequently  both  were  to  a  certain  extent  disappointed, 
but  they  went  out  of  the  game,  each  determined  to  win  the 
next  time  they  met.  The  result  of  this  remained  then  to  be 
seen. 

On  Nov.  19th  we  met  the  team  of  Davidson  College.  In 
the  contract  we  had  agreed  to  play  the  medical  department, 
but  when  the  men  arrived  we  found  that  with  one  or  two 
changes  it  was  the  regular  college  team.  All  the  morning 
before  the  game  the  rain  fell  in  torrents,  a  fact  that  almost 
ruined  our  crowd,  but  those  that  were  there  were  enthusias- 
tic, and  saw  some  good  ball  playing. 

Our  men  were  lined  up  as  follows:  Erhlich,  centre,  Wil- 
lard.  A.,  right  guard,  Eaddy,  left  guard,  Hayes,  right  tackle, 
Wright,  left  tackle;  Sullivan,  J.,  right  end;  Montgomery, 
left  end;  Leonard  and  McWhirter,  quarter;  Watkins,  full  and 
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captain;  Traxler,  left  half;  McWhirter  and  Boyd,  W.,  right 
half. 

The  Davidson  men  showed  good  training  and  played  quick 
ball,  but  to  say  the  least,  our  men  out-played  them  in  every 
respect.  The  winds  of  fortune  blow  in  strange  directions 
sometimes,  and  notwithstanding  our  superior  playing,  the 
final  score  stood  17  to  11  in  favor  of  the  visitors.  There- 
suit  was  a  great  surprise  to  every  one,  but,  as  in  most 
things,  there  is  an  explanation  for  it,  but  it  is  not  necessary 
to  give  the  reasons.  We  cannot  pass  on  without  showing 
recognition  to  deserved  excellent  playing  by  Sullivan, 
Hayes,  Wright,  McWhirter  and  Boyd. 

The  last  game,  as  already  stated,  was  in  Greenville  on 
Thanksgiving.  It  was  a  merry,  jolly  crowd  that  set  out  on 
a  special  train  at  9  o'clock  for  Greenville.  It  was  a  dis- 
agreeable day,  and  many  expected  that  the  crowd  vrould  be 
rained  out,  but  notwithstanding  this,  there  was  a  large  num- 
ber of  people  to  see  the  struggle,  for  they  plainly  saw  that 
both  teams  had  their  playing  blood  up,  and  were  going  in  to 
win  if  such  a  thing  were  possible.  The  Wofford  team  lined 
up  w4th  Willard,  A.,  centre;  Willard,  M.,  right  guard; 
Kaddy,  left  guard;  Hayes,  right  tackle;  Wright,  left 
tackle;  Sullivan,  J.,  right  end;  Montgomery,  left  end; 
McWhirter,  quarter;  Boyd,  W.,  right  half;  Traxler, 
left  half;  Watkins,  full  back  and  captain.  Our  men 
wer^  out-weighed  by  about  eighteen  pounds,  but  they 
went  into  the  game  with  grit  and  determination,  and 
under  the  splendid  training  of  coach  Phifer,  they  had  learned 
how  to  play  foot  ball,  and  the  result  was  that  they  w^ere 
victorious  over  the  team,  straps,  referee,  side  lines,  and  all 
the  other  things  that  could  be  thrown  in.  To  express  it  in  a 
few  words,  our  men  played  as  they  had  never  played  before,  \ 
and  encouraged  by  the  one  hundred  "rooters"  who  had  gone 
over  with  them,  '  'They  rolled  the  old  foot  ball  on  to  victory. ' ' 
It  would  have  sent  a  thrill  of  joy  through  any  old  Wofford 
man  to  see  how  they  "rolled  it  over  Furman."  Twice  the 
ball  was  pushed  over  the  goal  by  the  Wofford  men,  but  for 
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some  reason  the  referee  called  them  back,  and  before  they 
had  time  to  administer  the  same  dose  again,  time  was  called 
and  the  '  Old  Gold  and  Black,"  waved  in  triumph  over  the 
"Purple  and  White"  to  the  tune  of  6  to  5. 

The  whole  team  played  like  veterans,  but  we  notice  spe- 
cially Traxler,  Hayes,  Sullivan,  McWhirter,  and  Boyd.  A 
special  feature  of  the  game,  was  the  kicking  of  a  very  difh- 
cult  goal  by  Watkins. 

All  the  boys  had  a  glorious  time  and  were  very  loathe  to 
leave  when  the  time  came.  The  attraction  was,  we  under- 
stand, with  the  fair  sex. 


ORATORICAL  CONTEST. 


[For  reasons  that  every  one  vnll  very  readily  see,  it  would 
place  the  editor  in  rather  an  awkward  position  to  write  of 
this  contest,  so  by  special  request  a  friend  has  kindly  con- 
sented to  do  so.    It  is  given  exactly  in  his  w^ords. — Editor.] 

Despite  the  inclemency  of  the  weather,  quite  a  number  at- 
tended the  Oratorical  Contest  at  the  Opera  House  on  Mon- 
day evening,  December  2nd.  The  contestants  numbered  six 
young  men,  representing  the  two  literary  societies  of  the 
College.  The  presiding  officers  were  D.  L.  Guy  from  the 
Preston,  and  V.  C.  Wilson  from  the  Calhoun.  The  occa- 
sion, to  say  the  least  of  it,  was  pleasant.  The  contestants 
not  only  acquitted  themselves  creditably,  but  they  reflected 
honor  on  the  college  for  which  are  all  justly  proud.  The 
many  empty  pews  did  not  seem  to  discourage  the  speakers  in 
the  least,  but  each  one  spoke  as  though  he  were  confident 
that  the  crown  of  wierd  glories  could  fit  no  head  but  his. 
Only  five  of  them  were  disappointed. 

The  first  speaker  of  the  evening  was  Thomas  H.  Daniel, 
subject:  "The  I^arger  Victory."  In  a  very  pathetic  man- 
ner Mr.  Daniel  spoke  of  our  heroic  dead  and  the  appeal 
which  they,  even  from  their  graves,  are  making  upon  the 
living  men  of  today.    His  speech  was  both  beautiful  and  de- 
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livered  well,  and  to  his  former  reputation  as  a  "good  writer" 
was  added  the  equally  desirable  one,  a  good  speaker. 

The  next  speaker  was  C.  E.  Peele,  subject:  "The  Goal  of 
Peace. In  a  very  forceful  mannner  Mr.  Peele  showed  the  in- 
sufficiency of  war  to  create  anything  perpetual  or  to  develop 
the  highest  type  of  our  civilization.  His  speech  showed  deep 
thought  and  careful  preparation. 

The  next  speaker  was  D.  English  Camak,  subject:  "* Amer- 
ica and  her  young  men."  In  a  graceful  manner  Mr  Camak 
spoke  of  the  rich  legacy  which  we  as  Americans  have  re- 
ceived from  the  past,  and  with  an  earnest  appeal  to  the  young 
men  to  face  the  problems  of  coming  life  firmly  and  resolutely, 
he  closed  one  of  the  most  entertaining  speeches  of  the  even- 
ing. 

The  next  speaker  was  F.  S.  DuPre,  subject:  "Uncle 
Sam  the  Grand  young- man. "  Mr.  DuPre's  speech  was  in- 
structive throughout.  In  a  sweeping  manner  he  traced  the 
steps  of  '  'Uncle  Sam' '  from  the  time  he  started  out  a  re- 
sourceless  lad  to  his  position  today  as  a  giant  among  the  na- 
tions of  the  earth. 

The  next  speaker  was  Marvin  Auld,  subject:  "Preparation 
for  Life."  In  a  very  pathetic  way  Mr.  Auld  spoke  of  col- 
lege life  and  the  many  appeals  to  noble  living  that  it 
makes  upon  the  individual.  He  showed  how  natural  it  was 
for  remorse  to  follow  in  the  track  of.  the  indolent  student, 
throwing  away  the  superior  oportunities  given  him  college. 
The  applause  was  great. 

The  last  speaker  of  the  evening  was  A.  Morrison,  subject: 
'The  Germ."  With  force  and  eloquence  Mr.  Morrison 
spoke  of  the  anatomy  of  our  nation  and  how  essential  it  was 
for  all  the  members  of  the  body  politic  to  be  sound  and 
healthy,  uninfected  by  the  germs  of  corrections  which  have 
so  often  sapped  the  vitality  and  destroyed  the  usefulness  of 
nations.  His  speech  was  scholarly  and  reflected  honor  upon 
both  him  and  his  society. 

After  the  conclusion  of  the  last  speech  the  judges  on  de- 
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livery  retired  for  decision.  After  a  few  moments  consulta- 
tion, they  decided  in  favor  of  Mr.  Morrison.  The  medal 
given  by  the  two  societies  was  then  awarded,  in  a  very 
pleasing  manner,  by  Mr  H.  E.  Ravenel.  As  our  representa- 
tive to  the  State  Oratorical  Contest,  we  as  a  student  body, 
wish  Mr.  Morrison  all  the  success  that  can  crown  good 
honest  effort.  A.  E.  D. 
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Treasurer,  P.  H.  Nash. 

Wofford  College  Journal. 

Editor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager,K,W.Ivittlejohn. 
lyiteray  Kditor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Exchange  Kditor,  D.  L.  Guy. 
Alumni  Editor,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Ivocal  Editor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager,  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Asst  Literary  Editor,  D,  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C-  A. 

President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Vice-President,  D.  D.  Jones. 
Secretary,  C.  E.  Peele. 
Treasurer,  N.  Iv.  Prince. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas.,  C.  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  DuPre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  E.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76, 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon. 

Caterer  Wiglitman  Mall 

K.  W.  Littlejohn. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  lyancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Sec.  aud  Treas,,  K.  V/.  lyittlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger, 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  C.  Easterling, 

Sophomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  E.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Freshman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon, 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Ehrlich. 


AtHletic  Associatiorie 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cookk, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Danikl. 
Football  Department.  Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Assistant  Manager,  W.  C.  Koger.  Asst.  Manager,  K.  Vv^.  Littlejohn, 
Captain,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens. 
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Robertson 

wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Crook 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-time  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  special  rates  to  College  Students. 

Learn  to  Write  ^  plain,  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read . 

Be  Up'to-Date  !  ^^ke  our  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 i.  '-.  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAL  RATE 

TO  COIvIvKGK  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 

Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


ly.  NEKly  VKRNON 


W.  H.  ZlMME^RMAN 
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...W.   F.  BARNES.*. 

 PRACTICAL  

..BOOK   AND  JOB.. 


Printer 


..J9  Magfnolia  Street.. 
. .  Spa f  t anb u t gf t   S.  C... 
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Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 

Special  Inducements  to  Students 

Doolittle  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.J.T.  Calvert 

DENTIST 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

LeadiDg  Conlectionery      Cartcnated  BrmKs 

S.  gecker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Riglf's  PharmaGjf 

Drugs,  Medicines 
Perfumery 
Toilet  Articles 

Cigars  and  Smokers'  Goods 

stIjdeMts 

ARE  ESPECIAI^LY 

INVITED  TO 

I  A.  Lip's  Drug  Store. 

0  0 

SPARTANBURG 

steam  Laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 
30  Magnolia  Street              PHone  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 

JJl.  J.  V/.  UcldliQ 

STUDENTS 
WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  ^Vof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

.1  A  •   0  U  C  K  s« 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Razor  Sharpening  a  Specialty 

DENTIST 

N,  6HUR6H  STREET 

X 
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f  Uhe  loadstone  ^ 

That  draws  the  crowd  to 

I   THE  BEE  HIVE  % 

is   wound  up  in   one  little 
^  word,     "  UNDERSELL.  "  ^ 

Our  goods  come  to  us  at  such 
^  sv/eeping  reductions  that  it 


is  no  wonder  we  can  sell  for 
^  less  than  regular  merchants 

pay  for  the  same  class  of 
^  goods.  ^ 

I  JOHN  D.  COLLINS  } 

Spartanburg 

y                      Charlotte  ^ 

V                       Monroe  5 

^          Cheapest  Stores  in  the  Carolinas  t 

^j?'     •jip  *^      *^  *^      *^  ^»  '^i^ 
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National  Batik 

OF  SPARTNBURG,  S.  C. 


C&fyltai,  -         -  *100,000. 

StockHoldens'  LictbiHty,  100,000. 
Surplus,         -         -  T8,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  E.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS- 

Geo.  Cofielu,  President, 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Vice-  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Compai\y 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S-  C 


Capital,  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  Cofield,  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.   H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  E.  Buinett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  *five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e. ,  on  the  last  days  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore thf  sei?ii- annual  staterq^nt, 
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^aimeiio   ^ook  Store. 

EVAN  3,  Marsagef. 

Headgoarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 


HOPKINS 
THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


RETERSQN.  ^ 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  Wofford  College  Bo3^s  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 


ForlGigars  Jobacco,  eta.,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwell  &  Bro's. 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

PoY  Rates^  Schedules^  etc*^  call  on 

C.  W.  BosTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  Carlisle,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Gko.  T.  Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Craig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  G«. 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

J  AS.  H.  CARLISLE,  LLD.,  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronomy,  Mathematics,  Phj-sics,  Chemistr}^  and  Geol- 
ogy, Latin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  Library  and  Librarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur 
nett  gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWELL,  Secretary, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffeg-e  Fiffing  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Librar)^  (7,000 
volumes,)  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

J 1 07. 00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  Lights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc.,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPRfe,  Head  Master, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Srooeries  at  J.  E.  Bagweil  S  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  it  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 

SOLK  AGKNT  HUYLKR'S  CANDIES. 

GOTO 

W,  B.  Hallett 

TO  GET  YDOR  COAL 

JIMES  H.  WILLIAMS. 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Li^on's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 

If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
w^ould  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  5r  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  3^ou  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted. 

Williams 


Jewelry  j 
Pictures  | 

i 

C«t  Glass  I 
Silver  Ware  j 
Silver  Novelties  I 
Fine  Umbrellas  I 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engravingf  with- 
out extra  charge* 

Prenfice  Luckey 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairing 
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THE  REGENT 

*3.SO  SHOE 


THE  STETSON 

96. OO  SHOH 

jf^ithmetic 


As  the  three  Rs  are  the  founda.ioii  of  all 
learning,  so  is  square  dealing  ai  tlie  base 
of  all  successful  retailin^:. 


2/ou  TIfan 


who  have  to  clothe  yourselves  in  a  manner 
befitting  your  standing,  can  find  here  a 
pleasing  variety  of  styles  in  qualities  that 
carry  their  own  recommendation.  What- 
ever price  you  pay  it  will  be  guaranteed  the 
least  at  which  it  would  be  possible  to  make 
an  equally  satisfactory  purchase  anyv/here 
in  the  State. 

We  Are  Outfitters  oi  Men 

We  cater  to  their  tastes;  we  stud>-  their 
wants — it's  our  busines-,  and  our  time  is 
devoted  to  looking  for  and  placing  before 
the  public  the  best  and  newest  styles  on 
the  market.  Everything'  we  sell  is  guar- 
anteed, and  your  raone}^  back  if  you  \yant  it. 

M.  WHSlRTON 

Men's  Outfitter  and  Merchant  Tailor 


KNOX 
HAXS 


LION  BRAND 
SHIRTS 


Mini 


nuMiiiHiiLUiiinnijiL 
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557719887^^ 
Mrs.  C.  B.  Ooodlett,  Box  73,|!rT 


Travelem  Re«t  »i  SC  29690 ,  »n  '{^ 
widow  of  Claude  Bernard  Goodj 


tett.  1904  gtaduateur  Wu£-,J 
lord  CollegpJ^|||#|gg||| 

m 
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Washington  Irving  
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GOOD  SHOES 


shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
faultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

"Edwin  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  MAN 

DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 

r^-c  r8i:::Cir"TP  -sjit^  are  the  characteristic 

Fl^  1(1^1:1^1   l-ii  poij^ts  of  our  large  and 

CONSISTENT   PRICES       attractive  line  of  Over- 

coats,  Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashiouable  cuts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
"Kaglan"  overcoals. 

FALT,  H  ATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
— stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds 

Underwear,  Neckwear  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 

M.  Greenewald 


23  W,  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 
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SOUTHERN  *  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  ?0\M$ 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Route  of  - 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Scheclules  Most  Perfect^  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  gfoing  to  and  fetwrningf  from  O^IIege 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  D.  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Hardwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


K  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta,  Ga.  Washington,  D.  C. 
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DviPre  ^  Wilsoi-a's 


BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STKEET  TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


lOiff  iainstcn    5^en\afe  ©cffege 

For  full  information,  address 


Williamston, 


South  Carolina 
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We  solicit  your  business  in 


Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 


Shoes,  and  Gentleman's  Furnishing  Groods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents.  No  doubt  most  of  you  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  no  place  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  you  as  they  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Cham,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 

^ye  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Floyd  L.  Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


D.  C.  CORRELL 


JEWELER 


Alf  Keen  the'best  Barber  Shop 


in  the  city.  Just  in 
rear  of  Spartanburg 


National  Bank. 


Speeial  Rates  to  Students 
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1108  Chestnut  St,  Philadelphia 

Fashionable  Engraving 

^y"*  Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFICIAL  BADGE  MAKERS  TO  ALL 
FRATERNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estimates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 
&  CO. 

140-142  Woodward  Ave.,  Detroit,  Miob.  jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg.  S.  O. 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

Drugfs  and  Sundries 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfumes,  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

E*  MADDUX  &  CO* 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222         54  Morgan  Square 


And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

N*  S*  TRAKAS  &  CO* 

21  E.  Main  St. 


Palmetto  Comer 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits,  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  Parlor.    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
freshments in  season 

SCMMIDT  <S  BREDE,  Rrops. 


SHOES  SHOES 

SHOES 


SHOES 


SHOES  SHOES 

SHOES 


TO  SUIT 
EVERYBODY 


SEE  ME  BEFORE  BUYINQ 


W.  F.  GILLILAND 


Wofford  College  Journal 


Literary  Department 

J.  B.  Gibson,  Editor 


WHEN  I  LOOK  OUT  UPON  THE  LEAVES* 


When  I  look  out  upon  the  leaves, 
The  sombre,  brown,  and  dead-hued  leaves, 
Thrown  by  gusts  across  the  fields, 
A  restlessness  my  soul  receives; 
My  burdened  heart  to  sadness  yields, 
When  I  look  out  upon  the  leaves. 

But  now  I'm  filled  with  musings  sweet, 
That  come  and  go  with  fancies  sweet; 
The  world  doth  change  beneath  my  feet. 

My  lightened  heart  with  gladness  heaves. 
The  colors  in  glad  beauty  meet. 
When  I  look  out  upon  the  leaves. 


THE  SOUTH  POLAR  PROBLEM* 

SCIKNCK  MRDAI.  KSSAY. 


The  general  subject  assigned  for  these  essays  being 
'Tolar  Expeditions,"  we  select  the  South  Pole  for  two  par- 
ticular reasons:  First,  because  this  region  of  the  world  has 
attracted  less  attention  than  the  Arctic,  and  second,  because 
it  must  necessarily  be  more  thorough,  there  being  such 
meagre  data  from  which  to  write. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  in  such  an  essay  as  this  the 
writer  is  at  a  great  disadvantage,  for  unless  he  be  an  ex- 
plorer himself  he  can  merely  review  the  subject  generally, 
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giving  simply  a  compendium  of  facts  with  no  room  for  any 
originality.  We  therefore  treat  the  subject  under  the  fol- 
lowing four  heads,  ist.  The  great  difference  in  the  atten- 
tion paid  the  North  and  South  Poles,  with  its  probable 
causes.  2nd.  A  brief  review  of  the  principal  expeditions 
South.  3rd.  What  these  expeditions  have  shown  us  in  re- 
gard to  South  Polar  regions.  4th.  What  further  research 
might  show  us. 

The  history  of  expeditions  to  high  northern  latitudes 
dates  back  as  far  as  the  sixth  century  A.  D.  and  possibly 
farther.  We  have  a  record  of  King  Arthur  making  a  voy- 
age to  Iceland  in  order  to  subjugate  that  island;  and  a  few 
centuries  later,  during  King  Alfred's  reign,  Othar,  an  ad- 
venturous Norseman,  relates  to  his  king  the  incidents  of  his 
voyage  into  Arctic  waters,  stating  that  he  reached  "that 
point  of  the  globe  beyond  which  it  again  sinks  to  the 
South.''  If  this  statement  be  taken  literally,  he  accom- 
plished at  that  early  date,  and  with  his  rude  ships,  what  so 
many  Arctic  explorers  since  then,  some  of  them  with  all  the 
appliances  of  modern  civilization,  have  endeavored  to  do  in 
vain.  But  these  early  records  must  not  be  credited  too 
much  as  they  are  not  thoroughly  reliable,  else  the  search 
might  have  been  discontinued.  On  the  other  hand  we  find 
that  from  this  time  on  the  quest  for  the  North  Pole  has 
been  almost  continuous,  and  even  the  church  was  a  jealous 
participant,  sending  expedition  after  expedition. 

In  later  times,  owing  to  the  great  improvements  in  sea 
navigation,  more  success  has  been  attained,  but  though 
many  brave  men  have  given  their  lives  on  this  alter  of 
glory,  yet  the  long  sought  distinction  of  reaching  the  Pole 
has  never  been  gained. 

While  so  many  adventurers  have  been  endeavoring  to 
make  bare  the  mysteries  of  the  North  what  has  been  done 
in  reference  to  the  South?  Hardly  anything.  Though 
hundreds  have  braved  the  dangers  of  the  North,  scarcely  a 
dozen  expeditions  have  been  sent  to  high  Southern  latitudes, 
since  land  was  first  discovered  in  the  Antarctic  over  a  cen- 
tury ago. 
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Very  naturally  we  ask  the  question,  why  is  this  the  case? 
The  reasons  are  many.  First  of  all  the  origin  and  stimulus 
of  early  expeditions  was  commerce.  The  early  explorers, 
such  as  Henry  Hudson,  1607,  were  searching  to  find  a  pass- 
age across  the  Arctic  to  China  and  the  Kast,  thereby  to 
save  the  expense  of  a  voyage  around  the  continent  of  South 
America  or  Africa.  This  idea  obtained  for  centuries,  and 
when  these  adventurers  returned  to  tell  of  the  wonders  they 
saw  in  the  "land  of  the  midnight  sun,"  the  interest  of  oth- 
ers was  enlisted  and  more  adventurers  went  to  see  for  them- 
selves. Then,  too,  the  whale  and  seal  fisheries  invited  the 
attention  of  commerce.  The  Esquimos  were  an  object  of  in- 
terest, and  the  climate  not  being  too  severe,  missionaries 
were  sent  to  the  coast  of  Greenland.  So  that  as  one  writer 
says,  "A  large  library  of  Arctic  literature  has  appeared  as  a 
result  of  this  enthusiasm,  and  today  there  is  hardly  a  school- 
boy of  fifteen  who  does  not  know  at  least  as  much  of  the 
Artie  regions  as  he  does  of  Australia." 

But  the  real  cause  of  this  neglect  of  the  South  Pole  is  the 
physical  obstacles  it  offers  to  navigation.  The  few  expedi- 
tions that  have  been  sent  to  these  waters  bring  back  the 
information  that  the  Antarctic  continent,  if  there  really  be 
any  such,  is  surrounded  by  an  immense  ice  barrier,  in  some 
places  300  feet  high,  and  only  two  have  ever  landed  within 
the  Antarctic  Circle.  This  "Great  Southern  Ice  Barrier," 
as  it  is  called,  the  terriffic  storms,  the  dangers  from  huge 
icebergs  and  the  vast  ice-pack,  the  great  waste  of  angry 
water  that  lies  between  them  and  any  port  of  shelter — are 
enough  to  keep  any  but  the  most  adventurous  from  attempt- 
ing to  unlock  the  valuable  secrets  of  the  South  Pole. 

With  this  understanding  of  the  dangers  to  be  faced  let  us 
make  a  brief  review  of  the  South  Polar  expeditions.  The 
early  geographies  had  a  theory  that  there  was  a  great  conti- 
nent surrounding  the  South  Pole,  which  they  designated 
"Terra  Austrolis  Tucaguita."  This,  by  the  way,  was  a  very 
apt  name,  judging  from  the  knowledge  of  such  a  continent, 
and  as  early  as  1 567  expeditions  were  sent  out  in  search  of 
this  unknown  land,  the  result  of  which  was  the  discovery  of 
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one  of  the  islands  of  the  New  Hebrides  group.  But  these 
early  voyages  do  not  deserve  the  distinction  of  Polar  expedi- 
tions. Since  at  that  time  any  land  within  a  few  hundred 
miles  of  the  Antarctic  circle  was  called  South  Pole. 

Hence  we  pass  on  to  the  first  of  importance,  that  made  by 
Capt.  Cook. 

With  two  ships  he  sailed  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  in 
January  1773,  crossing  the  Antarctic  circle  on  the  17th.  Be- 
ing stopped  in  latitude  67°  15'  S.  by  the  ice  pack,  he  bore  up 
for  New  Zealand.  From  whence  in  the  following  December 
he  sailed  due  South  in  a  second  attempt.  He  came  to  an 
impenetrable  barrier  of  hugh  icebergs,  of  which  he  counted 
ninety-seven,  that  looked  like  a  range  of  mountains,  and  in 
reaching  71°  15'  S.,  he  again  retraced  his  steps.  His  discov- 
eries were  limited  to  a  fev«  islands,  which  he  named,  besides 
he  exploded  the  theory  of  any  extensive  South  Polar  land  by 
making  a  circuit  of  the  Southern  ocean  in  a  high  latitude, 
showing  that  whatever  Antarctic  land  existed  must  be  South 
of  the  parallel  along  which  he  sailed. 

When  Capt.  Cook  returned  he  stated  that  he  had  reached 
the  farthest  point  South,  and  furthermore  that  he  w^as  con- 
fident that  no  one  else  would  brave  the  dangers  of  the  Ant- 
arctic after  the  description  he  gave  of  them.  However,  he 
was  mistaken,  for  three  other  explorers  were  to  reach  a 
higher  Southern  latitude  than  he,  and  many  more  to  make 
attempts. 

The  next  explorer  of  importance  in  chronological  order, 
was  Bellingchauser,  who  was  sent  out  by  the  Russian  gov- 
ernment in  1820.  His  discoveries  were  two  new  islands 
which  he  named  Petra  and  Alexander  respectively.  These  had 
the  importance  of  being  the  most  Southern  lands  then 
known. 

In  1823  Mr.  Weddell,  R.  N.,  in  the  sailing  vessels  "Jane" 
and  "Beaufort,"  braved  the  dangers  of  the  pack,  and  on 
February  20th,  reached  latitude  74°  15'  S  thereby  breaking 
the  record  made  by  Cook  in  1773. 

During  the  early  part  of  the  present  century  the  Messrs. 
Knderby,  a  firm  in  England,  became  interested  in  the  whale 
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and  seal  fisheries  of  the  Antarctic,  sending  out  many  ships 
in  their  service.  These  were  instructed  to  endeavor  to  make 
discoveries  in  high  Southern  latitudes.  One  of  these  in  1830, 
under  John  Biscoe,  R.  N.,  discovered  an  island  off  the  coast 
of  Graham's  Land,  which  he  named  in  honor  of  his  employ- 
ers, Knderby  Land,  and  with  some  difficulty  effected  a  land- 
ing. 

About  the  year  1840  three  expeditions  were  sent  to  the 
South  by  three  of  the  great  nations  of  the  world.  France 
sent  one  in  1838  under  Dumont  de  Urville  which  resulted  in 
little  except  that  he  sighted  further  coast  line. 

Capt.  Wilkes,  in  charge  of  the  United  States  expedition, 
mapped  out  a  large  tract  of  land  along  the  Antarctic  circle, 
claiming  for  himself  the  discovery  of  the  same;  but  part  of 
this  land  had  been  previously  discovered  by  Bellemy,  who 
was  in  the  employ  of  Messrs.  Enderby,  and  the  rest  has  been 
proved  since  not  to  exist. 

By  far  the  most  extensive  of  all  the  three,  as  to  final  re- 
sults, was  that  sent  out  by  England  under  Sir  James  Ross, 
1839-43,  who  made  three  distinct  voyages  within  the  Ant- 
arctic circle,  and  carefully  observed  and  reported  what  he 
saw. 

The  special  object  of  this  expedition  was  for  magnetic 
observation  and  to  locate  the  position  of  the  South  Magnetic 
Pole.  Sir  James  Ross  sailed  from  Chatham  in  September, 
1839,  with  two  ships,  "Erebus"  and  ''Terror,"  and  made 
directly  for  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope.  The  first  season  was 
occupied  in  establishing  a  magnetic  observatory  at  Hobart 
Town,  and  in  visiting  Keiguellen  Island,  which  he  carefully 
surveyed.  The  second  season's  cruise  began  from  Tasmania 
whence  he  visited  and  surveyed  Aukland  and  Campbell 
Islands.  On  reaching  the  pack  he  succeeded  in  boring  a  pas- 
sage through  after  much  difficulty.  Land  was  sighted  on  Jan- 
uary II,  1 841,  running  along  in  the  form  of  lofty  snow-cap- 
ped peaks.  Passing  the  latitude  reached  by  Cook  (71°  15'  S. ) 
he  sighted  another  lofty  chain  of  mountain  10,000  feet  high, 
with  huge  glaciers  filling  the  valleys  and  projecting  into 
the  sea.    Here  he  halted  and  made  a  calculation  of  the  posi- 
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tion  of  the  South  Magnetic  Pole,  which  he  found  to  be  76° 
S.,  145°  20'  E.,  or  near  500  miles  Southwest  of  the  position 
of  his  ship  at  the  time  of  the  observation.  Finding  a  small 
island  near  the  shore,  he  succeeded  in  effecting  a  landing,  and 
christened  his  discovery  Possession  Island.  At  the  point 
where  he  landed  the  whole  surface  was  covered  with  pen- 
guins, but  there  was  no  vegetable  life  anywhere  to  be  seen. 
From  this  island  he  sailed  further  South,  passing  the  lati- 
tude reached  by  Capt.  Weddell,  (74°  15'  S.)  and  soon  after 
landed  on  another  island,  which  he  named  in  honor  of  Sir 
John  Franklin.  Continuing  his  Southward  course  he  sight- 
ed a  mountain  12,400  feet  high,  which  he  found  to  be  a  vol- 
cano in  an  active  state  of  eruption,  sending  out  flame  and 
smoke. 

Such  a  sight  must  have  been  quite  impressive  in  the  midst 
of  that  waste  of  snow  and  ice.  To  the  East  of  this  there  arose 
another  mountain,  not  quite  so  high,  which  he  judged  to  be 
an  extinct  volcano.  The  two  he  named  in  honor  of  his 
ships,  Mt.  Erebus  and  Mt.  Terror. 

The  coast  line  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  was  a  perpen- 
dicular wall  of  ice,  150  to  200  feet  high,  perfectly  level  and 
without  a  fissure  on  its  sea  front.  We  can  scarcely  conceive 
of  its  vastness,  as  he  says  it  must  have  been  1000  feet  thick, 
and  that  nothing  could  be  seen  over  it  except  the  extreme 
summits  of  the  mountain  peaks.  Though  he  sailed  along  its 
face  450  miles,  he  could  not  find  a  break  in  this  huge  bar- 
rier. 

This  ended  his  first  voyage,  and  though  the  dangers  en- 
countered had  been  so  many,  he  was  not  daunted,  but  set 
out  for  a  second  voyage  in  November,  1841.  It  was  on  this 
voyage, that  after  sailing  through  a  belt  of  ice  800  miles  wide, 
he  attained  she  extreme  Southern  latitude  78°  11'  S.,  which 
has  been  only  surpassed  by  the  expedition  now  in  Antarctic 
waters.  Sir  James  Ross  made  a  third  voyage  in  December, 
1842,,  but  this  resulted  in  no  discovery  of  importance. 

After  this  expedition  there  was  none  of  importance  until 
the  cruise  of  the  British  S.  S.  "Challenger."  1874,  which  was 
not  a  polar  expedition,  but  in  its  voyage  for  knowledge  in 
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regard  to  the  ocean  bed,  it  crossed  the  66 }4  parallel  South 
latitude,  and  brought  back  much  information  in  regard  to 
South  Polar  regions. 

Since  the  voyage  of  the  "Challenger,"  nothing  of  import- 
ance has  been  done.  No  regular  planned  expedition  has  been 
sent  since  that  time,  with  the  exception,  of  course,  of  those 
expeditions  which  are  now  at  the  South,  whose  result  we  are 
awaiting  with  much  interest.  The  report  has  already  been 
received  that  the  expedition  under  Borchgrevink  has  re- 
turned to  New  Zealand  from  Victoria  lyand.  It  states  fur- 
ther that  they  have  made  a  successful  journey  of  500  miles 
over  Victoria  Land,  reaching  the  farthest  point  south  yet  at. 
tained,  76°  50'  S.,  exceeding  Sir  James  Ross  by  nearly  40'; 
besides  they  have  located  the  exact  position  of  the  South 
Magnetic  Pole. 

Next  it  will  be  in  order  to  show  what  these  expeditions  have 
shown  us  in  regard  to  the  South  Pole,  and  then  see  what  is 
left  to  be  accomplished. 

At  the  North  it  has  been  found  that  there  is  an  Arctic 
ocean  almost  entirely  surrounded  by  land,  but  the  exactly 
opposite  is  probably  true  of  the  South — the  land  more  or  less 
in  the  form  of  volcanic  islands,  is  wholly  surrounded  by 
water. 

From  the  dredgings  of  the  "Challenger,"  and  the  speci- 
mens brought  back  by  the  various  explorers,  we  are  led  to 
judge  the  Antarctic  continent,  if  there  be  any,  is  made  up  of 
such  rocks  as  gneisses,  granites,  mica  chists,  quartziferous, 
diorites,  grained -quartzites,  sandstones,  limestones,  and 
shales.  Some  of  the  rocks  brought  back  were  found  to  con- 
tain fossils,  mostly  shells,  and  belonged  to  the  territory 
most  probably.  The  presence  of  these  fossils,  especially  the 
fossil  plants,  is  an  evidence  of  the  much  warmer  temperature 
in  Antarctic  regions  in  time  past. 

The  whole  surface  is  covered  with  snow  and  ice,  and,  as 
we  have  said  before,  only  two  have  discovered  places  clear 
enough  on  which  to  land.  There  is  no  Antarctic  fanna,  ex- 
cept a  few  sea  birds,  and  not  even  the  hardiest  forms  of 
plant  life  can  exist. 
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A  remarkable  fact  in  regard  to  the  meteorology  of  the 
globe  is  the  extreme  low  presence  at  the  South;  and  some 
hold  that  the  whole  polar  area  is  swept  by  a  vast  anti-C3xlone, 
and  in  proof  show  that  the  barometer  indicates  a  gradual 
rise  in  the  pressure  South  of  latitude  75°  S.,  further,  that  all 
explorers  agree  that  when  near  the  ice  the  tnajorit}^  of  the 
winds  are  from  the  South  and  Southeast.  The  average 
pressure  from  the  data  obtained  is  less  than  29  inches,  much 
lower  than  at  the  North.  The  precipitation  within  the  Ant- 
aictic  Circle  probably  occurs  as  in  Greenland,  in  the  form  of 
fine  snow  crystals. 

Within  the  Circle  the  sea  in  most  places  is  covered  by  a 
mass  of  loose  ice,  called  the  pack,  which  is  thickly  studded 
b}^  immense  icebergs,  the  form  and  structure  of  which  indi- 
cate that  the}'-  were  formed  on  an  extensive  land  surface. 
These  icebergs  float  as  far  North  as  the  60th  parallel  before 
they  disappear. 

As  to  the  temperature  our  knowledge  is  limited  to  a  few 
observations  during  the  summer  months,  and  these  indicate 
an  extremely  low  temperature,  below  the  freezing  point  of 
sea  water  on  the  most  sunshiny  days. 

This  is  a  brief  online  of  the  facts  we  know  about  the 
South  Polar  regions,  which  is  a  great  deal  when  we  consider 
the  almost  insuperable  difficulties  to  be  overcome.  To  a  cas- 
ual observer  this  would  be  a  useless  waste  of  life  and  energy, 
but  when  we  think  of  the  many  useful  discoveries  that  a  well 
planned  and  well  conducted  expedition  might  make,  we  are 
constrained  to  change  our  opinion.  Scientific  men  tell  us 
that  every  department  of  natural  science  would  be  enriched 
by  further  exploration,  and  that  we  can  never  arrive  at  a 
true  conception  of  the  phenomena  by  which  we  are  surround- 
ed without  the  light  that  these  expeditions  would  throw  on 
them.  The  southern  ice  sheet  being  so  extensive  might 
throw  useful  light  on  the  Great  Ice  Age  of  Geology,  besides 
it  would  be  of  the  utmost  interest  to  know  just  how  far  the 
different  phenomena  coexists  in  Northern  and  Southern  lati- 
tudes, to  make  one  magnetic  and  penudulum  observation,  to 
measure  a  degree  in  the  Antarctic,  to  watch  the  motion  of 
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glaciers,  icebergs,  and  oceanic  currents  and  tides — which 
would  fill  up  many  gaps  in  our  knowledge. 

Compared  with  the  progress  of  the  world  in  other  respects, 
the  search  for  the  pole  has  been  remarkably  slow  though  its 
quest  was  undertaken  centuries  ago,  only  an  advance  of  a 
few  miles  has  been  made. 

But  in  the  past  few  years  the  search  has  been  conducted 
on  a  more  scientific  plan  and  from  the  present  outlook  the 
bashful  poles  cannot  elude  us  much  longer,  but  will  be  cap- 
tured by  some  daring  twentieth  century  American,  thereby 
adding  another  jewel  to  the  crown  of  his  country's  achieve- 
ments. 

Iv.  K.  Wiggins. 


WHAT  HAPPENED  AT  NAITOYAH. 


Constance  and  I  were  cousins,  distant  ones  it  may  have 
been,  but  nevertheless  cousins  after  all.  And  yet  I  had  never 
seen  Constance.  She  had  been  going  to  school  in  Boston 
while  I  had  for  many  years  been  living  on  a  small  isle  far 
away  to  the  south.  Here  I  was  quite  content  to  spend  my 
while  on  my  lovely  island  of  tropical  beauty  and  luxuriance, 
where,  with  my  books  and  a  few  friends,  I  imagined  I  was 
satisfied  with  life.  My  aunt  Jemima,  with  her  quaint  cus- 
toms, ruled  the  house,  and  woe  for  me  when  I  incurred  her 
gentle  wrath.  She  was  a  dear  old  soul  and  loved  me  with 
all  my  faults,  which  in  her  sight  were  only^little  oddities,  and 
which  more  than  once  I  was  constrained  to  think  she  made 
objects  of  endearments.  On  our  little  island  we  had  quite  a 
paradise,  for  on  account  of  its  almost  perfect  climate,  every- 
thing was  Spring-like,  except  now  and  then  a  welcome  north- 
easter would  chill  us  with  his  cool  blasts,  delightfully  re- 
mind us  of  more  northerly  climes  and  people.  Our  lands  were 
fertile  a,nd  our  pastures  broad,  and  Braza,  our  herdsman,  saw 
that  everything  went  right,  and  succeeded  well.  The  won- 
derful fruits  of  our  Island  always  found  a  ready  sale,  and 
Braza,  who  was  the  general  overseer  as  well  as  herdsman, 
saw  a  busy  time  between  all. 
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But  to  return  to  Constance.  It  was  a  pleasant  day  and  I 
was  deep  in  a  book,  when  aunt  Jemima,  who  had  taken  a 
chair  in  the  veranda  study  and  was  busy  sewing,  said  in  that 
peculiar  tone  of  hers  when  she  had  something  of  a  surprise 
in  store,  "Anton,  what  are  you  thinking  of?" 

"Thinking  of,"  said  I,  "why  of  many  things,  but  why 
do  you  ask  me  that?" 

"Well,"  she  said,  "I  don't  know,  but  do  you  know  that 
Constance  Land  is  coming  tomorrow  and  that  she  may  stay 
for  several  months?" 

I  know  I  must  have  looked  surprised,  for  I  certainly  felt 
that  way.  Constance  lyand  coming  to  visit  us!  Why  it  was 
terrible.  When  did  she  say  so,  and  who  was  coming  with 
her?  But  to  all  my  questioning  my  aunt  Jemima  only  re- 
plied with  a  knowing  smile  and  I  felt  rebuked  for  my  hasti- 
ness. But  it  was  sudden.  I  thought  Constance  was  far 
away  in  Massachusetts,  and  it  surprised  me  to  hear  that  she 
would  land  on  our  island,  and  be  a  visitor  for  several  months. 
I  could  only  look  at  aunt  Jemima,  but  she  continued  reso- 
lutely sewing,  and  so  I  said  nothing,  knowing  that  she  had 
too  much  of  a  woman's  nature  to  keep  her  secret  long. 

But  I  could  not  keep  from  thinking  of  Constance,  or  as  I 
prided  myself  not  of  Constance, but  of  her  coming,  for  I  assured 
myself  very  satisfactorily  that  it  was  only  her  coming  that 
interested  me  in  the  least.  "I  wonder  if  she  wears  glasses 
and  has  a  high  forehead,"  I  mused.  "She must  be  a  bore," 
I  went  on.  "She  is  from  Boston  and  no  doubt  pronounces 
the  name  of  that  wonderful  place  with  a  special  emphasis  on 
the  first  syllable  I  know  she  is  so  literary  and  have  no 
doubt  that  she  carries  her  Browning  continually,  and  proba- 
bly she  wears  bicycle  skirts  the  most  of  her  time. ' ' 

But  my  musings  were  interrupted  by  my  aunt  Jemima 
who  had  at  last  given  up  in  despair  of  outsilencing  me  and 
who  at  once  proceeded  to  give  all  the  details  of  Constance's 
coming  to  "Naitoyah."  Constance  would  land  on  the  fol- 
lowing day  on  the  island,  coming  from  Boston,  her  home  for 
several  years.  Aunt  Jemima  had  repeatedly  invited  and 
urged  her  to  come  down  and  visit  us  for  several  months,  and 
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through  her  love  for  a  surprise  had  said  nothing  in  the  world 
to  me  about  Constance's  accepting  her  last  invitation.  She 
had  kept  everything  away  from  me  until  the  day  before 
Constance  was  to  arrive  on  the  ''Josephine,"  the  monthly 
steamer  from  the  States.  She  had  left  Boston  several  days 
before,  just  out  of  school  and  was  to  spend  her  vacation 
with  us,  and  from  her  letter  to  Aunt  Jemima,  she  was  antic- 
ipating a  "lovely"  time,  to  use  her  own  word.  So  Aunt  Je- 
mima told  me  I  was  expected  to  help  entertain  her,  and  that 
I  must  meet  her  at  the  port  the  next  day. 

"But  I've  never  met  Constance  Aunt  Jemima,  and  we 
wouldn't  know  each  other."  My  Aunt  J  emima  looked  up 
at  me  from  her  sewing  and  with  a  humorous  twinkle  in 
her  eyes,  asked:  "Really,  Anton,  do  so  many  passengers, 
especially  young  girls  come  to  the  port  that  you  can't  find 
the  one  you  are  looking  for?"  "But  you  can  easily  tell  Con- 
stance from  her  light  hair,  and  fine  blue  eyes,  and  then  any- 
how she'll  be  looking  for  you."  So  I  saw  I  must  go  for 
Constance  the  next  day,  and  determined  to  have  everything 
arranged  for  a  trip  which  would  bring  back  to  Naitoyah  a 
girl  visitor  who  would  stay  for  several  months  and  would,  no 
doubt,  like  to  be  well  entertained. 

Our  port  was  about  twelve  miles  from  Naitoyah  and  the 
road  one  of  the  most  romantic  and  picturesque  on  the  entire 
island.  Every  one  who  had  ever  been  over  it  always  spoke 
of  it  as  the  road,  and  it  well  deserved  the  distinction.  The 
road's  beauty  and  serviceableness  was  due  to  Brazas'  over- 
seeing. He  had  seen  the  possibility  of  making  a  winding 
road  through  the  blooming  groves  of  orange  trees  and  the 
avenues  of  graceful  palms.  It  was  over  this  road  that  I 
traveled  the  next  morning,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  of  all 
the  beautiful  Spring  days  I  had  ever  reveled  in  this  was  the 
most  transcendently  glorious.  It  was  a  morning  when  the 
gentle  breath  of  early  Spring  was  joyfully  at  play  tossing 
with  overrunning  pleasure  the  perfumes  of  the  flowers  at 
the  delighted  traveler.  Surely  a  day  here  was  worth  a 
year  in  more  northerly  lands.  What  if  we  did  lack  the 
nervous  energy  of  those  further  north,  and  their  push  and 
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shrewdness  ?  Did  we  not  dream  those  dreams  that  few  can 
dream,  the  dreams  of  the  longing  for  the  unattainable  whose 
unspeakable  splendor  and  hopeful  promises  exalted  us  and 
gave  us  a  taste — sweeter  because  of  its  shortness — of  the 
infinite.  It  was  an  idyllic  life  where  merely  to  live  was  a 
pleasure  of  the  sweetest  kind,  and  which  was  worth  more 
than  all  the  affected  pleasures — mere  condiments  for  a  tired 
and  rushing  life. 

As  I  proceeded,  delighted,  through  this  small  paradise 
my  thoughts  naturally  turned  to  Constance,  and  many  and 
vague  were  my  ideas  concerning  her,  what  she  would  be 
like  and  how  she  would  like  Naitoyah,  and  even  indeed  I 
wondered  how  would  its  owner  interest  and  attract  her,  if  he 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  do  either.  But  one  can't  muse  for- 
ever, especially  when  he  has  only  a  pleasant  twelve  miles  to 
travel  and  is  driving  one  of  Brazas'  thoroughbreds.  So  all 
at  once  I  found  myself  entering  the  little  port  of  lyoma,  a 
village  snug  and  picturesque,  with  its  small  houses  of  adobe 
shining  bright  in  the  warm  sunshine  of  an  almost  ideal  cli- 
mate. I  was  soon  waiting  on  the  wharf  for  the  arrival  of 
the  ''Josephine,"  which  was  scheduled  to  arrive  soon,  but 
for  which  I  had  to  wait  several  hours.  But  I  enjoyed  the 
wait,  as  it  was  a  holiday  with  the  people  and  the  wharf  was 
filled  with  the  dark-haired  and  olive-skinned  girls  dressed 
in  white,  vivacious  and  graceful,  the  very  picture  of  life,  as 
they  wandered  here  and  there.  Small  wonder,  I  thought, 
that  these  women  are  so  infatuating,  with  their  sparkling 
eyes  which  can  flash  equally  bright  with  love  and  hate. 
They  were  waiting  the  steamer  which  was  now  coming  in 
slowly  and  queenlike  over  the  blue  waves  of  the  harbour. 
She  came  in  and  the  gang  plank  w^as  thrown  out,  and  there 
came  across  a  girl  whose  beauty,  fair  as  it  was,  when  placed 
among  the  dark  natives,  seemed  doubly  increased  by  the  con- 
trast. She  was  dressed  neatly,  and  with  her  fine  hair  of 
brown  she  was  good  to  look  upon,  and  I  gazed  at  her  stu- 
pidly no  doubt.  "Could  it  be  Constance,''  I  thought.  "But 
she  didn't  conform  to  my  ideas  of  Constance  and  I  couldn't 
believe  that  the  graceful  and  daintily  attired  blonde  was 
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Constance  from  Boston,  whom  I  had  heard  Aunt  Jemima 
talk  of.  But  I  suddenly  realized  that  I  must  find  out  if  I 
meant  to  carry  out  Aunt  Jemima's  instructions.  So  I  ap- 
proached. "Was  Miss  Constance  I^and  aboard  the  Jose- 
phine?" I  asked  in  my  politest  manner. 

* 'Surely  you  are  not  Cousin  Anton,"  one  of  the  most 
musical  of  voices  said.  I  smiled  and  nodded.  ''But  are 
you  Miss  Constance  lyand, ' '  I  enquired  with  a  hesitating 
line  in  my  voice,  for  I  could  not  believe  that  this  young 
girl  was  my  Cousin  Constance  whom  I  had  so  often  heard 
Aunt  Jemima  mention  as  the  pride  of  her  class. 

"I  am,"  said  Cousin  Constance,  "but  do  you  require  an 
affidavit,  Cousin  Anton?" 

I  could  say  no  more  but  took  her  to  the  trap.  She  was 
delighted.  "A  trap  ride  across  the  island  !"  she  exclaimed. 
"Its  worth  the  trip  from  Boston,  and  so  much  more  inter- 
esting. How  I  shall  enjoy  it  !  But  how  is  Aunt  Jemima, 
I  mustn't  forget  her.    She's  the  dearest  soul  in  the  world?" 

I  told  her  about  Aunt  Jemima  and  put  in  her  small  grip. 
Jose  was  to  carry  out  her  trunks,  and  so  we  were  ready  to 
start  for  home. 

My  trip  to  I^oma  had  been  delightful  even  by  myself. 
My  rencontre  at  Loma  had  been  more  delightful,  and  my 
trip  from  lyoma  with  Constance  was  the  most  delightful. 
She  was  enraptured,  and  despite  her  nineteen  summers  she 
talked  with  all  the  winsomeness  and  frankness  of  sixteen. 
Everything  interested  her,  possibly  as  I  feared,  with  my 
exception.  But  I  delighted  to  talk  with  her  and  forgot 
that  I  was  only  twenty  in  the  bright  conversation  she  so 
skillfully  kept  up.  She  had  a  way  of  looking  at  you  that 
went  through  you  and  you  had  to  mean  all  you  said.  "I 
do  hope  you  won't  have  a  dull  time  with  us,"  I  said.  "Aunt 
Jemima  only  told  me  of  your  coming  yesterday." 

"Oh,  1  know  I  shall  not.  How  could  I?  You  surely 
don't  know  me.  Cousin  Anton." 

"Well,  I  don't  suppose  I  do.  I  only  know  a  few  girls — 
those  I  have  read  of  and  a  few  others. 

She  looked  at  me  with  a  wondering  smile. 
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Maybe  you  are  not  so  ignorant  or  unfortunate  as  you 
imagine,"  she  went  on  in  reply.  "But  all  girls  are  not 
alike,  Cousin  Anton.  In  fact,  they  are  so  very  different," 
she  continued. 

I  determined  she  should  call  me  Anton,  and  so  I  asked 
her  for  the  sake  of  shortness  to  do  so.  She  agreed,  and 
with  a  look  of  innocence  informed  me  that  Constance  was 
so  much  shorter  when  left  without  the  prefix.  Very  seldom 
had  I  been  called  Anton  by  any  one  except  Aunt  Jemima, 
and  never  had  any  one  pronounced  it  like  Constance,  I 
thought.  Her  very  pronounciation  was  worth  a  sermon 
towards  my  upbuilding. 

If  the  trip  to  I^oma  had  been  short  as  well  as  delightful, 
the  return  trip  was  far  shorter  still.  Aunt  Jemima  had  seen 
us  and  was  standing  on  the  piazza  as  we  drove  up.  Con- 
stance and  1  were  soon  out  and  she  and  Aunt  Jemima  soon 
in  each  others  arms,  leaving  me  an  amused  and  envious  spec- 
tator. Aunt  Jemima  and  Constance,  who  had  been  great 
friends  before,  soon  were  in  their  old  relations,  and  Con- 
stance and  she  did  everything  together,  and  it  was  not  long 
before  Aunt  Jemima  was  Constance's  confidant. 

I  really  think  Constance  enjoyed  those  days.  I  know  I 
did.  We  came  to  know  each  other  more  and  more  and  to 
understand  each  other  better.  I  used  to  compare  the  Con- 
stance I  knew  with  the  Constance  I  had  always  pictured 
to  myself,  two  very  different  Constances,  indeed.  Constance 
as  I  imagined  she  was  must  be  a  bore,  as  I  knew^  her  she 
was  the  ideal  of  young  womanhood,  beautiful,  intelligent 
and  tactful.  We  enjoyed  horseback  rides  and  rode  much, 
for  she  was  a  fine  rider  and  sat  a  horse  with  all  the  grace 
and  ease  which  can  come  only  with  one's  knowing  how  to  ride 
well.  We  rode  everywhere,  over  the  plantation,  the  pas- 
tures, and  through  the  groves,  she  never  growing  tired  or 
dull  but  sharing  her  feelings  and  pleasures,  and  entering  in 
all  my  plans  with  a  sympathy  beautiful  to  see.  Still  she 
and  aunt  Jemima  were  as  constant  companions  as  ever  and 
I  know  they  delighted  in  their  work  among  the  flowers  and 
in  the  sewing  which  they  always  did  in  the  broad  verandah. 
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Constance  was  induced  to  stay  longer  than  she  intended, 
and  she  and  I  continued  to  be  as  good  friends  as  ever.  On 
cool  days  she  would  delight  to  come  in  the  study  where  we 
always  kept  a  fire  on  such  days.  Her  very  presence  was  an 
inspiration,  and  as  she  sat  and  worked  by  the  study  lamp, 
the  light  falling  on  her  beautiful  light  brown  hair,  I  won- 
dered that  I  had  never  known  woman  before.  And  how 
well  she  talked,  looking  at  you  with  deep  blue  eyes — eyes 
that  would  have  drawn  the  epithet  of  soulful  from  a 
poet — and  even  to  an  ordinary  mortal  caused  an  indescrib- 
able thrill  to  go  through  him,  leaving  him  far  better  and 
nobler  in  thought  and  purpose. 

It  was  soon  after  this  that  affairs  took  on  a  change.  Con- 
stance and  Aunt  Jemima  were  busy  at  the  house  looking 
after  some  fruit  canning.  It  was  a  fine  day  and  I  had  gone 
out  on  the  plantation  with  a  book  to  amuse  myself  with.  I 
was  on  a  small, grassy  ledge, deeply  absorbed  in  the  book,  when 
I  distinctly  remember  falling,  after_which  I  must  have  been 
for  a  long  while  unconscious.  Jose  came  along  much  later, 
quite  surprised  to  see  me  half  covered  up  with  dirt  and 
rocks,  and  carried  me  to  the  house  in  the  wagon. 

Aunt  Jemima  and  Constance, as  Jose  brought  me  in,  look- 
ed very  pale.  I  know  aunt  Jemima  did,  and  have  always 
hoped  Constance  did.  For  I  had  had  a  fall,  a  broken  arm 
and  leg  and  a  bruised  face.  But  I  was  carefully  and 
gently  looked  after.  The  bones  were  set  and  I  was  band- 
aged up  until  I  felt — and  am  sure  looked — like  an  Egyptian 
mummy.  But  Constance  put  on  the  bandages  and  she 
could  have  put  on  a  dozen  more  without  my  saying  a  any- 
thing except  '^Thank  you,"  if  she  only  would.  For  awhile 
I  was  in  great  pain,  but  soon  passed  beyond  that.  Con- 
stance had  been  much  in  the  room,  but  one  morning  she 
came  in  with  a  book.  "Anton,"  she  said,  "I  saw  where 
you  fell.  You  certainly  disturbed  the  scenery,  and  I  would 
have  given  anything  to  have  seen  you  decending." 

I  didn't  enjoy  this  just  then  so  very  much,  especially 
as  I  gave  my  arm  a  sharp  twist,  but  she  looked  so  innocent 
as  she  said  it,  I  couldn't  think  a  thing  of  it,  and  didn't. 


i6 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


She  was  unusually  pretty  that  morning  in  a  blue  waist  and 
that  wonderful  hair  so  beautiful.  She  wanted  to  know  if  I 
cared  to  be  read  to.  I  had  heard  her  read  a  little 
and  knew  just  what  it  was.  I  had  said  nothing  for  I  could 
hardly  realize  that  she  would  read  to  me.  So  she  asked  me 
again.    ''Do  I,"  I  asked,  "what  have  3^ou  in  your  hand." 

"Flute  and  Violin  Stories." 

And  she  began  to  read  the  first  one.  She  was  near  the 
window  and  I  could  see  her  as  she  read,  and  as  the  light  fell 
on  her  she  made  a  picture,  such  a  one  that  I  could  have  al- 
ways looked  upon,  enjoying  the  privilege  of  watching  her 
without  being  myself  caught  in  the  act.  As  she  occasionally 
turned  those  wondrous  eyes  toward  you,  lest  you  had  gone 
to  sleep,  you  knew  what  a  blessing  it  was  sometimes  to  have 
an  almost  fatal  fall.  And  how  dark  the  room  seemed  when 
she  had  finished  and,  how  long  it  seemed  until  the  mor- 
row, when  she  had  promised  the  "White  Cowl." 

But  finally  that  day  came  and  she  read  with  all  her  art 
that  touching  and  beautiful  storyand,  I  thought  its  pathos 
and  beauty  was  tenfold  increased.  I  had  never  before 
thought  how  much  my  life  had  been  increased  by  Con- 
stance's coming,  but  as  I  lay  there  listening  to  her  voice  I 
realized  it. 

The  orange  trees  were  in  bloom,  and  right  under  the  win- 
dow near  Constance  was  a  tree  covered  in  white.  The  fra- 
grance was  wafted  in  by  the  breeze  and  the  room  was  filled 
with  the  delicious  perfume.  I  was  entranced  and  caring 
nothing  for  what  aunt  Jemima  might  think,  I  interrupted 
Constance  in  the  middle  of  a  sentence.  I  didn't  know  what 
to  say,  but  finally  I  gasped  out,  "Constance,  the  orange  trees 
are  full  in  bloom."  Then  I  felt  like  a  great  awkward  fool. 
Constance  kept  on  reading  lower  than  before.  "What  would 
we  do  if  you  had  never  come  to  Naitoyah?  Don't  you  like  it  as 
well  as  the  States?  Won't  you  be  the  mistress  of  Naitoyah?" 
I  finally  said  with  feverish  ardour.  Constance  had  stopped 
reading  now,  and  she  loked  at  me  with  a  look  I  can  never 
forget,  for  she  came  to  me  and  bent  down  close  to  my  face: 

"Do  you  really  love  me,  Anton,"  and  her  hair  was  about 
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her  face.  But  before  I  could  answer  she  leaned  over,  and  as 
I  kissed  her  fondly  with  her  arms  around  my  neck,  I  knew 
the  day  was  won. 

It  was  a  glorious  autumn  day  and  Constance  and  I  were 
in  that;  queen  of  countries,  the  Blue  Grass  region  of  Ken- 
tucky. That  was  her  home.  From  there  she  went  to  Bos- 
ton, where  she  had  spent  her  childhood.  We  were  happy, 
happier  Constance  said  than  it  was  possible  for  mortals  to  be. 
We  were  in  the  state  where  the  "White  Cowe"  had  its 
scenes,  and  we  lived  over  in  our  imaginations  that  story 
whose  reading  was  the  making  of  one  man  at  least.  The 
horseback  ride  over  the  pike  was  delightful  and  brought 
back  memories  of  Naitoyah  and  those  happy  days,  and  there 
was  a  smile  of  peace  and  happiness  on  the  fair  face  of  Con- 
stance. 

''Anton,"  she  said,  "I  wonder  if  the  orange  tree  by  the 
window  is  in  bloom  ?" 

"We  shall  know  in  a  short  fortnight,  for  Naitoyah 
awaits  us." 

And  we  rode  on.  J.  Wai^tkr  Dickson. 


IS  THE  NEGRO  PERSECUTED? 


Fallacious  inferences  can  be  corrected  only  by  the  use  of 
rational  conclusions.  So  the  best  and  truest  way  to  justify 
the  negro  is  to  picture  things  just  as  they  have  been  and 
now  are.  When  the  negro  was  brought  over  to  America 
he  was  sold  just  as  an  article  of  value,  regardless  of  his 
human  nature,  and  when  slave-trading  was  introduced  into 
the  South  it  was  infested  with  one  of  the  greatest  evils 
which  visit  a  country.  The  South,  had  it  not  been  for  the 
maintenance  of  slavery  within  her  boundaries,  would  have 
been  as  rich  and  as  densely  populated  as  the  North.  But 
this  infamous  ignominy  will  ever  remain  a  stain  on  the  pages 
of  Southern  history. 

The  authority  of  our  government  is  most  assuredly 
founded  upon  the  consent  of  the  governed  ;  and  this  privi- 
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lege  ought  not  to  be  trifled  with,  not  even  when  the  subject 
matter  of  discussion  relates  to  the  people  of  a  territory- 
acquired  by  conquest.  All  men  have  an  equal  right  to  be 
consulted  in  matters  which  affect  them.  Yet  the  poor, 
down-trodden  negro  must  toil  day  after  day  for  his  unlawful 
master.  He  cannot  escape  this  tyranny,  being  weighted 
down  by  the  chains  of  oppression.  The  direct  object  of 
the  South  is  to  disfranchise  the  negro  ;  that  is  to  refuse 
him  the  privilege  of  participating  in  the  elections.  He  has 
no  representative  in  our  government ;  but  the  South,  not 
content  with  that,  is  laboring  for  the  final  extermination  of 
his  liberty  and  protection.  They  would  be  glad  to  reduce 
him  to  slavery  again;  but  as  long  as  the  Constitution" 
declares  that  "all  men  are  free  and  equal,"  slavery  shall  never 
exist  in  our  country.  If  disfranchisement  were  accomplished 
the  negro  would  be  only  a  person  in,  and  not  a  person  of,  the 
South.  Stripped  of  all  his  power  he  would  be  mere  force — 
be  subjected  to  the  mastery  of  the  white  man  without  the 
promise  of  protection.  The  South  claims  that  a  race  so 
ignorant  and  degraded  as  the  negro  race  should  not  be 
allowed  to  vote.  The  negro  can  only  advance  through  the 
instrumentality  of  the  white  man.  Who,  then,  is  the  cause 
of  this  inefficiency  on  the  part  of  the  negro  ?  If  the  South 
would  grant  just  privileges  to  the  negro  he  would  soon  show 
a  decided  improvement,  for  he  is  capable  of  learning.  He 
is  eager  to  get  an  education  in  order  to  be  allowed  some 
share  in  the  elections.  The  height  of  his  ambition  is  to  be 
civilized,  cultured  and  refined.  The  riots  which  have  been 
occasioned  by  the  negroes  were  planned,  not  by  the  edu- 
cated people  of  his  race,  but  by  the  ingenuity  of  some  in- 
famous white  men.  And  the  perpetrators  of  these  riots 
were  the  classes  of  ignorant  negroes.  If  these  ignorant  in- 
decorous negroes  had  been  educated  they  would  not  have 
listened  to  the  fallacious  speeches  made  by  these  men.  So 
it  is  really  an  advantage  to  the  white  man  to  educate  the 
negro.  The  negro  has  an  emotional  nature.  The  tendency 
of  every  race,  no  matter  how  degraded,  has  been  to  develop 
from  a  moral  and  social  standpoint.    We  can  judge  of  his 
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morality  by  his  conscientiousness  in  attending  the  services 
of  his  church  so  often.  He  goes  there  with  good  intentions; 
he  comes  away  with  some  new  thought.  And  another  good 
trait  of  his  religious  character  is  his  liberality  in  any  Chris- 
tian cause.  Every  man,  whether  white  or  black,  has  a  vein 
of  heroic  blood,  and  sooner  or  later  he  will  have  a  chance 
to  display  his  heroism.  When  the  approach  of  war  is  her- 
alded from  one  end  of  the  nation  to  another,  the  negro  race 
responds  to  the  call  to  arms  by  the  president  just  as  readily 
as  the  white  race.  Although  they  have  no  representative 
in  our  government,  yet  they  can  vote  and  they  take  pride 
in  devoting  their  services  to  their  country's  cause.  As  the 
education  of  the  negro  increases  his  sociality  is  augmented. 

The  history  of  the  world  proves  that  men  who  have  tasted 
liberty  know  its  true  value  and  resent  its  removal.  The 
negro,  if  personal  liberty  is  taken  from  him,  will  never  add 
anything  to  the  material  welfare  of  the  South,  nor  will  he 
augment  his  intellectual  growth.  The  negro  should  not 
be  merely  allowed  to  vote,  but  he  should  have  the  privilege 
of  exercising  his  freedom  in  proportion  to  his  intel- 
lectual developments.  No  race  can  enjoy  liberty  more 
than  those  enfranchised  negroes  of  the  South  did.  They 
valued  it  as  a  precious  boon,  and  they  would  be  willing  to 
shed  their  life-blood  for  the  maintenance  of  it.  The  para- 
mount objection  of  the  South  to  allowing  the  negro  to  vote 
is  that  he  might  try  to  place  himself  on  a  social  equality 
with  the  white  man.  It  is  certainly  wonderful  how  the 
free  negro  has  observed  the  race  distinctions  between  him- 
self and  the  white  man.  He  accepted  the  inference  that 
social  equality  had  not  been  a  part  of  the  transaction,  and 
he  kept  it.  The  interest  they  have  shown  in  the  upbuilding 
of  their  race,  and  the  preservation  of  law  and  order,  has 
marked  them  a  most  interesting  race.  And  the  great  in- 
terest they  have  manifested  in  the  system  of  public  schools 
deserves  a  note  of  worthy  commendation. 

Disfranchisement  would  materially  affect  the  negro  in  his 
moral,  industrial  and  intellectual  developments.  What  good 
could  the  colored  man  look  forward  to?    What  inducemen 
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would  there  be  for  him  to  strive  for  the  welfare  of  his  race? 
Simply  a  stage  of  degradation  lower  than  that  at  present,  the 
rights  and  privileges  which  a  free  man  should  enjoy  having 
been  refused  him  by  the  tyrannical  hands  of  oppression.  This 
effort  of  the  South  to  disfranchise  the  negro  was  merely  a 
play  of  partisan  politics  and  nothing  more-  The  negro  was 
allowed  to  vote  for  thirty  years,  and  the  South  flourished 
wonderfully  during  that  period. 

During  the  war  between  the  states  the  negro  demonstrated 
his  love  of  liberty  and  sincere  patriotism  by  composing  poems 
and  ballads,  the  discovery  of  which  would  have  meant  cer- 
tain death.  The  negro  has  a  soul.  He  can  think  and  feel 
as  well  as  we  can.  It  is  very  interesting  to  sit  around  the 
kitchen  fire  and  listen  to  some  war  tale  told  by  an  old  con- 
scientious darkey.  He  can  bring  out  the  pathetic  part  so 
forcibly  that  tes.r6  spring  to  your  eyes.  And  so  it  is  by  bear- 
ing the  cruelties  inflicted  upon  them  they  that  have  learned  one 
virtue  which  we  have  yet  to  learn — that  of  being  patient. 
When  Abraham,  lyincoln  by  his  Emancipation  Proclamation 
freed  the  negro  forever  from  the  bonds  of  slavery,  he 
proved  to  us  his  manhood,  his  nobleness  of  character.  Al- 
though some  writers  have  exaggerated  the  conditions  of  the 
negro  when  in  slavery,  and  have  erred  in  showing  the  true 
relation  between  master  and  slave,  yet  many  writers  have 
not  told  of  the  barbarous  cruelties  inflicted  upon  the  negro. 
It  is  the  hope  of  the  people  of  the  United  States  that  the 
South  will  stop  at  the  position  she  has  assumed.  To  go 
further  will  mean  regret,  shame  and  remorse  for  us. 

W.  K.  GrEBnb. 


A  SKETCH. 


It  is  Sunday  afternoon.  It  is  Indian  Summer.  What 
more  do  I,  who  was  reared  amid  the  loveliness  of  the  coun- 
try; who  was  taught,  unconsciously,  to  admire  and  to  love 
that  loveliness;  whose  spare  hours  were  spent,  oftentimes, 
in  wandering  over  the  hills  and  hollows,  and  listening  to  the 
chirping  of  grasshoppers  and  crickets  and  katydids;  whose 
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Sunday  afternoons  were  spent,  oftentimes,  lying  on  the 
green  hill,  watching  the  cottony  clouds  sailing  over  the  gold- 
tinted  sky,  and  listening,  near  the  gloaming,  to  the  lonely, 
dreary  moan  of  the  autumn  wind,  as  it  stole  the  dead  leaves 
from  their  homes  in  the  forest  near  by,  and  bore  them  gently 
down  to  their  graves  in  the  meadow;  who  wandered  alone 
but  not  lonely,  by  the  brookside,  and  watched  for  the  first 
brown  leaf  that  its  current  should  float  down;  who  noticed 
that  the  stream  in  autumn  took  the  death-color  of  the  leaves; 
who  saw  with  sorrow  that  the  birth-places  of  the  birds  were 
graves  for  the  leaves;  who  listened  eagerly,  but  in  vain,  for 
the  gay  songs  of  the  birds,  that,  it  seemed,  had  gone  away 
to  avoid  witnessing  the  death  of  the  flowers — what  more  do 
I  need  to  know,  in  order  to  know  that  the  country 
is  beautiful,  than  that  it  is  Sunday  afternoon  in  Indian  Sum- 
mer? 

Four  years  ago  I  lived  here  in  the  country,  and  noticed  all 
the  manifold  changes  in  the  appearance  of  the  landscapes, 
caused  by  the  changing  seasons.  There  were  places  in  the 
woods  then  that  seemed  almost  like  home  to  me;  some  of 
them  were  so  constantly  in  my  mind  as  to  require  particular 
names.  Such  were:  "The  Log,"  "The  Maples,"  "The  Ivy 
Spring,"  and  "The  Split  Rock."  Some  of  these  places  I 
shall  visit  this  afternoon,  and  shall  jot  down  some  of  the 
pleasant  memories  that  will  be  sure  to  rush  upon  me.  Per- 
haps I  shall  be  somewhat  sentimental;  perhaps  I  shall  be 
silly;  but  this  may  be  allowed  for  one  short  afternoon. 

As  I  slowly  walk  along  the  paths  that  were  worn  in  my 
childhood,  on  every  side  there  are  objects  that  are  familiar  to 
me,  and  that  claim  my  attention.  There  is  the  old  log 
across  the  brook,  on  which  we  built  a  dam,  forming  a  pond 
for  us  to  play  in  (for  we  were  boys).  A  few  feet  above,  jut- 
ting out  from  the  hillside,  is  an  old  rock  with  a  crevice  un- 
der its  shelving  edge.  There  was  always  (for  us)  a  fox  in 
that  rock,  but  strange  to  say,  we  could  never  see  him,  nor 
get  any  of  our  big  brothers  to  help  "twist  him  out."  Per- 
haps he  is  there  yet;  but  certainly  the  place  does  not  look  as 
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much  like  a  fox  den  now  as  it  did  then.  What  has  changed 
the  place(?)  so  much  since  then? 

There  are  familiar  trees  of  every  kind  on  every  side. 
Some  of  them  look  very  much  the  same  as  when  I  saw  them 
in  the  long  ago.  The  tall  old  poplar  is  the  same  height,so  far 
as  I  can  measure.  But  the  old  white  oak]that  stood  near  by, 
that  always  seemed  the  greenest  of  all  the  trees, in  the  spring, 
has  been  struck  by  lightning,  and,  to  my  surprise,  proves  to 
have  been  only  a  hollow  trunk.  How  could  this  heart- 
less tree  cast  as  dense  a  shadow  as  any  in  the  wood?  Why 
did  the  lightning  strike  this  one,  instead  of  the  tall,  sound 
poplar  near  by?  Is  the  wrath  of  God  always  visited  upon 
those  of  His  creatures  that  are  vain  and  heartless  and  preten- 
tious, as  thus  upon  this  tree?  Is  there  a  lesson  for  me  in 
this? 

But  among  all  the  trees,  the  beeches  are  the  most  interest- 
ing to  me.  Why  are  they  are  all  so  scarred?  One  unaccus- 
tomed to  the  sight  might  pass  it  by  unnoticed;  but  not  I.  For 
where  did  I  learn  the  letters  of  my  name?  It  was  here  on 
the  smooth  bark  of  "My  Beech,"  where  my  brother  carefully 
cut  each  letter,  and  taught  me  the  name  of  each.  They  are 
only  scars  now,  like  those  on  all  the  other  beeches  near  by. 
Every  beech  tree  is  covered  with  initials,  for  every  boy  in 
the  community  carved  his  name  on  at  least  one  of  them. 

Here  is  a  name  almost  grown  out  of  recognition,  that  was 
never  finished.  It  looks  something  like  this:  ALBERT 
BRYA.  Perhaps  as  he  was  intent  upon  his  work,  his  dog 
*  "treed"  something  in  another  part  of  the  woods,  and  his  at- 
tention was  turned  to  that;  or  perhaps  a  squirrel  being  de- 
ceived by  Albert's  being  so  quiet,  and  thinking  that  he  had 
left  the  woods,  came  out,  and  making  his  presence  known 
by  "barking,"  drew  the  carver  from  his  work;  or  perhaps 
he  broke  his  jack-knife;  or  perhaps — I  had  almost  said  per- 
haps his  mother  called  him;  but  I  am  afraid  Albert  would 
have  finished  even  if  she  had. 

And  here,  close  by  the  school  house  spring,  is  Tom  God- 
dard's  name.  What  memories  crowd  upon  me  when  I  think 
of  that  boy!    He  and  I  were  chums  in  the  old  school  near 
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here.  How  well  do  I  remember  the  very  day  when  when  we 
brought  the  old  school  bucket  down  to  the  spring,  and  he 
borrowed  my  knife  to  cut  his  name  on  this  tree.  Here  it  is. 
It  has  been  nearly  six  years  since  it  was  done, but  it  is  nearly 
as  plain  as  at  first.  But,  growing  from  within  the  letters, 
has  come  a  scant  black  moss  over  them,  clinging  to  the  bark. 
It  looks  as  if  the  name  were  draped  in  mourning.  Tom  God- 
dard  died  many  months  ago. 

Many  other  suggestive  names  I  find  on  the  beeches,  and 
some  of  persons  of  whom  I  do  not  remember  ever  to  have 
heard.  Where  are  all  these  noisy  boys  now?  Some  of  the 
names  carved  here  are  carved  a  thousand  times  more  perma- 
nently in  the  hearts  of  their  fellow  men — and  some  are  not. 
Some  are  carved  on  the  marble  of  church  yards — and  some 
are  not.  Some  are  written  in  the  "I^amb's  Book  of  L^ife" — 
and  some  are  not. 

But  the  sun  is  going  down.  I  am  at  the  foot  of  a  hill  gen- 
tly sloping  toward  the  west.  The  September  sunset  clothes 
the  dying  leaves  with  a  hue  that  is  dulled  by  attempting  to 
fit  it  to  words.  Not  a  breath  of  air  is  stirring.  Kvery  gold- 
en leaf  seems  fixed  in  its  position,  and  just  now  as  the  shad- 
ow of  the  opposite  hill  mounts  to  the  top  of  this  one,  and 
throws  all  into  shadows,  the  pale  full  moon  rises  over  the 
crest  of  the  eastward  rising  hill.  But  I  must  go  and  leave 
those  beloved  haunts 

Tomorrow  I  return  to  my  city  home,  and  the  next  day  I 
go  to  college.  If,  when  I  am  far  from  these  scenes,  these 
little  notes  may  serve  to  bring  to  my  remembrance  a  touch 
of  the  high  and  noble  feelings  that  I  have  experienced  here 
among  the  haunts  of  my  childhood,  I  shall  not  consider 
this  Indian  Summer  Sunday  afternoon  spent  amiss. 

Thcmas  H.  Dani^i.. 


WASHINGTON  IRVINE 


In  the  city  of  New  York,  April  3,  1783,  the  hearts  of  a 
father  and  mother  were  gladdened  by  the  appearance  of  a 
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tiny  babe  into  their  home.  The  babe  was  born,  as  will  be 
seen  from  the  date,  just  after  General  Washington,  with 
his  invincible  army,  had  fought  and  conquered  Cornwallis 
at  Yorktown;  so  a  name  was  soon  found  for  the  new  comer — 
he  was  to  be  called  Washington  Irving,  It  is  related  that 
General  Washington  once  went  into  a  store  in  which  the 
Scotch  nurse  was  standing,  and  she,  eagerly  holding  out 
the  little  fellow,  said,  "This  bairn  is  named  after  you." 
Whereupon  General  Washington  laid  his  hand  upon  the 
babe's  head  and  blessed  him.  Little  did  General  Washing- 
ton think  that  his  namesake  whom  he  had  blessed  would 
some  day  be  called  the  father  of  our  literature,  just  as  he 
himself  is  called  the  father  of  our  country.  But  neverthe- 
less it  was  true,  for  Washington  Irving  attained  in  his  writ- 
ings such  clearness  and  beauty  of  style  that  he  surpasses  in 
these  respects  all  other  American  writers.  But  the  boy  was 
not  very  studious ;  he  seemed  to  have  a  perfect  aversion  to 
solving  problems  in  arithmetic,  though  he  was  very  fond  of 
reading,  and  also  delighted  very  much  in  writing.  So  he 
would  write  compositions  for  his  schoolmates,  and  they  in 
turn  would  work  examples  for  him.  This  was  the  way  in 
which  his  irregular  school  life  was  passed  ;  though,  as  he 
said,  his  parents  were  very  strict  disciplinarians.  Being 
exceedingly  delicate  he  was  not  made  to  go  to  school  regu- 
larly, so  he  spent  a  good  deal  of  his  time  wandering  around 
his  father's  farm  with  his  dog  and  gun.  Years  afterward 
he  showed  that  these  days  were  not  idled  away,  for  he  de- 
scribed his  wanderings  so  charmingly  and  told  such  beautiful 
legends  of  the  old  hills  and  brooks  that  we  know  that  he 
was  seeing  and  listening  as  well  as  hunting  game. 

He  continued  thus  until  he  was  sixteen  years  of  age, 
when  he  was  put  into  the  law  office  of  Mr.  J.  O.  Hoffman 
to  study  law.  But  it  seems  that  he  learned  more  love  than 
law,  for  he  soon  was  engaged  to  Miss  Matilda,  the  charming 
daughter  of  Mr.  Hoffman,  in  whose  company  he  passed  many 
delightful  afternoons.  But  the  one  whom  he  loved  so  dearly 
was  soon  to  pass  away,  and  he  was  to  be  left  in  this  cold, 
unfriendly  world  with  a  broken  heart.    Her  death  at  six- 
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teen  cast  a  gloom  over  his  whole  life,  and  he  preferred  to  go 
unmarried  the  rest  of  his  days  rather  than  soil  the  love  that 
he  had  for  her. 

His  extreme  sorrow  may  have  injured  his  health,  for 
since  her  death  he  had  steadily  grown  weak  and  weaker 
until  now,  at  the  age  of  twenty-one,  he  was  pitiably  ema- 
ciated. So  his  family  decided  to  send  him  to  Europe  to  see 
if  traveling  abroad  would  not  benefit  his  health.  When  the 
time  came  for  him  to  go  he  was  so  pale  and  thin  that  his 
relatives  thought  they  were  bidding  him  farewell  for  the  last 
time,  for  they  never  expected  to  see  him  alive  again.  Even 
the  captain  said,  referring  to  him,  that  there  was  a  boy  who 
would  go  overboard  before  they  reached  the  other  shore. 
But  he  stood  the  trip  well  and  seemed  to  improve.  He 
spent  two  delightful  years  in  England,  France,  Italy  and 
Switzerland.  While  he  was  over  there  he  determined  to  be 
a  painter,  but  when  he  returned  to  this  country  three  days' 
trial  gave  him  enough. 

He  now  began  to  write  a  number  of  satirical  letters  to  a 
local  paper,  to  which  he  signed  the  name  "Jhonathan  Old- 
style."  He  continued  to  pass  his  life  in  this  way  until  he 
at  last  became  tired  of  doing  nothing,  so  he  endeavored  to 
learn  commercial  arithmetic  in  order  that  he  might  help  his 
brothers  in  their  business.  But  the  boy  who  hated  arith- 
metic so  thoroughly  when  at  school,  found  now,  although 
he  was  a  man,  that  he  had  not  yet  cultivated  a  taste  for  it. 
So  he  at  last  gave  it  up  in  disgust. 

Now  he  begins  his  life-work  in  earnest,  and  joins  with 
his  two  brothers  in  printing  a  periodical  called  Salmagundi ^ 
an  Italian  name  which  signifies  "a  mixture"  or  "a  hash." 
This  periodical  was  a  great  deal  like  The  Spectator,  as  it 
contained  a  great  many  essays  and  tales  and  its  purpose  was 
that  of  reforming  the  town.  Some  twenty  copies  sufiiced 
to  give  the  publishers  enough,  so  the  paper  was  discontinued. 

Meanwhile  Washington  Irving  had  been  trying  to  decide 
whether  or  not  he  could  write  a  mock  history  of  New  York 
which  would  contain  a  description  of  the  manners  and  cus- 
toms of  the  early  Dutch  inhabitants.    When  a  boy  he  had 
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frequently  visited  the  Dutch  portion  of  the  town,  and  had 
in  consequence  collected  in  his  memory  a  great  manj^  tales 
which  w^ere  very  interesting.  So,  representing  himself  as 
Diedrich  Knickerbocker,  a  Dutchman,  he  wrote  a  book 
w^hich  he  called  the  History  of  N'ew  York,  hy  Deidrich 
Knickerbocker.  This  book  is  given  up  to  be  the  most  hu- 
morous ever  written.  The  Dutch  were  not  so  well  pleased 
with  it,  for  it  made  more  fun  of  their  ancestors  than  they 
liked  ;  but  his  kindliness  kept  him  from  ever  giving  an  in- 
tentional wound;  *'he  tickled  with  the  feather  of  playful 
wit,  but  never  stabbed  with  the  dagger  of  scornful  hate." 

About  this  time  the  Irving  brothers  needed  some  one  to 
send  to  Europe  to  look  after  their  business  ;  Washington 
w^as  the  one  to  be  sent,  as  he  needed  all  the  recreation  he 
could  get.  So  he  went  to  Europe  and  was  received  by  all 
with  open  arms,  becoming  particularly  familiar  with  Moore, 
Coleridge  and  Byron,  who  w^ere  glad  to  welcome  him  and 
make  his  stay  as  pleasant  as  possible.  He  spent  three  happy 
years  surrounded  by  admiring  friends,  but  they  were  ab- 
ruptly ended  by  the  failure  of  the  firm  of  the  Irving  broth- 
ers. This  was  indeed  a  fortunate  failure  for  American 
readers,  for  he  now  determined  to  do  everything  to  make 
life  a  success. 

He  now  refused  all  sorts  of  government  offers  to  begin 
his  Sketch  Book,  his  best  and  best  known  work.  This  is  a 
very  interesting  book,  very  appropriately  named,  consisting 
as  it  does  of  romances,  sketches  and  essays.  The  most 
famous  work  of  this  book  is  the  story  of  Rip  Van  Winkle, 
while  the  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow  and  the  essays  West- 
minster Abby  and  Stratford-on-Avon  are  also  very  charming. 
Bracehridge  Hall  and  Tales  of  a  Traveler  were  the  produc- 
tions of  the  next  five  years.  His  next  four  books  were 
written  during  a  three-years  stay  in  Spain,  and  were  of  a 
diffeient  character,  except  The  Alhamhra,  which  is  a  de- 
scription of  a  wonderful  old  Moorish  castle. 

His  first  solid  work  was  a  Life  of  Columbus,  which 
brought  him  $18,000.  He  now  ceased  to  write  short  stories 
and  devoted  his  time  to  writing  complete  books.  About 
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this  time  he  was  recalled  from  Spain  by  our  government  to 
be  Secretary  of  I^egation  at  I^ondon.  Here  he  was  the 
recipient  of  much  applause  and  many  honors,  yet  in  the 
midst  of  all  this  he  sighed  for  home.  So  he  came  back  to 
New  York  after  an  absence  of  seventeen  years. 

He  spent  his  last  thirteen  years  at  Sunnyside,  near  Tar- 
rytown,  on  the  Hudson.  He  described  his  little  house  as 
"a  little  old-fashioned  stone  mansion,  all  made  up  of  gable- 
ends,  and  as  full  of  angles  and  corners  as  an  old  cocked  hat." 
His  widowed  sister  and  her  three  daughters  lived  with  him 
at  Sunnyside.  Rich  and  highly  honored,  he  was  now  drawing 
near  the  time  when  he  was  to  leave  this  scene  of  strife  and 
go  to  a  happier  clime.  During  these  peaceful  years  he  wrote 
the  Life  oj  Washington^  his  longest  work,  and  also  a  biog- 
raphy of  Goldsmith.  But  ill  health  at  last  made  him  lay 
down  his  pen,  and  on  a  beautiful,  calm  night,  as  his  niece 
was  smoothing  down  his  pillow,  he  exclaimed,  ''When  will 
this  end  ?"  Immediately  the  silver  chord  was  loosed  and 
the  soul  took  its  flight  to  the  God  who  had  given  it.  He 
died  on  the  28th  of  November,  1859. 

I..  Q.  Crum,  '^tr^ 
  'OZ 


'AGNES  OF  GLASGOW-'^ 


C  is  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  interesting  inland 

towns  in  the  State.  With  it  are  associated  many  historic 
events  of  a  very  interesting  nature;  it  being  the  scene  of  an 
old  battleground,  where  country-men  shed  their  life  blood  in 
defense  of  their  homes  and  their  liberties.  This  battle- 
ground was  once  the  headquarters  of  Cornwallis  while  he 
was  in  Carolina;  but  these  battle  grounds  have  long  perished, 
having  fallen  prey  to  the  devastations  of  war.  With  this 
old  battle-ground  there  is  connected  a  true  romantic  story, 
which  has  been  repeated  around  many  family  fire-sides  in 
South  Carolina. 

When  the  colonies  revolted  against  their  mother  country, 
Great  Britain,  she  was  already  engaged  in  a  bloody  and  ex- 


28 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


pensive  war,  and  England  was  forced  to  draw  from  every 
resource  for  men.  It  reminds  us  of  the  Roman  wars, when  cit- 
izens were  conscripted  when  they  did  not  respond  to  the  call 
"to  arms." 

With  this  state  of  affairs  existing  in  England,  at  this 
time,  a  brave  young  man  who  was  betrothed  to  a  fair  and 
beautiful  girl,  was  taken  away  from  her  side.  He  was  sent 
with  Cornwallis'  army  to  America,  and  the  only  thought 
this  brokenhearted  girl  entertained,  was  that  she  would  nev- 
er see  her  lover  alive  again.  Month  after  month  sped  by, 
and  yet  no  encouraging  reports  of  him  reached  her.  I^etter 
after  letter  from  him  tended  only  to  make  the  poor  girl  wild 
with  suffering  and  frantic  with  despair.  In  her  heart  she 
made  a  resolve,  that  she  would  see  her  lover  again,  even  it 
cost  her  life. 

I/iving  in  one  of  the  largest  seaport  towns  of  England, 
she  had  been  accustomed  to  watch  the  huge  transports,  as 
they  embarked  for  America,  carrying  reinforcements  to  the 
British  forces  across  the  Atlantic.  She  went  to  the  captain 
of  one  of  the  large  magnificent  vessels,  and  told  her  sad  sto- 
ry. He  was  a  tender-hearted  man,  and  his  heart  was  touch- 
ed, so  he  gave  her  permission  to  accompany  him  on  his  next 
voyage. 

In  the  meantime  she  made  a  few  ^necessary  preparations, 
and  on  the  following  week  she  set  out  for  America.  Corn- 
wallis' army  at  this  time  was  encamped  at  C  ,  which  w^as 

about  144  miles  from  the  nearest  seaport  town  of  Carolina. 
She  landed  at  this  seaport  town,  and  for  a  few  trinkets  and 
coins,  she  was  rowed  up  the  river,  in  an  Indian  canoe,  un- 
til she  reached  her  destination. 

We  might  well  imagine  the  joy  and  gladness  that  filled  her 
heart  as  she  saw  in  the  distance,  the  camp  of  Cornwallis, 
where  she  believed  her  lover  to  be.  On  reaching  the  camp 
she  found  her  lover,  but  alas!  lying  at  the  point  of  death. 
Through  the  long  and  weary  marches  of  the  General's  cam- 
paign, he  had  taken  scarlet  fever,  and  it  was  the  general 
opinion  of  his  comrades  that  he  would  not  live  many  more 
days.    But  this  bright-eyed  girl  \^  as  now  at  his  side,  and 
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her  presence  was  a  source  of  much  encouragement.  It  helped 
him  more  than  any  medical  attention  could  do  for  him.  He 
was  convalescent,  and  day  after  day  he  grew  stronger,  until 
at  last  he  was  able  to  leave  his  palate  of  straw. 

He  had  hardly  recovered  from  this  terrible  disease,  before 
she  was  stricken  down  with  this  same  destroying  fever.  She 
gradually  grew  worse,  and  all  that  was  done  for  her  seemed 
to  be  but  in  vain.  At  last  she  died  of  scarlet  fever,  and  was 
buried  in  the  old  Quaker  cemetery,  but  her  resolve  had  been 
fulfilled  and  her  purpose  had  been  accomplished.  At  the 
head  of  the  simple  mound  of  earth,  there  is  a  stone.  On  it 
is  cut  in  rude  letters,  her  name.  This  work  was  done  by 
him  for  the  one  who  had  sought  him  across  the  Atlantic,  for 
which  journey  she  had  suffered,  and  even  given  up  her 
life. 

These  letters  today  are  worn,  but  are  yet  distinguishable. 
Here  are  the  letters:  '*A-g-n-e-s,''  and  she  is  known  to  us 
today,  by  those  who  have  written  of  her  devotion  and  suffer- 
ing, as  "Agnes  of  Glascow." 

^J.  B.  Vaughan,  Jr.,  1904. 
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Editorial  DepaftiTieiite 

Thomas  H.  DanieI/,  Editor. 


In  Just  now,  it  would  seem,  is  the  ideal  time 

Mid-^CllntCl**    of  the  college  year  for  good,  honest  work. 

In  the  early  part  of  the  year  the  attention  of 
most  of  the  students  is  directed  in  some  degree  to  football, 
and  in  the  Spring  the  baseball  season  claims  some  of  the 
students'  inteiest.  But  now,  when  the  evenings  are  so  long, 
and  the  weather  often  uninviting,  the  boys  have  little  to 
attract  them  out  of  doors.  The  pleasantest  place  that  can 
be  found  is  around  the  fireside,  and  the  pleasantest  way  for 
him  to  occupy  his  time  is  with  his  books. 

I^et  us  who  enjoy  the  rare  privilege,  the  privilege  which 
no  other  persons  have  ever  enjoyed,  of  attending  college 
in  the  twentieth  century,  get  the  very  fullest  results  from 
that  privilege  ;  let  us  who  have  the  opportunity  of  getting 
Sttch  great  good  out  of  the  excellent  library  of  Wofford 
College  spend  much  of  our  time  in  reading  ;  let  us  who 
have  felt  tendencies  to  spend  our  evenings  in  visiting 
fellow-students,  when  they  perhaps  would  have  preferred 
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to  be  left  alone  with  their  studies,  make  additional  efforts 
to  check  these  tendencies.  Let  us  all,  in  a  word,  heep  the 
many  good  resolutions  that  we  have  made  at  the  beginning 
of  the  new  year  and  of  the  new  century. 

J' 

"Che  There  has  been  a  decided  awakening  in 

CoUegfC*  recent  years  throughout  the  South,  and 
especially  in  South  Carolina,  on  the  sub- 
ject of  industrial  education,  or  practical  education.  Insti- 
tutions offering  courses  of  a  technological  character  have 
been  rapidly  established;  and  their  students  have  almost 
invariably  been  fortunate  enough  to  secure  lucrative  posi- 
tions on  account  of  the  great  industrial  progress  of  our 
section  of  country. 

This,  we  think,  is  a  very  good  sign  of  the  times.  The 
technological  institute  is  one  of  the  most  important  factors 
in  the  "marvelous  progress  of  the  South,"  which  the  sopho- 
mores like  so  much  to  speak  and  write  about.  There  is 
no  doubt  that  such  institutions  are  necessary  for  the  con- 
tinuation of  this  progress,  and  the  continuation  of  this  prog- 
ress is  becoming  known  as  the  salvation  of  the  South.  So 
we  believe  that  the  institute  of  practical  education  has  a 
distinct  and  important  mission  to  perform  in  the  *  'problem 
of  life." 

But  last  June  we  heard  a  most  excellent  sermon  at  the 
auditorium  of  Converse  College,  by  Dr.  Lyman  Abbott. 
His  text  was  the  passage,  "Where  there  is  no  vision  the 
people  perish."  Dr.  Abbott  showed,  in  a  very  striking 
way,  that  all  the  wonderful  skill  of  the  hand,  in  architect- 
ure, painting,  sculpture,  and  in  the  construction  and  manip- 
ulation of  the  wonderful  machinery  which  the  nineteenth 
century  gave  to  us,  was  necessarily  preceded,  in  every  in- 
stance, by  a  mental  vision  of  the  proposed  work.  And  he 
showed,  further,  that  the  skill  must  necessarily  follow  the 
vision,  and  is  therefore  dependent  upon  the  vision.  This 
brings  us  to  what  we  wish  to  say  about  the  province  of  the 
literary  college. 

Since  the  mental  vision  is  the  first  requisite,  and  since  so 
much  depends    upon  it,  it  necessarily    follows   that  the 
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most  important  institutions  are  those  which  aid  in  any  way 
in  the  training  and  development  of  the  mind.  Upon  the 
training  afforded  by  these  institutions  rests  the  whole  system 
of  industrial  education.  In  general,  the  province  of  the 
literary  college  is  to  broaden  and  deepen  the  mind  on  all 
subjects,  and  to  sharpen  its  powers  of  vision  and  perception; 
while  the  province  of  the  technological  school  is  to  execute 
the  plans  and  purposes  which  are  the  outcome  of  the  mind 
thus  broadened  and  deepened.  Thus  it  appears  that  the 
future  of  our  country's  civilization  and  progress  of  every 
kind  depends  upon  the  literary  college. 

Taking  this  view,  it  would  seem  plausible  for  one  to  be- 
lieve, judging  from  the  recent  decided  tendency  in  favor  of 
industrial  education,  that  there  is  a  danger  of  neglecting 
the  literary  colleges  of  the  country  to  such  a  degree  as  to 
affect  seriously  the  condition  of  our  country  in  the  future. 
But  we  believe  that  a  very  great  portion  of  the  importance 
bestowed  upon  the  industrial  colleges  is  due  to  their  nov- 
elty, and  to  the  fact  that  persons  who  are  the  possessors 
of  an  industrial  training  are  able  to  secure  positions  which 
pay  better  salaries  than  are  given  to  teachers  and  others 
who  have  only  a  literary  education.  And  we  believe  that 
there  will  be  a  reaction  before  many  years  have  passed, 
when  the  undue  importance  of  industrial  institutions  will 
assume  more  rational  proportions,  and  a  larger  share  of  in- 
terest will  be  felt  in  literary  education.  Then,  when  the 
novelty  of  the  "fad"  of  industrial  education  has  worn  off, 
the  literary  institution  and  the  institution  of  practical  train- 
ing will  assume  their  proper  relations  to  each  other,  and 
the  training  offered  by  each  will  be  the  complement  of  that 
offered  by  the  other;  and  the  work  of  these  combined  agencies 
will  give  to  us  asolid  and  substantial  progress  which  could 
never  be  derived  from  either  of  the  agencies  working  singly. 

But  the  more  important  of  the  two  is  the  literary  college  ; 
for  "Where  there  is  no  vision  the  people  perish." 

J' 

H  SuggcstiOtl     The    fact    that  all    colleges    of  any 
Hbout  Reading,    pretensions  are  provided  with   more  or 
less  extensive  libraries  is  an  admission 
of  the  fact  that  college  authorities  recognize  the  importance 
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to  Students  of  reading.  All  professors  who  are  not  '  'cranks' ' 
on  the  particular  branches  which  they  teach  are  willing  to 
make  some  allowance  in  time  to  their  students  for  use  in 
reading.  Many  teachers  are  so  kind  as  to  suggest  courses 
of  reading  to  their  students — courses  not  bearing  directl}^ 
on  the  branches  which  they  teach.  And  of  course  the 
teacher  is  a  far  better  judge  of  what  kind  of  reading  will 
be  beneficial  to  a  student  than  is  a  student  himself. 

But  there  are  many  students  who  prefer  to  read  books  of 
their  own  choice,  because,  perhaps,  they  want  to  feel  inde- 
pendent of  the  teacher,  or  because  they  can  choose  books 
more  interesting  than  are  those  selected  by  the  professor. 

It  is  rather  a  misfortune,  we  think,  that  so  often  among 
students  the  question  of  benefit  is  completely  subordinated  to 
the  question  of  interest,  in  the  choice  of  reading.  They  read 
books  for  entertainment,  with  no  thought  as  to  whether  or 
not  they  will  receive  any  real  good  from  them.  The  recent 
historical  (?)  novels  which  are  so  popular  just  now,  are 
eagerly  read,  although  the  history  in  them  is  not  worth  the 
trouble  of  reading  them,  and  there  is  no  delineation  of 
character  in  them  that  can  favorably  compare  with  that  in 
other  historical  novels  in  which  there  is  also  some  real  his- 
tory. The  principal  claim  which  these  popular  books  have 
on  the  public  mind  is  to  be  explained  by  the  fact  that  they 
are  filled  from  beginning  to  end  with  accounts  of  thrilling 
adventures,  often  very  unreal.  Some  of  them  contain  a 
sufiicient  amount  of  adventure  to  supply  a  dozen  novels,  if 
used  in  the  right  proportions. 

We  do  not  believe  that  it  is  well  for  students  to  read  all 
these  books  that  are  so  popular,  when  they  have  every  op- 
portunity to  read  the  really  great  books  of  history  and 
biography,  which  will  impart  to  them  knowledge  of  a  sub- 
stantial kind — knowledge  that  will  be  of  use  to  them  through- 
out life. 


O^Ghange  Department. 

D.  L.  Guy,  Editor. 

Comparatively  few  magizines  had  reached  us  before  the 
hollidays,  but  on  our  return  we  found  our  desk  loaded  down. 
There  is  a  decided  improvement  in  the  December  numbers. 
We  hope  to  see  this  kept  up.  The  new  century  will  demand 
our  every  effort.  I^et  each  student  use  his  best  talents  for  a 
live  college  journal. 

"The  Advancement  of  lyearning,"  in  the  Southern  Presby- 
terian University  Journal^  is  an  excellent  article*  It  shows 
deep  thought  and  study.  Such  an  article  adds  much  value 
to  a  journal,  and  we  were  not  surpried  to  find  the  author  edi- 
tor-in-chief. 

A  neat  and  attractive  magazine  comes  to  us  monthly  from 
Charhston  College,  It  is  a  small  journal,  but  always  con- 
tains good  readable  matter.  "Pastels"  and  "Broke,"  reflect 
credit  upon  the  writers. 

The  Tennessee  University  Magazine  is  an  ideal  on^.  It  is  full 
of  good  poetry.  The  stories  and  essays  indicate  thoughtful 
consideration  and  careful  study.  No  department  is  any  way 
lacking. 

The  literary  department  of  the  Emory  and  Henry  Era  is 
especially  attractive.  The  editorial  department  is  short  but 
very  good. 

Hoping  that  the  magazines  will  keep  up  their  present 
standard,  we  aweit  the  coming  of  the  first  numbers  of  the 
New  Year. 


AMBITION. 

Hast  thou  ne'er  thought  of  all  the  nameless  dead 
Whom  age  on  age  has  laid  in  earth's  dark  bed; 
The  countless  millions  who  did  live  and  love 
And  laugh  and  weep  and  worship  One  above; 
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Who  fought  the  fight  and  won  the  self -same  race 
Which  led,  as  leads  it  now,  to  that  vast  space, 
Eternity?  In  blindness  did  they  die 
And  cease  to  be — as  must  both  you  and  I. 
They  felt  the  passions'  impulse  good  and  bad 
And  found  life  sweet  and  bitter,  glad  and  sad; — 
And  yet  each  passing  shower  doth  pelt  their  dust 
And  mix  in  well  to  form  a  richer  crust. 
My  God!    I  would  not  be  as  these.    I  crave 
A  name  remembered  and  a  known  grave. 

—  Carl  HolUdoy. 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 


The  hills  are  sleeping.    Scarcly  I  discern 

Their  hazy  margin  through  the  dreaming  trees; 

They  sleep,  but  listen  !    Hear  a  little  breeze, 

A  teU-tale  breeze,  showeth  a  goblin  turn 

To  publish  how  the  far  frost  still  and  stern 

Fetters  the  night;  the  twigs  crack  as  they  freeze  ! 

Save  that  the  wakeful  airs  tiptoeing  tease 

The  slumbrous  boughs,  all  sleep;  nor  any  yearn 

Toward  the  sweet  brooding  moon,  but  she  must  shed 

Her  general  benediction  on  forever, 

Being  unthanked  forever;  the  stars  shiver 

At  their  eternal  watch;  sleepless  overhead. 

The  still  pellucid  heavens,  while  east  and  west 

The  earth  still  sleepeth  and  the  hills  have  rest. 

—  Wesleyan  Literature, 


WHAT  A  LOIR, 

There  was  a  young  girl  in  the  choir, 
Whose  voice  rose  hior  and  hior, 

'Till  it  reached  such  a  height, 

It  was  clear  out  of  sight, 
And  they  found  it  next  day  in  the  spoir. 

— Exchange. 


Local  Department. 


M.  AuiyD,  Editor. 


The  Christmas  holidays  are  over  and  gone,  and  the  boys 
are  all  back  at  their  work.  It  will  be  hard  to  settle  down 
to  the  routine  work  after  such  a  Christmas  as  the  most  of 
us  had;  but  what  must  be  done,  must  be  done,  and  there  is 
no  help  for  it. 

On  account  of  the  smallpox  scare,  which,  by  the  way, 
was  very  much  exaggerated,  the  faculty  pushed  the  exam- 
inations together,  and  for  several  days  some  of  the  classes 
had  the  delight  of  standing  two  a  day.  A  longer  vacation 
than  usual  was  a  great  inspiration,  however,  and  under  its 
magic  influence  the  time  soon  rolled  by,  and  Monday  the 
17th  saw  a  hundred  and  eighty-five  happy  boys. 

All  the  boys  report  a  glorious  time,  and  never  during 
our  course  do  we  remember  having  seen  the  boys  so  tardy  in 
returning.  We  cannot  but  think  that  with  many  of  them 
there  was  a  stronger  attraction  than  the  mere  fact  of  being 
at  home.    Such  is  the  way  of  life,  however. 

Now  that  the  new  year  and  new  century  have  begun,  we 
trust  that  every  one  has  returned  determined  to  make  this 
first  session  of  the  century  the  best  in  the  history  of  the 
college.  We  all  love  old  Wofford,  and  we  ought  each  one 
strive  to  make  this  year  a  glorious  one.  We  can  do  it;  we 
must  do  it. 


PRESTON  SOQETY* 

At  the  regular  meeting  of  the  Preston  Society  on  the  5th 
steps  were  taken  to  liquidate  the  debt  resting  on  the  society. 
The  matter  was  brought  up,  and  a  committee  consisting  of 
Messrs.  Manning,  A. ,  Prince  and  Auld,  M.  was  appointed  to 
consider  the  matter  and  report  to  the  society  before  adjourn- 
ment. This  committee  retired  and  after  consultation  proposed  a 
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plan  to  the  society  which  was  unanimously  adopted.  By 
the  plan  the  debt  will  speedily  be  paid.  This  is  no  mere 
puff  of  enthusiasm,  but  is  something  real,  and  we  are  glad 
to  announce  to  the  many  friends  of  the  Preston  Society 
that  in  a  very  short  time  we  will  be  entirely  free  of  debt. 
It  will  be  a  strain  on  some  of  the  members,  but  one  and  all 
are  willing  for  the  love  they  have  for  the  society  to  bear  it 
like  men. 


NEWS  ON  THE  CA.MPUS. 


The  lyyceum  has  arranged  for  two  lectures  in  the  near 
future.  On  the  12th  we  will  have  the  pleasure  of  hearing 
Prof.  Densmore,  while  on  the  15th  we  will  have  with  us 
again  Mr.  Wendling,  whom  we  all  remember  so  well  from 
last  year.  The  students  have  taken  great  interest  in  these 
lectures,  and  under  the  splendid  management  of  the  lyy- 
ceum oflSicers,  we  believe  Spartanburg  has  one  of  the  best 
lyceums  in  the  State. 

Professor  Gamewell  has  been  quite  sick  for  several  days, 
but  we  hope  to  see  him  up  again  in  a  very  short  while. 

It  was  with  deep  sorrow  that  the  student  body  learned 
of  the  death  of  Dr.  Baer  on  the  3d.  For  years  he  has  been 
one  of  the  staunchest  friends  of  the  College,  and  the  Col- 
lege and  South  Carolina  Methodism  feel  keenly  his  loss. 
Prof.  DuPre  and  Bishop  Duncan  attended  his  funeral  in 
Charleston  as  representatives  of  the  College. 

Several  of  the  boys  did  not  leave  the  city  during  the  holi- 
days, among  them  being  K.  W.  I^ittlejohn,  A.  K.  Driggers, 
C.  H.  Varner  and  W.  Z.  Dantzler. 

Mr.  K.  H.  Hall  has  been  the  first  of  the  class  of  1900  to 
leave  the  confines  of  bachelorhood.  It  was  a  great  surprise 
to  their  many  friends  to  learn  of  the  marriage  of  Mr.  Hall 
and  Miss  Belle  Shockley  of  this  city  in  Columbia  oa  the 
5th.  All  the  boys  remember  Elliott  as  one  of  the  best  "all 
round' '  men  in  college,  and  a  baseball  player  of  which  we 
were  all  proud.    Miss  Shockley  is  a  charming  young  lady 
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of  the  city  and  has  a  host  of  friends.  We  assure  the  happy- 
young  couple  that  the  best  wishes  of  their  friends  in  Spar- 
tanburg are  extended  to  them. 

Mr.  Oliver,  who  was  a  member  of  '03,  has  returned  and 
entered  '04.    We  are  glad  to  see  him  back. 

In  a  few  weeks  baseball  practice  will  begin.  Captain 
Hudgens  is  making  every  effort  to  prepare  for  a  winning 
team,  and  the  "Old  Gold  and  Black"  is  destined  to  be  victo- 
ous  on  many  a  diamond  this  season.    Hurrah  for  baseball! 
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D. 


President. 

A.  M.,  Secretary. 

A.  DuPrk,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Callioun  Literary  Society. 

President,  V.  C.  Wilson. 
Vice-President,  H.  M.  Brown. 
1st  Critic,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Secretary,  D,  S.  Murph, 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  B.  B  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  R.  K.  Hayes, 
ist  Critic,  J.  R.  Williams. 
Secretary,  J.  C.  Easterling. 
Treasurer,  R.  E.  Sharp, 

Wofford  College  Journal. 

Bditor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager, K.W.Littlejohn. 
Iviteray  Editor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Exchange  Editor,  D.  L.  Guy. 
Alumni  Editor,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Local  Editor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager,  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Asst  Literary  Editor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C-  A. 

President,  N,  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  R.  E.  Sharp. 
Secretary,  C.  H.  Vamer. 
Treasurer,  W.  C.  Owen. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas.,  C.  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  DuPre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  E.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities, 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon. 

Caterer  Wightman  Hall- 

K.  W.  Littlejohn. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W,  Brabham. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J,  C.  Easterling. 

Sophomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  E.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Frestiman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Ehrlich. 


AtHletic  Assoeiation* 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cookk, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Danikl. 
Football  Department.  Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Assistant  Manager,  C.  H.  Varner.  Asst.  Manager,  K,  W.  Littlejohn, 
Captain,  J.  M.  Sullivan.  Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens, 
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Robertson 

wants  every  college  bo}'  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
ceseor 

Crook 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Merbatim  ? 

Spare-tim«  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  speciat  rates  to  College  Students. 

Learn  to  Write  ^  V^^^^,  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read. 

Be  Up-tO'Date  !  1*^1^^  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 —  1  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAL  RATE 

TO  COLLEGE  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 
L.  NSSi,  VKknon  W.  H.  Zimmerman 
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F.  BARNES.,. 

 PRACTICAL  

.•BOOK   AND  JOB.. 


Printer 


1 

I 

i 

t 

i 

..19  Ma§:noIia  Street.. 
..Spartanburg^   S.  C... 
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Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 
Spartai) 

special  Inducements  to  Students 

Doolittle  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.  J.  T.  Calvert 

DENTIST 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Leading  Conlectionery     Carlionated  Brings 

S.  Becker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Rigblf's  PharmaGjf 

Drugs,  Medicines 
Perfamety 
ToHet  Articles 

Cigfars  and  Smokers^  Goods 

STllDEtlTS 

are;  esprciai,i<y 
INVITED  TO 

H.  A.  Lipn's  Mi  Store. 

SPARTANBURG 

Steam  Laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 
30  Magnolia  Street              PHoie  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 

Dr.J.C.Oeland 

STUDENTS 
WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

.J  A .  DUCK;. 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Razor  Sharpening  a  Specialty 

DENTIST 

N.  GHURGH  STREET 
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^  Zi/ie  jCoadstone  % 

That  draws  the  crowd  to 

%   THE  BEE  HIVE  % 

is   wound  up  in  one  little 
4^  word,    ^'UNDERSELL."  ^ 

Our  goods  come  to  us  at  such 
sweeping  reductions  that  it 
is  no  wonder  we  can  sell  for  ^ 
jg^>  less  than  regular  merchants 

pay  for  the  same  class  of 


^  goods. 

1  JOHN  D.  COLLmS 

Spartanburg 

2  Charlotte  2[ 
Monroe 

S  Cheapest  Stores  in  the  Carolinas  t 

«^     «|*     «|«  ^  tAm     9Am  mAg>  aib 
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National  Bank 

OF  SPARTNBURO,  S.  C 


Capital,  -         -  ^100,000. 

StockHoldefs'  Liability,  100,000. 
Sut^pltis,         -         -  7  8,000. 

*:^'78,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A,  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  K.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS. 

Ono.  C0FIE1.D,  President, 
J.  B.  Ci<:RV]SiyAND,  Vice-  President. 
W.  K.  BURNBJTT,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trust  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C 


Capital  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  C0FIE1.D,  President. 
W.  K.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Ci^EVEiyAND,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  E.  Burnett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e. ,  on  the  last  days  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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^Palmetto   S^oo/c  Store. 

EVAN  a.  LIDE,  Monagef. 

Headquarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 

Uridef  KeriMedv  Lfit3for»y.    PHorie  163 


HOPKINS 
THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


^riistic  S^hoto^rapher^ 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Brandies. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  Wofford  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 


For  Cigars  Jobacco,  etc,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwell  &  Bro's. 
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Charleston 

&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

For  Ra.tes>  Schedules,  etc.,  call  pa 

C.  W.  BoSTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  Carlisle,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Geo.  T.  Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Ckaig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  Ga. 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

JAS.  H.  CARLISLE,  LLD.,  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronomy,  Mathematics,  Physics,  Chemistry  and  Geol- 
ogy, I^atin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  I^ibrary  and  I^ibrarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur- 
nett gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWEI.I.,  Secretary, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffegfe  Fiffingr  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  I^ibrary  (7,000 
volumes, )  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

$107.00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  lyights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc. ,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPR^:,  Head  Master, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


firooories  at  J.  L  De^well  S  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  it  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 
sole:  agknt  huyl^r's  candies. 

GOTO 

B.  Hallett 

TO  GET  YOOR  COAL. 

JAMES  H.  WILLIAMS, 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 

If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted. 

J*  Williams 

If «if^3ifit  Tailor 


Jewelry 
Pictures 
Qui  Glass 
Silver  "Wa«e 
Silver  Novelties 
Fine  Umbrellas 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engravings  with- 
out extra  chargfe. 

Prentice  Luckeg 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairing 


THE  REGENT 

«3.60  SHOB 


5^ithmetic 


As  the  three  Rs  are  the  foundation  of  all 
learning,  so  is  square  dealing  at  the  base 
of  all  successful  retailing. 


2/ou  9Ifen 


who  have  to  clothe  yourselves  in  a  manner 
befitting  your  standing,  can  find  here  a 
pleasing  variety  of  styles  in  qualities  that 
carry  their  own  recommendation.  What- 
ever price  you  pay  itJwill  be  guaranteed  the 
least  at  which  it  would  be  possible  to  make 
an  equally  satisfactory  purchase  anywhere 
in  the  State. 

We  Are  Outfitters  of  Men 

We  cater  to  their  tastes;  we  study  their 
wants — it's  our  business,  and  our  time  is 
devoted  to  looking  for  and  placing  before 
the  public  the  best  and  newest  styles  on 
the  market.  Everything  we  sell  is  guar- 
anteed, and  your  money  back  if  you  want  it. 

E.  M.  WHARTON 

Men's  Outfitter  and  Merchant  Tailor 


LION  BRAND 
SHIRTS 


Pr^  dented  Match  25,  1988,  by 
Mrs.  C.  B.  Goodlett,  Box  73, 
Travelers  Rest,  SC  29690, 
vldow  of  Claude  Bernard  Good' 
lett,  1904  giaJuale  u£  Wof- 
ford  CollegpjYg 

Sandor  Tcszlcr 
Library 
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GOOD  SHOES 

shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
'•^.ultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
"eason. 

in  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
mii,v  .own  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  iVl AN 

DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 

DPOPPi^T  PIT  characteristic 
SrCHS^^sZ^l   rll  points  of  our  large  and 

CONSISTENT  PRICES  attractive  line  of  Over- 
coats, Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cuts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
"Kaglan"  overcoats. 

FALT;  H  \TS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
— stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds 

Underwear,  Neckwear  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 

M.  Greenewald 


23  W,  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 


ii 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


SOUTHERN  ♦  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  POIMS 


1 

SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Route  of  '"^ 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect,  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  gfoing  to  and  retummg  from  G)IIeg"e 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  D.  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Hardwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston,  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


R.  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta,  Ga.  Washington,  D.  C. 
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DviPre  ^  Wilson's 

BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STREET  TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous  treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


For  full  information,  address 


Williamston,  ,  _  .  .        Foutb  Caroliua 
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We  solicit  your  business  in 


Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 


Shoes,  and  Gentleman's  Furnishing  Groods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents.  No  doubt  most  of  you  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  no  place  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  you  as  they  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Cham,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 
we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Floyd  L.  Liles 


.  62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


D.  C.  CORRELL 


JEWELER 


Alf  Keen 


Barber  Shop 


in  the  city.  Just  in 
rear  of  Spartanburg 


National  Bank. 


Special  Rates  to  Stttdents. 
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1108  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 
Fashionable  Engraving 

Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFICIAL  BADGE  MAKERS  TO  ALL 
FRATERNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estimates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 
KSY  ©•  CO. 

140-112  Woodward  Ayo.,  Detroit,  Mich.  Jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg,  S.  C, 


vi  WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


We  are  Headquarters  for 

DtKgfs  and  Sundries 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfumes*  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

W*  E*  MADDUX  &  CO* 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222         54  Morgan  Square 


And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

N*  F*  TRAKAS  &  CO* 

21  B.  Main  St. 


Palmetto  Comer 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Calces,  Fruits.  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  Parlor.    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
freshments in  season 

SCHMIDT  &  BREOE,  Props. 

SHOES  SHOES  §||Q£5  SHOES 
SHOES       SHOES  SHOES 

TO  SUIT 
EVERYBODY 

SEB  MB  BBPORB  BUYINC 

W.  F.  GILLILAND 


Wofford  College  Journal 


Literary  Department 

J.  B.  Gibson,  Editor 


LINES  TO      A.  R 

(Prize  Poem). 


In  the  midnight's  deep  seclusion,  often  to  my  soul's  confusion 

I  had  sought  some  strange  Illusion,  never  nearer  than  before — 

All  my  hope  was  to  discover  what  I  sought  in  what  some  lover 

'Neath  a  volume's  fading  cover  wrote  of  his  lost  love,  Lenore — 

Wrote  and,  weeping  in  his  anguish, 

Called  Lenore. 

All  its  mournful  music  vexed  me;  all  its  unknown  words  perplexed  me, 
Never  finding  out  the  meaning  as  I  read  them  o'er  and  o'er — 

Till  at  length  my  task  despairing,  from  the  book  the  story  tearing, 
Down  I  threw  it,  firmly  swearing  that  I'd  never  read  it  more — 

Never  read  that  wild,  sad  story 

Of  Lenore. 

But  that  night  as  I  lay  sleeping  I  was  waked  by  some  one  weeping — 
Some  one  on  my  couch  beside  me,  fair  and  lovely  as  could  be. 

And  I  suddenly  upstarted,  but  the  vision  had  departed — 

Had  departed  and  left  burning  its  sweet  image  in  my  soul; 

Its  sweet  image  in  an  instant 

Deeply  buried  in  my  soul. 

Eagerly  I  strove  to  follow,  naught  I  heard  except  the  hollow 

Echoes  of  my  fruitless  calling — pleadings  for  my  lost  Lenore. 
Now  I'm  pondering  o'er  those  pages  which  I  love,  and  all  the  sages 
Of  this  world  through  all  the  ages  never  could  translate  to  me 
Thy  sweet  story  whose  deep  meaning  never 

Can  be  told  to  me. 

K.  W.  LiTTI^EJOHN. 
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SOME  FIRST  IMPRESSIONS  OF  GERMAN  STUDENT 

LIFE. 


Geographically  Germany  is  not  a  great  country.  One 
might  take  the  whole  European  section  of  the  Empire  and 
lose  it  in  the  State  of  Texas.  It  is  within  the  range  of  in- 
tellectual effort  and  achievemant  that  one  finds  the  real 
German  Empire.  The  standard,  epoch-making  books  in  al- 
most every  science  have  been  written  by  Germans.  Hence 
it  is  that  the  equipment  of  no  scholar  is  quite  complete  without 
at  least  a  reading  knoweldge  of  their  language.  This  con- 
dition, of  course,  is  mainly  due  to  the  universities.  Within 
the  comparative  narrow  borders  of  Germany  there  are  no 
less  than  twenty-five,  ranging  in  size  and  importance  from 
Berlin  with  its  6,000  students  to  Rostock  with  its  500.  The 
total  number  of  students  in  these  twenty-five  universities  is 
approximately  40,000. 

It  must  not  be  forgotten  that  a  German  university  is  not 
primarily  a  teaching  place.  It  is  a  work-shop,  a  place  for 
research.  Whatever  may  be  said  of  the  average  university 
professor  in  Germany,  whatever  criticism  may  be  passed 
upon  him  as  to  his  dryness  and  tediousness,  as  to  his  appa- 
rent disregard  of  the  greater  mass  of  students  who  hear 
him,  and  as  to  the  very  narrow  field  to  which  he  commonly 
limits  his  investigations,  even  an  unsympathetic  observer  is 
definitely  impressed  with  two  or  three  things — first,  the 
German  professor  is  a  prodigious,  unremitting  worker,  and 
secondly,  he  is  always  a  searcher,  an  investigator  who  is  ever 
striving  to  add  a  bit  to  the  world's  sum  of  knowledge,  or  to 
settle  some  problem  hitherto  unsettled.  Moreover,  one  is 
bound  to  be  impressed  with  his  absolute  independence. 
When  one  first  comes  into  contact  with  him,  this  indepen- 
dence seems  rather  an  assertive  sort  of  egotism — the  mere 
pride  of  knowledge  that  pufEeth  up.  Of  course  not  a  little 
of  this  is  downright  egotism,  and  hence  is  a  triflle  offensive 
at  times;  but  in  the  main  it  is  the  man's  independent  way  of 
looking  at  things;  he  is  no  follower;  but  in  his  own  chosen 
field  a  leader.    These,  then,  are  the  three  things  that  make 
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the  atmosphere  of  a  German  university  stimulating — work, 
original  research,  and  independence  of  method  and  point  of 
view. 

Now  into  this  atmosphere  the  German  student  enters  after 
he  has  finished  the  gymnasium,  an  institution  which  corres- 
ponds generally  to  the  American  college — in  some  points  su- 
perior, in  others  immensely  ^inferior.  He  is  nineteen  or 
twenty  years  old  and  has  been  subjected  since  his  ninth 
year  to  a  most  rigid  course  of  intellectual  discipline.  As  a 
result,  it  is  assumed  that  his  habits  are  formed,  that  he  is  no 
longer  a  "scholar"  to  be  directed,  but  a  mature  "student" 
ready  and  able  to  do  independent  work.  I  may  say  in  pass- 
ing that  this  assumption  in  regard  to  the  transformation  of 
the  "student"  from  the  "scholar"  makes  one  think  of  the 
method  the  German  professor  uses  in  writing  his  books. 
The  so-called  rules  are  given  in  large  type;  but  under  them 
are  placed  to  the  loth  or  20th  power  what  he  calls  anmen- 
kungen^  "remarks."  These  "remarks"  innocently  remind 
you  that  only  occasionally  is  the  rule  observed.  This  is  to 
say,  that  in  the  majority  of  cases  I  do  not  believe  that  the 
gymnasium  student  is  mature  enough  for  the  kind  of  work 
that  is  expected  of  him.  As  an.  absolutely  independent  be- 
ing he  enters  the  university,  chooses  his  own  course  of  study 
without  consulting  anyone  connected  with  the  university. 
Indeed,  the  professor  is  such  a  superior  being  that  the  stu- 
dent would  hardly  dare  to  call  on  him  for  advice. 

But  how  does  the  young  student  use  this  freedom  into 
which  he  is  suddenly  thrown,  and  to  which  he  has  not  been 
used  ?  No  one  takes  any  account  of  his  going  and  coming. 
Except  in  rare  cases,  the  professor  from  whom  he  hears  lec- 
tures does  not  even  know  him  by  sight.  No  roll  is  called, 
no  record,  whatever,  kept.  He  simply  has  the  professors  to 
sign  his  matriculation  book  at  the  beginning  of  the  session 
and  again  at  the  close.  Now,  the  German  young  man  of 
twenty  would  be  quite  different  from  his  American  compeer 
did  he  not  use  such  liberty  according  to  his  own  tastes. 
Theoretically  his  tastes  lead  him  to  books,  to  hard  study,  to 
regular  attendance  upon  lectures;  but  practically  these  tastes 
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have  a  perverse  way  of  making  books  and  studies  and  lect- 
ures hateful  to  him.  So  "er  schwanzt,"  "er  bummelt." 
The  nearest  equivalent  to  these  two  expressive  terms  in  the 
vocabulary  of  a  German  student  are,  "he  cuts,"  "he  beats" 
— terms  that  are  used  a  few  American  colleges.  Taking 
Gottingen — an  institution  really  noted  for  its  hard  work — as 
an  example,  one  may  say  that  out  of  its  i,6oo  students  only 
about  200  are  at  work  and  are  approximating  the  aims  and 
ideals  of  the  University. 

These  200  students,  then,  constitute  the  real  University. 
They  miss  no  lectures;  they  belong  to  the  "seminar" — made 
up  of  a  select  number  of  students  whom  the  professors  meet 
once  a  week;  they  are  known  to  the  professors,  and  have 
caught  their  spirit  and  methods  of  work;  and  they  each  of 
them  have  some  special  piece  of  original  investigation  which 
they  are  conducting  under  his  direction.  One  is  impressed 
at  once  with  the  maturity,  earnestness,  and  superior  ability 
of  this  class  of  students.  Kven  though  among  them  are  a 
many  who  have  wasted  four  or  five  years  of  their  university 
life  before  settling  down  to  work,  yet  out  of  their  number 
come  the  men  who  keep  Germany  in  the  front  in  all  those 
activities  where  the  trained,  patient,  tireless,  independent 
worker  and  investigator  is  needed. 

I  said  that  there  were,  in  all  probability,  200  student  work- 
ers. This  is  rather  a  large  estimate.  A  student  acquaint- 
anee  tells  me  that  there  are  really  not  twenty  men  who  are 
working  in  the  spirit  of  a  genuine  University.  This  man 
speaks  I^atin,  English,  French,  and  Italian  with  apparently 
the  same  facility  with  which  he  speaks  his  own  language.  His 
special  acquaintance  with  Greek  and  English  literature  is  little 
short  of  marvelous.  He  quotes  from  both  with  ease  at  great 
length.  Moreover,  he  is  now  engaged  on  a  translation  of 
Swinburne,  a  volume  of  original  poems,  and  a  volume  of 
essays — all  to  be  published  shortly.  Yet  this  man  is  only 
twenty-three  years  old  !  I  give  him  as  an  example  of  the 
exceptional  student,  of  one  who  at  least  thinks  he  is  approx- 
imating the  university  ideal.    Our  American  Emerson  is  his 
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Bible,  so  he  informed  me.  Upon  him  he  was  re-making  his 
spiritual  life. 

This  suggests  a  word  or  two  in  regard  to  the  religious  life 
of  the  German  student.  If  he  is  free  to  regulate  his  conduct 
and  his  studies,  he  is  not  as  free  to  regulate  his  religious 
thinking.  Generally  speaking,  one  misses  utterly  any  im- 
pression of  a  direct  moral  or  religious  influence  around  the 
German  university.  The  fewest  number  of  students  attend 
church.  I  have  a  friend — a  fine,  wholesome  sort  of  fellow — 
with  whom  for  three  weeks  I  have  been  exchanging  English 
for  German.  He  frankly  tells  me  that  the  students  gener- 
ally have  little  faith  in  either  the  Bible  or  the  churches;  that 
the  former  is  an  interesting  piece  of  literature,  with  a  little 
too  much  of  the  Hebrew  element  in  it  to  suit  him.  It  is  of 
the  nature  of  a  great  joke  to  him  that  I  try  to  attend  church 
regularly  on  Sunday.  One  time  when  I  told  him  that  I  had 
been  three  times  it  ceased  to  be  a  joke  and  became  a  real 
tragedy.  I  hardly  think  he  has  had  the  same  respect  for 
me  since.  As  soon  as  we  meet  on  Mondays  he  says,  with  a 
broad  smile  on  his  face,  ''Did  you  spend  the  whole  day  yes- 
terday in  the  church  ?"  If  I  went  twice  it  draws  from  him 
a  great  "Donnerwetter!"  He  tells  me  that  that  is  the  way 
his  old  peasant  father  back  in  the  "Dorf"  does.  The  truth 
is,  my  student  friend  has  a  sort  of  contempt  for  me  in  this 
particular  respect.  He  cannot  understand  why  I  should  still 
take  part  in  such  old-fashioned  simplicities.  He  knows  that 
the  people  in  England  still  do  this  sort  of  thing,  that  is,  read 
the  Bible  and  go  to  church  pretty  regularly;  but  then  the 
English  are  ganerally  hypocrites  and  land-grabbers — accord- 
ing to  the  common  German  "Doint  of  view  ! 

I  have  another  German  friend  with  whom  I  frequently 
discuss  questions  of  philosophy — not  because  I  know  so  much 
of  that  particular  branch,  but  because  he  does.  He  is  a 
great  blonde  giant,  from  the  coast  of  Friesland,  with  a  flow- 
ing tawny  beard  and  the  blue  eyes  that  Tacitus  noted  so 
long  ago.  I  think  of  him  often  as  a  type  of  the  Saxon  pirates 
who  pushed  off  from  this  same  coast  in  the  fourth  and  fifth 
centuries  to  lay  the  foundations  of  the  empire  of  those  that 
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Speak  our  English  speech.  But  that  is  too  long  ago.  It  is 
the  modern  philosopher  that  we  are  discussing.  The  church 
has  absolutely  no  place  in  this  man's  life  and  thought,  and 
the  Bible  is  of  considerably  less  importance  in  his  thinking 
than  Kant,  Hegel,  Spinoza  or  Nietzsche.  One  day  after  he 
had  sketched  a  quite  engaging  philosophy  of  life — a  view  of 
things  that  seem  full  of  high  moral  ideas — I  asked  him  what 
relation  it  all  bore  to  his  daily  conduct,  to  the  practical  or- 
dering or  his  life.  He  looked  at  me  with  an  astonishment 
mixed  with  pity  ,  '  'Der  lieber  Himmel  !  What  has  my  phil- 
osophy to  do  with  the  way  I  live  every  day  ?  My  philoso- 
phy is  my  'Weltanschauung,'  my  way  of  looking  at  things, 
and  I  have  no  concern  as  to  whether  it  influences  my  con- 
duct. It  is  to  satisfy  my  mind,  not  to  rule  my  life."  These 
two  examples  are  sufficiently  typical  to  represent  the  sort  of 
atmosphere  the  young  gymnasiast  breathes  when  he  enters 
upon  his  university  course. 

The  student  that  one  meets  upon  the  streets  and  in  the 
lecture  rooms  is  not  a  bad  looking  fellow.  The  blonde  type 
of  course  prevails,  with  plenty  of  color  in  the  face,  and  kindly 
blue  eyes.  They  are  generally  sturdy,  well  built  young  fel- 
""ows.  One  misses,  however,  that  type  so  common  in  the 
American  college  and  university  —  the  clean,  clear-cut 
features,  the  alert,  enquiring  countenance,  the  eye  that  looks 
the  world  so  steadily  in  the  face,  the  tall,  lithe  figure  that 
so  constantly  suggests  the  power  that  endures  and  the  activ- 
ity that  moves  with  the  sureness  and  precision  of  perfectly 
tempered  steel.  The  German  student  is  usually  well  dressed 
—  according  to  his  fashion.  The  American  student  would 
find  the  trousers  quite  too  large,  and  would  at  once  miss 
the  inevitable  "crease,"  or  indeed,  if  there  was  a  ''crease" 
at  all  it  would  be  across  the  trousers  and  not  down  the  front. 
The  German  student  almost  invariably  carries  a  cane  and 
wears  gloves,  and  not  infrequently  has  some  sort  of  dog  fol- 
lowing behind  him.  He  is  quite  punctilious  in  manners.  The 
amount  of  handshaking,  of  bowing,  of  taking  off  and  put- 
ting on  of  the  hat  before  two  students  who  casually  met  can 
escape  from  each  other  is  almost  intolerable  when  com- 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


7 


pared  with  our  straightforward,  American  way  of  greeting 
friends  and  acquaintances.  \ 

The  student  finds  the  most  general  play  of  his  social  na- 
ture in  his  verein  or  club.  The  verein  corresponds  to  the 
American  college  fraternity,  with,  however,  considerably  less 
secrecy  about  it.  Its  badge  is  a  small  cap,  made  of  silk  or 
velvet,  which  the  student  wears  jauntily  on  the  back  of  his 
head,  with  an  utter  disregard  of  comfort.  The  colors  of  the 
verein  are  represented  in  the  cap.  One  sees  many  of  these  '  'be- 
capped' '  students  strolling  up  and  down  the  main  streets,  but 
very  few  of  them  in  the  lecture  rooms.  The  social  duties  of 
the  verein  —  based  mainly  on  nocturnal  drinking  bouts  pro- 
longed till  far  into  the  night  —  are  too  exacting  for  him  to 
engage  in  the  trivialities  of  hearing  lectures.  I^ectures  are 
very  dry  things,  anyway,*  compared  with  a  *  'kneipe. ' '  I  was 
talking  only  lately  with  a  young  German  who  was  quite  pes- 
simistic in  regard  to  German  student  life.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  he  had  said  so  many  bad  things  of  his  young  country- 
men that  he  really  left  nothing  good  to  be  said.  Finally  I 
asked  what  was  the  essential  distinction  of  the  German  stu- 
dent compared  with  those  of  other  lands.  With  great  con- 
tempt in  his  voice,  he  replied  :  ''The  students  of  Germany 
can  beat  the  world  —  drinking  beer!"  It  was  Bismarck 
who  called  beer  the  German  plague.  One  can  appreciate  the 
sting  in  the  expression  only  when  one  realizes  what  an  enor- 
mous consumers  of  this  product  the  student  is,  and  how 
proud  he  is  of  his  achievements  as  a  consumer. 

But  what  of  athletics  at  the  German  university  ?  What 
of  football  and  baseball  ?  Has  the  German  student  no  out- 
let for  the  physical  life  ?  No  desire  for  excellence  in  those 
things  so  dear  to  the  heart  of  the  American  student  ?  Ap- 
parently he  has  none.  Physically  he  is  sluggish,  and  has  no 
special  impulse  toward  the  strenuous  activities  of  the  athletic 
field.  If  he  had  there  would  probably  be  less  beer-drinking 
and  fewer  vices.  Occasionally  one  sees  a  group  of  students 
playing  tennis  ;  but  they  play  the  game  in  a  timid,  feminine 
sort  of  way.  Even  this  game,  however,  has  never  been  nat- 
uralized, and  is  but  an  effort  to  imitate  the  English  and 
American  students  who  play  it  pretty  regularly. 
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That  which  takes  the  place  of  athletic  diversions  is  the 
"mensur,"  or  student  duels.  I  was  walking  along  the  city 
wall  one  afternoon.  There  was  a  student  walking  just  in 
front  of  me.  No  one  else  was  in  sight.  Suddenly  the  fellow 
halted,  "struck an  attitude,"  and  began  to  fight  the  air  very 
fiercely  and  vigorously  with  his  walking-stick.  He  evidently 
"meant  to  kill,"  though  I  myself  could  see  nothing.  I 
thought  the  fellow  a  bit  deranged.  So  I  lingered  behind  to 
let  him  fight  it  out  alone.  Soon  he  won  his  victory  and 
walked  proudly  forward  as  if  conscious  of  his  prowess.  Meet- 
ing an  acquaintance,  I  described  to  him  the  performance  and 
queer  antics  of  my  crazy  student.  "Why,  he's  not  crazy  at 
all,"  said  my  friend,  "he  is  only  practicing  his  sword  exer- 
cise. He  probably  has  a  duel  next  Saturday.  As  a  result  of 
these  duels  almost  every  other  young  fellow  you  meet  pos- 
sesses a  countenance  slashed  and  scarred,  and  in  some  cases 
hideously  so.  Of  these  scars  he  is  not  a  little  proud  —  they 
are  badges  of  courage  and  honor  !  Young  ladies,  too,  are 
said  to  look  with  special  favor  on  a  face  with  the  livid  sword- 
gash  across  it.  But  let  us  be  an  eye-witness  of  the  "men- 
sur' '  itself.  A  few  Saturdays  ago  a  friend  and  I  received  an 
invitation  to  attend  one.  It  was  a  fine,  crisp,  winter  morn- 
ing, and  we  had  to  walk  perhaps  a  mile  beyond  the  edge  of 
the  city  before  we  reached  the  duelling- place —  alow-roofed, 
wooden  building.  The  change  from  the  fresh,  exhilarating 
morning  air  was  quite  decided;  the  room  into  which  we  were 
ushered  reeked  with  the  odor  of  beer  and  tobacco.  Thirty 
or  forty  students  were  sitting  around  at  tables,  drinking  and 
smoking.  In  the  center  of  the  room  two  blood-stained  fig- 
ures were  slashing  each  other  with  swords  —  a  "mensur" 
was  actually  in  progress.  I  say  '  'two  blood-stained  figures. ' ' 
They  were  so  padded  and  protected  that  only  their  faces  were 
exposed,  and  these  were  so  blood)  that  you  would  hardly  re- 
cognize them  as  human  faces.  By  the  side  of  each  combat- 
ant stood  his  second,  and  nearby  stood  the  referee  who  set- 
tled all  disputed  points, "'and  kept  a  faithful  record  of  the 
number  of  times  each  man  was  cut.  Now  these  two  young 
fellows  cut  away  at  each  other  for  fifteen  minutes  and  were 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


9 


then  handed  over  to  the  doctor  to  have  their  wounds  dressed. 
I  saw  four  such  performances.  At  the  end  of  the  fourth  the 
floor  where  they  stood  was  fairly  sloppy  and  slippery  with 
blood. 

Now,  what  is  the  provocation  for  the  shedding  of  the 
blood  of  these  young  "hopefuls"  of  the  Fatherland  ?  There 
is  absolutely  none.  This  scarring  and  marring  of  faces,  this 
generous  shedding  of  blood  is  far  more  friendly  than  the 
average  American  football  game.  The  ''mensur"  is  simply 
young  Germany  at  play.  One  verein  or  fraternity  challenges 
another  in  perfect  good  humor,  and  though  the  affair  is  thus 
a  friendly  one,  it  is  conducted  with  all  the  seriousness  and 
heroism  of  a  deadly  combat.  In  spite  of  the  cuel  stupidity 
of  these  * 'affairs"  the  mock  solemnities  and  impressive  form- 
alities of  the  young  duellists  made  up  the  finest  comedy  that 
I  have  seen  in  a  long  time.  Of  course  the  students  had  their 
defense  of  the  practice,  and  they  grow  eloquent  when  you 
argue  the  matter  with  them  ;  it  teaches  skill  and  activity  of 
body,  it  trains  the  eye,  it  tests  and  cultivates  courage,  it  gets 
the  future  soldier  of  the  Empire  used  to  blood  !  Happily, 
however,  the  custom  is  dying  out  in  Germany.  It  is  a  bit 
of  the  nineteenth  century.  Yet,  withal,  when  we  condemn 
this  apparently  senseless  blood-letting  among  German  stu- 
dents, we  should  remember  that  they  are  free  from  some  of 
the  silly  brutalities  of  American  college  life  that  may  be  in- 
cluded under  the  general  term  of  hazing. 

But  it  must  not  be  thought  that  all  "mensurs"  are  in 
sport.  German  students  settle  their  difficulties  in  this  way. 
The  least  infringement  of  social  etiquette,  and  a  "mensur" 
is  sure  to  follow.  One  student  may  pass  another  sitting  at  a 
table  in  a  restaurant  and  fail  to  give  the  proper  recognition. 
Cards  are  exchanged,  and  the  blood-letting  and  scars  follow 
as  a  sacrifice  to  wounded  honor.  Thus  some  form  of  duel 
with  weapons  is  absolutely  the  only  means  of  redress  opened 
to  the  student  who  thinks  he  has  been  insulted.  There  are 
two  insurmountable  reasons  why  he  would  not  use  his  fists 
and  "fight  it  out"  as  the  English  always  do,  and  as  the 
American  generally  does,  when  he  has  inadvertently  left  his 
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pistol  at  home:  The  first  reason  is  that  fighting  with  the 
hands  is  pure  savagery;  it  is  of  a  piece  with  the  beast's  way 
of  using  claws  and  teeth.  No  gentleman,  therefore,  would 
engage  another  with  nature's  weapons.  The  second  reason 
is  that  as  a  result  of  this  way  of  looking  at  things,  the  Ger- 
man student  is  absolutely  helpless  in  the  use  of  his  hands  in 
any  sort  of  physical  encounter.  Such  a  thing,  therefore,  is 
unheard  of  among  gentlemen.  However  angry,  then,  the 
student  may  become  with  you,  you  may  feel  perfectly  safe 
from  any  violence.  In  the  morning,  though,  his  friend  will 
bring  you  a  card,  and  you  will  have  to  exchange  sword  cuts 
with  him. 

Henry  N.  Snydto- 

Gottingen,  Jan.  3,  1901. 


THE   FAT  FRESHMAN. 


It  was  opening  day  at  old  Parkhurst.  The  brown,  old 
college,  sheltered  among  the  stately  oaks  never  looked  more 
attractive.  Dignified  Seniors  promenaded  up  and  down  the 
gravel  walks.  The  Juniors  attempted  to  hobnob  with  the 
Seniors  and  carefully  spoke  of  the  "under  classmen."  Soph- 
omores proudly  wore  their  class  caps  and  whirled  their  canes 
and  told  many  incidents  "that  happened  in  our  Fresh  year." 
Then,  there  was  the  Freshmen,  the  lonely,  homesick  Fresh- 
men. The  Sophs  paid  them  many  attentions  and  incident- 
ally found  out  there  lodging  places.  The  scene  was  fur- 
ther enlivened  by  the  winsome  "coeds." 

Of  all  the  Freshies  there  was  one  that  attracted  universal 
attention.  He  was  fat,  exceedingly  fat,  tipping  the  scales 
at  three  hundred  and  eighty-five.  He  was  clothed  in  a 
large-checked  hro\s  n  suit  and  his  head  was  adorned  by  a 
small  cap.  The  cap  covered  a  mop  of  light,  sandy  hair. 
Our  hero  possessed  a  pug  nose  and  small  eyes.  To  all  who 
asked  his  name  he  gravely  presented  a  card  with  "Augustus 
Snodgrass  Jones"  inscribed  upon  it.  Sophomores  enjoyed 
walking  with  him  and  contemplating  the  fun  he  would  afford 
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them.  The  Freshmen  felt  proud  that  their  class  possessed 
such  a  phenomenon,  and  looked  with  special  favor  upon  the 
fat  boy.  Black  William,  the  janitor,  in  whose  woolly  head 
was  stored  the  history  of  the  college,  solemnly  averred  that 
this  was  the  fattest  boy  who  had  ever  put  his  name  on  the 
college  register.  But  our  hero  walked  calmly  under  these 
honors  and  said  little.  The  little  which  he  did  say,  how- 
ever, revealed  the  fact  that  he  possessed  a  thin,  lisping  voice. 

The  college  bell  had  struck  one,  when  at  the  foot  of  the 
'  steeple,  in  a  secluded  corner,  gathered  a  dozen  silent  figures. 

The  boys  slipped  towards  a  small  cottage  on  the  left  part 
of  the  campus  and  soon  they  appeared  with  their  captives, 
five  frightened  boys,  among  them  our  corpulent  friend. 
The  Freshmen  resisted  stoutly,  but  to  no  avail, 

The  crowd  set  out  down  the  dusty  road  as  swiftly  as  the 
short  strides  of  Augustus  would  allow.  Each  of  the  four 
Freshmen  was  placed  between  two  of  their  enemies,  while 
Augustus  was  assisted  by  four,  among  them  burly  Brown,  the 
left  guard  on  the  football  team. 

The  party  proceeded  down  the  white  road  for  a  mile  and  a 
half,  then  they  turned  off  abruptly  to  the  left  and  entered 
the  woods.  For  a  mile  they  proceeded  through  briar  patches 
and  over  ditches  and  fences.  Augustus  was  dragged  along 
with  great  difficulty,  and  twice  the  party  was  compelled  to 
halt  to  permit  him  to  rest. 

At  length  the  party  reached  their  destination  —  a  bare 
glade  in  the  pine  woods.  It  was  indeed  a  weird  sight.  The 
lonesome,  strange  music  of  the  pines  alone  broke  the  still- 
ness. The  pale  moon  was  just  rising,  disclosing  the  pallid, 
frightened  faces  of  the  Freshmen,  and  in  the  background  a 
pile  of  barrels  and  the  huge  form  of  Augustus-  But  this 
sylvan  silence  was  not  to  rest  long.  The  four  Freshies  were 
now  placed  face  to  face,  nose  to  nose,  in  a  compact  crowd  ; 
one  was  commanded  to  whistle  "Home,  Sweet  Home,"  an- 
other ''Yankee  Doodle,"  a  third  "Dixie,"  and  the  other  re- 
quested to  render  "She  is  only  a  Bird  in  a  Gilded  Cage." 
The  concort  was  greeted  with  applause  and  was  heartily  en- 
joyed.   They  were  next  requested  to  jump  like  kangaroos. 
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The  fat  Freshman's  version  of  this  interesting  feat  was  so 
keenly  enjoyed  that  he  was  forced  to  repeat  it  several  times. 
The  victims  were  compelled  to  dance  and  do  many  other  hu- 
morous feats. 

Frank  Giles,  a  small  freckled  face  youth,  whose  ingenious 
brain  had  furnished  many  new  forms  of  punishment,  at 
length  climbed  upon  the  largest  barrel  in  the  pile,  which 
had  been  placed  upright,  and  announced  that  this  was  the 
throne  of  the  Sophomores,  and  that  every  Freshman  must 
swear  reverence  and  obedience  to  it.  Bach  Freshie  was  lead 
in  turn  by  the  barrel  and  made  his  obedience  to  the  throne. 
The  self-appointed  king  now  announced  that  the  performance 
would  close  with  the  highly  instructive  degree  entitled  the 
"Tunnel  of  Hades. 

Augustus  was  permitted  to  rest  while  the  others  went 
through  this  torture-  The  wheels  of  his  brains  revolved 
rapidly,  and  soon  he  had  a  plan  by  which  he  hoped  to  outwit 
his  enemies.  The  heads  were  knocked  out  of  the  barrels 
and,  being  placed  end  to  end,  the  Freshmen  were  command- 
ed to  enter.  The  hearts  of  the  tormented  ones  beat  gladly 
as  they  foresaw  an  end  to  their  miseries  after  crawling 
through  eleven  flour  barrels  and  one  they  afterwards  found 
to  be  a  molasses  barrel.  As  soon  as  the  last  had  crawled 
through  the  first  barrel  it  was  quickly  carried  to  the  other 
end  and  connected  with  the  barrel  on  that  end.  This  was 
repeated  many  times,  thus  making  an  endless  tunnel. 
Whenever  one  of  the  travelers  stopped  the  tormentors  be- 
labored the  barrels  until  he  wearily  proceeded.  For  fully 
half  an  hour  the  journey  continued  before  the  exhausted 
boys  were  permitted  to  stop*  Indeed,  it  was  a  ludicrous 
sight — four  boys  covered  with  flour  and  molasses  until  they 
looked  like  queer  ghosts.  They  gazed  in  wonder  and  awe 
at  the  barrels,  while  one  observed,  "That  is  the  longest 
twelve  barrels  I  ever  saw. ' '  The  glade  rang  with  the  mer- 
riment of  the  tormentors  for  some  time.  The  four  boys  were 
told  to  leave,  and  they  gladly  made  their  departure. 

Now  a  diflSculty  arose.  How  were  they  to  get  the  corpu- 
lent Augustus  through  those  barrels  ?    This  problem  con- 
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founded  even  the  ready  Giles.  Finally  he  suggested  that 
that  they  put  him  though  the  only  large  flour  barrel  and 
through  the  one  which  had  contained  molasses.  Au- 
gustus loudly  protested  and  stoutly  resisted,  but  to  no  avail. 
He  was  pushed  through  the  flour  barrel  and  came  out  look- 
ing like  a  white  elephant.  They  next  attempted  to  push 
him  through  the  cylinder  which  had  contained  molasses. 
They  pushed  and  pressed,  but  only  his  head  and  shoulders 
would  enter  the  barrel.  The  barrel  was  turned  upright  and 
Augustus  slid  in  it  until  only  his  legs  could  be  seen.  These 
he  waved  wildly,  He  was  at  length  pushed  in.  The  barrel 
was  now  pushed  over.  "Crawl  out,"  cried  the  leader.  "I 
can't,"  a  smothered  voice  replied.  "Pull  him  out,"  said  the 
vexed  chieftain.  Four  men  grabbed  his  legs  while  others 
held  the  cylindrical  prison.  They  pulled  and  hauled  with- 
out avail.  "No  go,"  said  one  tired  Soph,  loconically.  "What 
are  we  to  do?"  the  dismayed  boys  asked.  "Brake  the  bar- 
rel, ' '  said  Giles,  seizing  a  hatchet  which  had  been  used  to 
break  the  heads  out  of  the  barrels.  He  vigorously  attacked 
the  hoops.  "My  leg,  oh,  my  leg  is  broken,"  said  a  voice 
full  of  anguish.  "Now,  look  what  you  have  done."  In 
spite  of  the  cries  of  pain  from  Augustus  his  prison  was  at 
last  broken,  and  he  among  the  staves  a  ghastly  object.  The 
flour  had  given  his  face  a  deadly  pallor,  and  the  molasses  had 
augmented  his  form.  Giles  tried  to  feel  the  bone,  but  Au- 
gustus protested  so  greatly  that  he,  as  he  said,  could  not  bare 
for  his  leg  to  be  touched,  that  he  was  forced  to  desist.  Con- 
trition, pity,  and  a  fear  of  expulsion  from  college,  could  he 
read  on  every  face.  "Boys,  we  will  be  shipped,''  said  Giles 
in  a  terrified  tone.  The  freightened  Sophs  held  a  council 
of  war.  To  bring  a  doctor  into  the  woods  to  see  the  sufferer 
and  to  have  him  carried  into  town  the  next  day  would  not 
do.  "Boys,  we  will  have  to  carry  him  to  town,"  solemnly 
declared  Giles.  "Carry  him  !"  the  rest  cried  in  a  chorus. 
Somehow  the  tremulous  form  of  Augustus  was  not  so  funny 
.as  it  had  been.  Harry  Blunt,  the  class  sport,  looked  at  his 
knotty  flannel  suit  and  said,  "What,  carry  that  boy,  covered 
with  flour  and  molasses ;  why,  it  would  ruin  our  clothes." 
jBut  it  had  to  be  done. 
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When  the  party  reached  the  road  one  of  them  "hooked"  a 
wheelbarrow  from  a  neighboring  shed  of  a  truck  farmer,  and 
it  was  rolled  to  college  with  Augustus  on  it.  When  the  group 
reached  the  campus  the  rising  sun  smiled  upon  a  weary- 
crowd.  Flour  and  molasses,  mixed  with  perspiration,  made 
those  "sporty"  Sophs  ludicrous  sights  indeed.  Augustus  was 
slipped  into  his  room  at  once. 

He  insisted  that  all  should  leave  the  room,  and  that  a  doc- 
tor should  be  sent  for.  "But  you  will  not  tell  the  President 
on  us  ?"  they  pleaded.  The  group  was  descending  the  stairs 
when  the  thin  laugh  of  Augustus  and  the  turning  of  a  bolt 
were  heard.  Back  the  Sophs  rushed,  and  saw  through  the 
keyhole  Augustus  dancing  around  the  room  and  his  sides 
shaking  with  merriment. 

The  chagrined  Sophs  begged  in  vain  that  he  would  not  tell 
the  school  of  his  trick. 

"Who  would  have  thought  that  his  legs  were  not  broken?" 
queried  Harry  Blunt.  "Who  would  have  thought  that  that 
hippopotamus  could  have  played  that  trick  on  us?"  said 
Giles.  "It  is  my  opinion  that  he  has  more  sense  than  some 
who  are  not  so  large,"  said  the  angry  left  guard,  with  a 
meaning  look  at  the  Ulysses  of  the  Sophomores.  Those 
Sophs  were  guyed  unmercifully  for  weeks,  while  Augustus 
gained  great  admiration  and  renown.  When  the  class  elec- 
tions occurred  Augustus  was  elected  president  of  his  class 
without  a  dissenting  vote. 

M.  W.  S1.0AN,  '03. 


BURNS  AND  NATURE* 

Nature  has  peculiarly  endowed  the  few — has  seemed  al- 
most cruel  to  others  To  the  few,  she  reveals  herself  beau- 
tifully, wonderfully;  while  to  the  many,  she  is  simply  the 
onlooket  of  drudgery  and  care;  to  the  few,  she  shows  the 
true  handiwork  of  the  Almighty;  to  the  many,  she  is  simply 
the  rough  covering  of  the  outer  world,  and  they  pass  on 
through  the  vicissitudes  of  life,  through  chaotic  experi- 
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ences,  seeing  nothing  beautiful,  nothing  elevating,  nothing 
ennobling. 

But  only  the  few  can  be  masters.  Providence  has  fore-or  • 
dained  the  masters  to  the  few-  The  onrushing  throngs  are 
to  be  subjected  to  these  masters,  and  the  world  is  in  their 
hands. 

Nature  in  her  bounty  has  bestowed  a  great  gift  upon  us 
in  Robert  Burns.  But  the  "Weaver,  Poverty,  his  shroud 
has  spun,''  first  concealing  within  its  delicate  folds  his 
genius,  then  tossing  it  from  her  with  queen-like  indiffer- 
ence, thus  forbidding  the  genius  of  Burns  to  "shine  in  its 
clear,  azure,  splendor  enlightening  the  world. 

We  pity  Burns  and  yet  we  love  him.  Possibly  he  was  ill- 
starred  or  burdened  by  manhood's  severest  test.  It  is  very 
strange  that  he  could  "teach  others  the  course  to  steer,  who 
ran  himself  I^ife's  Mad  Career,  wild  as  the  wave."  But  we 
grasp  from  his  simplest  writing  the  high  ideals  of  life,  emble- 
matic of  nature's  teaching.  Often  he  held  communion  with 
nature,  for  he  found  the  green  solitude  a  dearer  home  than 
with  men.    Nature  soothed  him  and  sympathized  with  him. 

What  is  the  nature  of  his  beauty  of  expression — the  flow- 
ering of  nature — which  is  thus  potent  over  human  youth? 
It  is  the  embodiment  of  his  love  mingled  with  the  depres- 
sions of  his  over-wrought  nature. 

Carlyle  is  confident  that  the  seed  of  this  little  flower, 
"Which  lies  immortal  in  the  hearts  of  men,"  can  never  die, 
although  it  was  gently  tossed  aside  in  the  bloom  of  youth  j 
but  on  the  other  hand  it  has  burst  forth  into  the  light  of  day, 
claiming  his  immortality  in  a  permanent  literature. 

This  little  flower,  first  inspired  by  the  love  of  nature  has 
spread  its  tiny  seed  in  the  form  of  poetry  and  song.  And 
when  those  bonds  were  strengthened  in  this  Scottish  bard  he 
manifested  even  here  a  deeper  interest  in  nature's  teaching. 

Burns  may  be  criticised  severely,  but  his  best  poetry  will 
live  forever  as  pure  poetry.  Wordsworth  is  not  the  only 
one  whom  Burns  has  shown: 

How  verse  may  build  a  princely  throne 
On  humble  truth. 
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Burns  knew  men  and  how  to  appeal  to  their  feelings.  For 
example,  "A  Bard's  Epitaph,"  taken  deservedly  as  one  of 
his  best  efforts.  In  this  poetic  song  he  arouses  the  keener 
pulsations  of  man's  slothful  nature.  He  who  understood 
the  deeper  teaching  of  "Nature's  Mystic  Lome,"  and  went 
out  under  the  open  sky  to  list  to  nature's  teaching,  could 
fain  but  help  impart  this  knowledge  in  the  form  of  choice 
literature.  Where  is  there  a  more  striking  passage  in  Brit- 
ish literature  than 

O  wad  some  power  the  giftie  gie  us 

To  see  oursel's  as  ithers  see  us. 

Burns  was  to  his  suppressed  people,  subjugated  by  tyr- 
annous hands,  what  Lowell  was  to  the  Union  threatening 
the  dissolution  of  the  nation.  Lowell,  bringing  his  preju- 
dicial interests  to  bear  upon  the  agitating  question  of  slavery, 
promoted  the  discontent  between  the  parties ;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  he  earnestly  labored  for  the  restitution  of  the 
Union,  which  was  so  near  the  brink  of  destruction.  But 
the  genius  of  Burns,  although  it  was  overshadowed  by  un- 
fortunate casualties,  still  continued  to  "glow  from  amidst 
the  crimson  clouds  of  discouragement."  The  bright  beams 
of  his  poetry,  mingled  with  the  reflected  ways  of  other 
British  literature,  silvered  the  brow  of  British  poetry. 

No  British  poet  has  influenced  the  thoughts  and  feelings 
of  so  many  men  as  did  this  solitary  individual,  which  appa- 
rently means  the  humblest.  His  heart  flowed  out  in  univer- 
sal sympathy  over  nature,  and  in  its  "bleakest  provinces"  he 
discerns  a  beauty  and  a  meaning. 

All  poetry  is  worthless  which  does  not  represent  the  con- 
ditions surrounding  us.  Burns  seemed  to  realize  this,  and 
the  abundant  material,  drawn  from  his  keen  observations, 
and  colored  by  his  proficiency  in  the  art  of  expression, 
originated  from  indigenous  ideals.  He  wove  the  abundant 
material  into  poetry,  which  was  full  of  imagery  and  which 
contained  the  germs  of  a  connected  view  of  things.  His 
language  even  endowed  inanimate  things  with  life.  Out  of 
the  lowest  stratum  of  Scottish  thought  and  imagination,  he 
selected  those  elements  from  which  the  primitive  state  of 
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Scottish  poetry  sprung.  The  principles  which  regulated 
his  life  —  morality  and  law  —  he  embodied  in  poetic  form. 

It  is  perhaps  by  his  ''Songs"  that  we  know  him  best. 
Burns  "Songs"  were  perhaps  his  most  delectable  produc- 
tions. The  emotional  element  pervading  them,  accentuated 
the  thought.  If  the  conditions  of  life  had  been  otherwise  — 
if  the  depressions,  which  in  time  had  wrought  a  great 
change  in  his  life,  could  have  been  prevented — possibly  he 
would  have  acquired  a  different  style.  But  he  was  ill-favored 
by  fortune,  defeated  in  love,  so  he  sought  the  pleasant  soli- 
itude  in  his  most  distressing  moments,  and  translated  his  dolo- 
riferous  thoughts  into  poetry  and  song.  Nature  sympa- 
thized with  him,  yet  the  world  hated  him,  for  the  "reward 
of  an  inventor  is  a  posthumous  retribution."  Burns  is  a 
memorable  example  of  this,  for  Carlyle  discovered  in  his 
poems  those  richer  qualities  as  sonorousness  and  delectable 
assonance.  Robert  Burns  suffered  the  deprivations  of  life 
calmly;  yet,  after  all  his  misfortunes,  he  succeeded  in  accom- 
plishing his  ultimate  aim  in  life  —  immortality  for  his  na- 
tion's literature  and  for  himself.  The  gods  themselves  would 
not  even  have  condescended,  if  they  had  spread  before  this 
poet  a  banquet  of  sofest  pleasures,  or  held  to  his  lips  a  chal- 
ice of  wildest  delight.  W.  K.  Greknk. 


A  GHOST  STORY. 


The  shrill  voice  of  the  porter  on  the  passenger  train  was 
heard  to  cry  out,  "The  next  stop  is  Boardman,  a  flag  sta- 
tion !"  I  pulled  on  my  overcoat,  walked  to  the  car  door, 
and  stepped  off  just  as  the  train  stopped.  The  conductor 
then  cried  out,  "All  aboard  !"  The  train  started  down  the 
track  and  was  soon  lost  in  the  darkness. 

Boardman,  as  has  been  said  before,  was  only  a  flag  sta- 
tion. The  only  buildings  near  the  station  were  the  depot — 
a  rude,  two-^ story  building — and  a  store,  which  was  also  the 
post-office. 

"Hello,  John,"  I  said,  speaking  to  the  only  person  at  the 
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Station.  John  was  mail  carrier,  and  he  had  met  the  train  for 
this  reason. 

"There  is  no  one  to  meet  you?"  he  asked. 

"It  doesn't  seem  so,"  I  replied. 

We  turned  and  walked  to  the  store,  which  was  about  two 
hundred  yards  away.  Here  all  the  male  gossips  for  miles 
around  gathered,  after  the  day's  work  was  done,  to  hear  and 
tell  the  news. 

While  on  our  way  to  the  store,  John  told  me  that  Walter 
Belton  had  been  thrown  from  a  horse  and  his  neck  broken 
early  that  morning,  and  would  be  buried  on  the  next  day  at 
Haunted  Hill  graveyard. 

Walter  was  a  young  man  about  twenty  years  old.  He  had 
just  returned  home  from  a  law  school,  where  he  had  made  a 
record  as  a  student. 

We  reached  the  store,  and  around  the  stove  were  several 
men  talking,  as  usual.  But  to-night  they  were  talking  of 
nothing  except  Walter's  sad  fate.  I  sat  down  and  listened 
to  their  conversation,  while  Mr.  Haley  distributed  the  mail. 

I  asked  Mr.  Haley  to  let  me  have  a  horse  to  ride  out  home, 
which  was  about  six  miles  from  the  station.  He  said  that 
he  would  let  me  have  a  horse,  if  I  had  to  go  home  that  night, 
but  he  insisted  upon  my  spending  the  night  with  him,  as  it 
was  already  very  late  and  the  weather  very  threatening;  but 
I  told  him  I  should  be  compelled  to  go  home  that  night.  So 
he  told  Uncle  Bob,  an  old  negro,  to  saddle  the  horse  and 
bring  him  to  the  door. 

While  waiting  for  the  horse,  Mr.  Haley  told  me  about  two 
suspicious  looking  characters  who  had  been  seen  several 
times  lately  on  the  swamp  crossing.  He  said  it  was  not  safe 
to  cross  the  swamp,  unarmed,  at  night,  and  he  offered  me 
his  pistol  which  I  gladly  accepted  and  put  it  in  my  overcoat 
pocket. 

Just  then  Uncle  Bob  called  out:  "Boss,  the  hoss  is  ready," 
and  I  bade  good- night  to  Mr.  Haley  and  stepped  to  the  door. 
As  I  mounted  the  horse  Uncle  Bob  said,  "Boss  look  out  for 
ghosts  tonight,  dis  is  de  kin  d  of  weder  dey  trable."  "Well, 
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I  am  ready  for  them  ;  good  night,  Uncle  Bob,"  I  said  as  I 
rode  off. 

I  saw  in  the  distance  a  very  black  cloud,  from  which  the 
lightning  was  continually  flashing,  followed  by  heavy  rolls 
of  thunder.  The  night  promised  to  be  very  stormy,  and  I 
hadn't  gone  far  when  it  began  raining,  but  being  anxious  to 
get  home,  I  pushed  on.  I  could  not  keep  my  thoughts  from 
poor  Walter,  and  the  two  suspicious-looking  characters,  and 
the  last  words  of  Uncle  Bob  were  ringing  in  my  ears.  I 
thought  of  Walter  until  his  image  seem  to  haunt  me. 

I  must  very  soon  pass  the  empty  grave,  which  should 
receive,  on  tomorrow,  the  remains  of  Walter  Belton,  because 
I  was  now  on  the  edge  of  the  swamp,  and  just  on  the  other 
side  was  Haunted  Hill  graveyard.  It  was  now  pouring  down 
rain  and  I  could  not  see  the  way  before  me  except  when  the 
lightning  would  flash.  I  knew  the  way  well,  for  I  had  often 
passed  through  this  swamp  before  ;  but  never  before  on 
such  a  night  nor  under  such  conditions. 

Suddenly  a  loud  clap  of  thunder  was  heard,  and  the  next 
instant  I  found  myself  lying  on  the  ground,  and  I  heard  my 
horse  running  down  the  road,  towards  the  store,  at  full 
speed.  "Good  heavens  !''  I  exclaimed.  As  I  rose  to  my  feet 
I  saw  a  white  object  rise  from  the  ground.  "My  God  !  what 
can  this  be?"  and  then  it  disappeared.  A  flash  of  lightning 
then  showed  me  that  the  object  rose  from  the  empty  grave. 
Surely  Walter's  ghost  had  come  to  haunt  me.  What  had  I 
ever  done  to  Walter  Belton  that  now  his  ghost  should  haunt 
me.  As  I  thus  stood  motionless,  thinking  of  all  my  past 
life  in  a  moment,  the  white  vision  rose  again  and  then  disap- 
peared into  the  empty  grave.  I  could  not  move  !  I  could 
not  speak  !  Then  I  thought  of  my  pistol.  As  I  drew  it  from 
my  pocket,  filled  with  dread,  I  shouted  in  defiance,  "If  you 
rise  again  I'll  shoot  you."  I  listened,  but  the  only  sound 
that  I  could  hear  was  the  rolling  of  the  thunder  and  the  echo 
of  my  voice,  as  it  echoed  and  re-echoed  among  the  tomb- 
stones. I  waited  a  few  moments  and  the  ghost  rose  ;  1  fired, 
and  again  it  disappeared.  As  I  stood  there  trembling  from 
head  to  foot,  my  hair  stood  on  ends  and  I  could  hear  the  echo 
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from  the  report  of  the  pistol  die  away  in  the  distance,  a  flash 
of  lightning  showed  me  where  to  aim  my  next  shot.  I  did 
not  have  long  to  wait,  for  soon  the  ghost  rose. ;  I  fired  and 
the  ghost  disappeared,  as  before.  As  I  stood  waiting  for  it 
to  appear  the  third  time,  two  men  came  up  with  a  lantern, 
who  proved  to  be  Mr.  Haley  and  Uncle  Bob.  We  all  three, 
with  a  lantern,  could  muster  up  courage  enough  to  go  to  the 
grave.  When  we  slipped  to  the  edge  and  looked  down  into 
it  we  saw  an  old  white  goose,  which  had  fallen  into  the  grave 
and  was  unable  to  get  out. 

My  horse  had  reached  the  store  without  a  rider,  which 
alarmed  Mr.  Haley  and  he  immediately  set  out  to  look  for 
me.  F.  EarlK  Bradham,  03. 


THE   DELAWARE'S  REVENGE. 


It  was  after  the  great  struggle  for  American  independence, 
only  a  few  3^ears,  that  three  of  us  were  camping  near  Wachita 
Lake,  upon  the  boundary  between  Canada  and  the  United 
States  —  William  Aiken,  myself  and  our  old  Delaware  guide. 
W^illiam,  or  "Bill,"  as  he  was  called,  had  hunted  much  to- 
gether in  our  younger  days,  and  just  awhile  back  we  had  de- 
cided to  spend  the  Fall  and  Winter  in  the  great  forest,  hunt- 
ing and  fishing,  and  part  of  the  time  exploring  those  woods, 
the  extent  of  which  had  never  been  known.  We  well  knew 
that  this  place  had  once  been  the  scene  of  many  deadly  con- 
flicts between  the  several  tribes  of  Indians  then  in  that  part 
of  the  country  ;  but  we  thought  peace  existed  there  now  — 
not  in  the  least  dreaming  that  the  Mohawks  were  yet  bitterly 
hating  the  whites.  We  were  not  well  enough  acquainted 
with  the  country  and  the  hunting  grounds  to  go  alone,  so  we 
secured  an  old  Delaware  Indian  of  about  40  or  50  years  of 
age  to  act  as  a  guide,  and  a  most  efficient  one  he  proved  after- 
wards to  be,  for  he  had  spent  much  of  his  time  on  the  war- 
path, being  a  young  buck  when  the  Revolutionary  war  broke 
out. 

We  went  far  into  the  great  woods  until  we  reached  Lake 
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Wachita,  and  there,  a  little  distance  from  the  northeastern 
shore  of  this  lake,  we  made  our  camp,  surrounded  on  all  sides, 
as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach  from  an  elevated  position  by  a 
thick  forest.  In  the  forest  we  were  to  spend  our  time  with 
the  gun  and  knife,  far  away  from  any  settlement  or  even  a 
single  habifation.  All  went  well  with  us  for  many  days  ;  we 
we  were  having  much  success  in  our  hunting,  and  were  fast 
learning  the  tricks  and  forest  cunning  of  that  far-known  In- 
dian tribe,  the  Delawares,  from  our  guide.  We  were  already 
true  with  the  rifle,  and  had  now  learned  well  how  to  use  the 
knife  to  advantage  and  to  move  through  the  forest  at  a  swift 
rate  without  leaving  a  track  or  barely  making  a  noise.  Well 
was  it  that  we  had  learned  this  when  we  did,  for  our  hunting 
was  destined  to  be  cut  short,  and  in  its  place  we  had  to  fight 
for  our  lives. 

The  Delaware  left  the  camp  one  day,  near  its  close,  to  see 
if  he  could  not  bring  in  some  fresh  meat  for  the  morning's 
meal.  He  was  pursuing  his  way  over  a  slight  elevation  some 
distance  away  from  camp,  when  he  saw  through  the  treetops 
a  faint  smoke  far  to  the  north,  rising  slowly  from  the  trees. 
He  was  a  true  Indian  brave  and  this  unusual  sight  was  not 
to  escape  unnoticed.  So  he  immediately  left  off  his  hunting, 
and  with  his  body  low  to  the  ground,  started  off  in  a  steady 
run  in  the  direction  of  the  smoke.  After  running  in  this 
way  a  considerable  distance  he  stopped,  climbed  a  tall  tree  at 
hand  and  saw  that  the  smoke  was  straight  ahead  but  much 
nearer.  He  descended  and  again  started  on  a  run  ;  he  did 
not  go  far,  however,  before  he  stopped  and  commenced  to 
move  stealthily  forward  from  tree  to  tree.  Only  a  few  min- 
utes of  this,  and  then,  a  few  hundred  yards  in  front  of  him, 
he  saw  a  small  band  of  Indians  —  Mohawks  —  sitting  around 
a  small  fire  eating  their  evening  meal.  The  Delaware  re- 
mained there  only  long  enough  to  get  a  good  view  of  them, 
and,  then  stealing  away  as  he  had  come  up,  he  went  with  all 
speed  back  to  the  camp. 

We  at  the  camp  were  soon  made  acquainted  with  every- 
thing that  had  happened.  There  was  but  one  thing  to  be 
done  —  watch,  and  this  we  did  for  we  knew  not  but  that 
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these  Mohawks  might  yet  be  enemies  to  the  whites  and  might 
run  across  us  at  any  time.  All  night  long  we  stood,  each 
silently  at  his  post  peering  into  the  darkness  ;  but  nothing 
was  seen  or  heard  of  them  that  night.  The  morning  came, 
and  on  into  the  day  we  continued  our  watch — and  well  we 
did — for  near  about  the  middle  of  the  day,  when  "Bill"  and 
I  were  almost  given  out  from  lack  of  rest,  and  the  Delaware 
was  sitting  at  the  foot  of  a  tree  patiently  watching,  a  sharp 
report  rank  out  to  the  right  and  a  bullet  buried  itself  in  the 
tree  just  above  the  guide's  head.  At  the  instant  that  the  re- 
port was  heard  the  Delaware  turned  just  in  time  to  see  an  In- 
dian disappear  among  the  trees.  "Bill"  and  I  were  at  once 
aroused  to  a  sense  of  our  danger,  and  grabbing  our  rifles  with 
a  firmer  hold  we  waited,  expecting  to  hear  a  yell  and  to  see 
the  other  Mohawks  rush  upon  us.  We  did  not,  however,  for 
nothing  more  was  seen  or  head  until  near  the  setting  of  the 
sun,  when  we  were  startled  by  a  slight  grunt  from  the  Dela- 
ware ;  and  looking  around,  we  saw  him  with  his  rifle  to  his 
shoulder  as  if  about  to  shoot,  but  immediately  he  lowered  it 
with  a  look  of  fierce  disappointment  on  his  face  ;  it  was  too 
late,  he  had  seen  the  same  Indian  who  had  shot  at  him  dart 
behind  a  tree  too  quick  for  him  to  fire. 

It  was  evident  now  that  there  was  only  one  Mohawk  who 
had  found  us,  for  only  one  had  been  seen  from  the  camp,  and 
he  was  the  same  one  each  time.  This  gave  "Bill"  and  I 
new  hopes,  for  we  now  come  to  the  conclusion  that  this  one 
had  become  separated  from  the  others  and  he  only  knew  of 
our  presence.  Not  so  with  the  Delaware;  he  was  very  much 
troubled,  for  he  recalled  how  his  tribe  and  the  Mohawks  had 
once  been  so  hostile  toward  each  other,  and  it  now  seemed 
that  this  one  Mohawk  was  determined  that  he  should  die. 
But  the  guide  had  been  through  many  conflicts  ;  he  had  lis- 
tened to  the  warhoop  too  much  for  this  to  have  but  one  effect 
on  him,  and  that  was  the  burning  desire  to  slay  one  more 
Mohawk. 

The  night  came  on  and  the  watch  was  continued  with  more 
vigilance,  for  we  knew  something  must  be  done.  It  was  a  still 
night,  with  a  deep  darkness  over  everything,  broken  now  and 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


23 


then  by  the  light  of  the  moon  as  it  appeared  through  a  break 
in  the  clouds  passing  hurriedly  overhead.  Not  even  the  dis- 
tant howl  of  a  wolf  or  the  sighing  of  the  wind  through  the 
treetops  could  be  heard  ;  the  stiUness  was  like  that  of  death, 
and  indeed  I  felt  as  if  death  was  hovering  neai  for  some  one 
of  us  stationed  there  in  that  darkness  watching  and  waiting, 
second  after  second  to  see  or  hear  anyone  move  among  the  trees 
in  front  of  us.  The  deep  silence  was  growing  monotonous 
and  somewhat  painful  for  each  to  bear  under  such  suspense, 
when  the  breaking  of  a  twig  or  the  brushing  of  a  bush  was 
heard  in  our  rear,  near  the  lake  ;  just  as  this  reached  our  ears 
the  Delaware  stole  stealthily  from  his  tree  and  vanished  into 
the  darkness  ;  and  again  that  Btillness  came  over  everything. 
''Bill"  and  I  had  not  moved  out  of  our  tracks,  it  had  all  come 
so  quick  and  then  over  with.  We  were  afraid  to  move  for 
we  expected  to  be  fired  upon  every  minute  ;  and  to  add  to  all 
this  we  did  not  understand  why  the  guide  had  left  his  post 
and  gone  into  the  darkness  ;  evidently  something  would  be 
done.  Our  bewilderment  was  suddenly  relieved;  "ugh," 
the  well-known  exclamation  of  the  Indian,  was  heard,  fol- 
lowed by  a  loud  splash  as  if  a  large  body  had  been  thrown 
into  the  lake  ;  again  the  stillness,  and  as  the  moon  was  hid- 
ing itself  behind  the  clouds  and  the  lapping  of  the  waves 
against  the  shore  of  the  lake  was  dying  out,  the  Delaware 
glided  into  the  light  of  the  fire  with  a  bloody  scalp  at  his 
side.  C.  H.  V.  '02. 
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Dr*  Rcmiann  Bacn  The  death  of  Dr.  Hermann  Baer, 
which  occurred  in  Charleston  on 
January  6,  removed  one  of  the  strongest  friends  of  the  col- 
lege from  the  earth.  Dr.  Baer  was  an  alumnus,  a  trustee, 
and  a  benefactor  of  Wofford,  and  a  wise  counsellor,  always 
alive  to  the  needs  and  the  interests  of  the  institution.  He 
was  a  native  of  Germany,  but  spent  most  of  his  life  in  this 
country.  After  his  graduation,  which  was  in  1859,  he  began 
life  as  a  druggist  in  Charleston,  where  he  has  made  a  success 
in  his  chosen  avocation,  and  accumulated  a  considerable  for- 
tune. 

A  handsome  bronze  tablet,  appropriately  inscribed,  in  the 
wall  of  the  college  chapel,  is  a  mark  of  his  love  for  the 
college.  It  was  presented  by  him  to  the  trustees  at  com- 
mencement last  June.  One  of  the  new  cottages  on  the  cam- 
pus, bearing  the  name,  "Hermann  Baer  Cottage,"  shows 
the  esteem  in  which  he  was  held  by  the  Faculty. 

Dr.  Baer  bequeathed  a  valuable  portion  of  his  extensive 
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library  to  the  college  library.  The  bequest  consists  prin- 
cipally of  French  and  German  literature,  and  bound  volumes 
of  several  of  the  leading  magazines.  These  will  be  perused 
with  added  interest  on  account  of  their  being  the  gift  of  one 
who  was  known  to  have  Wofford's  best  interests  at  heart. 

Hlumm  Rail.  The  burning  of  the  Alumni  Hall  on  Friday 
morning,  Januarj^  i8,  was  a  severe  loss  to  the 
college.  It  was  a  beautiful  building  in  the  west  corner  of  the 
campus,  and  was  recently  erected  at  a  cost  of  $10,000.  It 
was  insured  for  $5,000'  The  building  was  a  gift  from  Wof- 
ford's loyal  alumni,  and  as  such  was  a  building  of  peculiar 
pride.  The  building  will  be  replaced  at  once,  and  in  the 
meantime  the  students  of  the  Fitting  School  will  have  their 
recitations  in  the  different  rooms  of  the  main  college  building. 

The  kindness  of  the  people  of  all  parts  of  the  city  to  the 
students  of  the  Fitting  School  was  very  gratifying  to  the 
college  authorities.  Telephone  messages  came  thick  and 
fast  to  offer  temporary  homes  to  the  young  men,  and  they 
were  soon  provided  for.  They  are  now  at  the  homes  of  neigh- 
bors, and  arrangements  have  been  made  to  secure  a  building 
near  the  campus,  to  be  used  as  a  temporary  domitory. 

A  fact  most  pleasant,  in  connection  with  the  burning  of 
the  Fitting  School,  is  that  the  first  contributor  toward  re- 
building it  was  Dr.  A.  P.  Montugue,  President  of  Furman 
University  at  Greenville,  S.  C  It  is  a  fact  very  much  ap- 
preciated by  both  college  authorities  and  students. 

Death  of  the  Within  the  past  few  days  we  have  had  an 
Queen*  opportunity  which  many  men  have  missed, 
though  they  lived  to  a  good  old  age  —  that 
of  reading  a  description  of  a  change  of  sovereigns  in  Eng- 
land. It  has  served  to  show  us  many  things  about  the  old 
country,  which  even  extensive  reading  in  the  past  has  failed 
to  show. 

But  less  interest  was  taken  in  the  death  of  a  sovereign 
than  in  the  death  of  a  woman  whom  all  the  civilized  world 
knew  and  loved.    Queen  Victoria  was  a  great  sovereign,  but 
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her  chief  greatness  was  in  her  womanly  and  Christian  char- 
acter. It  is  harder,  far,  for  a  person  to  be  truly  great  — 
great  in  heart  —  than  to  be  what  the  world  calls  great.  And 
this  more  difficult  greatness  the  Queen  attained  in  the  high- 
est degree. 

It  is  gratifying  to  reflect  upon  the  fact  that  every  editor 
in  America  is  vying  with  his  fellows  in  paying  tributes  to 
England's  dead  Queen,  who  was  the  granddaughter  of  George 
the  Third,  the  sovereign  against  whom  our  grandfathers 
fought  so  bitterly. 

GoUcgC  public  There  are  few  places  where  a  public  sen- 
SentlHient*  timent  may  be  so  easily  built  up  or  so 
easily  destroyed,  as  in  a  college  commu- 
nity. The  interests  of  those  who  live  in  such  a  community 
are  usually  more  common  than  those  of  people  in  other 
localities,  and  the  point  of  view  is  more  nearly  uniform. 
So  it  is  very  easy  to  create  a  public  sentiment. 

But  at  the  same  time  there  are  few  places  where  the  inhab- 
itants can  communicate  with  each  other  so  easily  and  so 
quickly  as  can  those  of  a  college  campus.  And  for  this  rea- 
son it  very  often  happens  that  a  feeling  is  created  which  can 
not  be  called  real  public  sentiment.  It  is  more  like  the  feel- 
ing which  sways  a  mob,  and  which  is  caused  by  hurried 
thoughts  and  words  ;  and  these,  as  is  well  known,  are  quite 
characteristic  of  college  boys.  It  is  easy  for  a  crowd  of  boys, 
under  such  circumstances,  to  destroy  the  most  deeply  laid  and 
most  wholesome  public  sentiments  by  a  few  hasty  words  or 
actions,  without  entertaining  the  slightest  intention  of  doing 
anything  of  the  kind. 

We  should,  while  in  college,  which  is  a  preparatory  school 
for  life,  learn  to  have  the  highest  respect  for  a  calm  and  de- 
liberately formed  public  sentiment .  It  is,  in  fact,  upon  the 
accumulated  sentiment  of  centuries  that  our  justly  celebrated 
American  constitution  is  based.  We  might  even  go  farther 
and  say  that  all  human  law  has  this  same  basis.  And  it  is 
interesting  for  us  to  reflect  upon  how  much  else  of  what  we 
enjoy  is  based  on  public  sentiment.    We  should  learn  that 
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the  chief  enemy  to  a  healthy  public  sentiment  is  the  hasty 
sentiment  of  the  crowd —  the  crowd,  which,  as  many  of  us 
have  often  heard  from  the  lips  of  our  President,  has  no 
shame,  no  blush,  no  conscience,  no  soul. 

We  should  beware  of  falling  in  with  a  crowd.  Independ- 
ence of  opinion  is,  paradoxical  as  it  may  seem,  the  best  safe- 
guard against  the  destruction  of  public  opinion  ;  for  what 
might  otherwise,  in  the  haste  and  hurry  of  the  crowd,  be- 
come the  foolish  frenzy  of  a  mob,  is  checked  by  independent 
thought.    Diversity  of  opinion  will  soon  disperse  a  mob. 

lyct  us  learn,  then,  while  in  college,  to  form  opinions  of 
our  own,  and  not  fall  too  easily  in  the  uncertain  tendencies 
of  the  crowd. 


C;,XGliange  Department. 

D.  I^.  Guy,  Editor. 


We  are  glad  to  add  to  our  list  of  exchanges  TJie  Palmetto. 
It  comes  to  us  brand  new,  with  plenty  of  good  resolutions. 
We  predict  for  it  a  glorious  future  and  great  success  The 
literary  department  is  very  full,  and  contains  several  good 
literary  articles. 

The  January  number  of  The  Southern  University  Monthly 
is  lacking  in  size.  Glancing  through  this  periodical  we 
see  but  very  little  worth  mentioning.  The  literary  depart- 
ment is  very  limited.  The  essay,  ''The  Attitude  of  the  Civ- 
ilized Powers  Towards  China,"  shows  that  the  writer  has 
studied  his  subject,  and  the  journal  would  be  a  great  deal 
more  attractive  with  similar  articles. 

The  Mount  Holyoke  is  full  of  good  readable  articles.  But 
few  magazines  can  be  classed  with  it.  One  finds  a  variety  of 
subjects  well  treated  in  this  magazine. 

We  did  not  recognize  the  Converse  Concept  at  first  glance 
in  its  new  cover  ;  but  a  closer  examination  revealed  to  us 
that,  although  the  outside  was  more  attractive,  the  contents 
were  not  lacking  in  their  usual  merit.  We  think  the  course 
that  the  Concept  is  pursuing  is  a  good  one  with  reference  to 
its  literary  deparment.  We  call  special  attention  to  the  edi- 
torial, "College  Kvils."  This  is  a  noteworthy  article  and  is 
full  of  good  information. 

The  Clemson  Chronicle  contains  two  excellent  articles. 
"Wireless  Telegraphy"  throws  new  light  upon  this  subject, 
and  we  look  forward  to  when  this  mode  of  talking  will  be 
perfected.  "She  Loved  Him  to  the  End"  is  an  ideal  love 
story.  The  pathetic  ending  is  very  sad;  but  just  think  of 
the  strength  of  Nell's  love.  Would  that  we  could  be  fortu- 
nate enough  to  find  one  so  true. 

We  have  become  more  attached  to  the  Pine  and  Thistle. 
Its  regular  visits  to  us  have  formed  an  acquaintance  that  will 
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be  painfully  broken  when  the  year  is  ended.  The  January 
number  is  very  good.  "A  Sunset  Scene"  contains  just 
enough  pathos,  mingled  with  the  quiet  description,  to  make 
it  enjoyable  and  felt  deeply. 

The  OaTdandite  is  a  neat  and  attractive  magazine.  There 
is  no  pretense  of  '  'show  off ' '  about  it. 

The  Criterion  for  January  did  not  reach  us  in  time  for  a 
careful  reading.  We  always  read  this  journal  with  a  pecu- 
liar pleasure.  This  number  contains  several  very  long  essays 
upon  interesting  subjects.  We  are  anticipating  much  infor- 
mation from  them,  and  are  confident  that  we  will  not  be  dis- 
appointed. 


LANIER. 

Music  and  Poesy,  by  some  sweet  chance, 

Met  in  the  valley  of  Humiliation. 

Folded  were  their  wings.    In  deep  meditation, 

Each  hung  a  head  and  made  slow  advance, 

Never  a  motion  made  they  for  a  dance, 

Never  a  hint  to  enter  conversation ; 

Only  a  low,  scarce-uttered  lamentation. 

Bach  gazing  sad  in  other's  countenance. 

Music  was  searching  for  a  word — alas. 

So  long  had  been  the  quiet ! — and  Poesy 

Was  searching  for  a  sound.    A  tear — 

A  mutual  tear — upon  the  fragrant  grass 

They  dropped,  and  kissed  and  parted.  Presently 

Upsprung  a  pure-white  asphodel — I^anier.  B. 


YESTERDAY. 

No  bonds  you  see  upon  my  wrists. 

No  chains  to  hold  me  fast, 
And  yet  like  any  slave  I'm  held 

A  prisoner  of  the  past. 
In  all  I  do  or  think  or  say 
I  find  the  seeds  of  yesterday. 
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This  moment  would  I  gladly  climb, 

For  vanished  sins  atone; 
Alas,  I  cannot  build  so  hijj^h 

On  poor  foundation  stone  ! 
Against  my  will  I  reap  today 
Unworthy  deeds  of  yesterday. 

And  shall  I,  then,  forsake  the  fight, 

And  curse  my  helpless  lot? 
Ah,  weakling,  battle  but  the  more, 

Though  scant  reward  comes  not. 
All  glory  of  the  waking  day 
Springs  from  a  noble  yesterday. 

— Morningside, 


/Yllinini  OepartrTjent. 

H.  M.  Brown,  Editor. 


Henry  J.  Brabham,  Jr.,  ('99),  is  said  to  lead  his  class  in 
the  law  school  at  the  South  Carolina  College. 

Gabriel  Cannon  ('98,)  is  collector  in  the  Merchants  and 
Farmers  Bank  of  Spartanburg,  and  gives  promise  of  rising 
to  a  high  and  responsible  position  in  the  banking  business.' 
The  Cannon  family  has  numbered  some  very  able  financiers 
among  its  members:  Mr.  Cannon  is  also  quite  active  in  the 
religious  and  literary  work  of  the  Epworth  League  of  which 
he  is  president.  His  papers  and  talks  are  always  spicy  and 
instructive. 

W.  M.  Connor,  Jr.,  ('97,)  can  be  said,  without  flattery,  to 
be  one  of  the  leading  younger  members  of  the  Spartanburg 
bar.  His  argument,  as  to  both  logic  and  oratory,  in  the  re- 
cent notable  Swink  murder  trial  received  high  commendation 
from  the  bench. 

N.  M.  Salley  ('97,)  has  made  reputation  for  efl&cient 
teaching  as  instructor  in  English  and  history  in  the  Carlisle 
Fitting  School. 

T.  C.  Blake  ('96,)  has  been  intrusted  with  the  responsible 
position  of  the  Spartanburg  agency  of  the  New  York  Life 
Insurance  Co.  Mr.  Blake  resigned  a  position  with  the  Union 
Central  Life  Insurance  Co.  to  accept  this. 

Paul  Hardin  ('97,)  has  entered  the  most  promising  busi- 
ness field  in  South  Carolina — the  cotton  mill  industry.  Mr. 
Hardin  has  begun  as  a  manual  laborer  so  as  to  acquire  a 
thorough  practical  knowledge  of  all  the  technique  and  de- 
tails. The  outcome  of  such  a  course  in  the  cases  of  men  of 
ability  who  have  pursued  it  from  force  of  circumstances  shows 
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it  to  be  the  wisest  to  take  from  choice.  The  entrance  of 
numbers  of  our  educated  young  men  into  this  industry  will 
bear  fruit  in  an  improved  condition  of  mill  villages  and  gen- 
eral conditions  with  a  few  years. 

W.  G.  Duncan  is  proving  his  efficiency  as  an  apprentice  at 
banking  in  the  position  of  collector  in  the  Farmers  and 
Merchants  Bank  of  Columbia.  He  has  taken  a  course  in  law 
in  the  South  Carolina  College  law  school,  not  with  the  pur- 
pose of  practicing,  but  for  the  general  culture  and  the  help 
this  information  will  be  to  him  in  his  business  of  financier. 
Mr.  Duncan  is  regarded  as  one  of  the  most  pleasant  members 
of  Columbia  society. 

Gist  Gee  ('96,)  has  been  for  two  years  making  himself  a 
widening  reputation  as  a  progressive  man  in  the  chair  of  Na- 
tural Science  in  the  Columbia  Female  College.  He  is  spe- 
cially attracted  to  biology  and  entomology.  As  a  private  re- 
creation, however,  the  scientist  cultivates  literary  study.  An 
excellent  article,  from  manuscript  letters  and  the  latest  pub- 
lication of  his  poems,  has  been  contributed  by  him  to  the 
Methodist  Magazine  at  Nashville. 

J.  A.  Wiggins  ('95,)  is  prominent  among  that  honorable 
body  of  WofFord  men  who  have  done  so  much  for  every  part 
of  South  Carolina  in  giving  good  schools.  After  graduation 
Mr.  Wiggins  took  charge  of  the  school  at  Denmark,  Bam- 
berg county.  So  excellent  has  been  his  administration  that 
the  school  has  come  to  be  known  in  the  surrounding  country 
aud  so  thoroughly  has  he  won  the  confidence  of  tfie  commu- 
nity and  trustees  that  his  salary  has  been  steadily  increased, 
and  his  autonomy  in  school  matters  made  very  extensive. 
Mr.  Wiggins  is  also  a  member  of  the  county  Board  of  Ex- 
aminers. The  same  thoroughness  and  determination  which 
made  his  college  course  a  success,  from  his  first  speech  in  the 
Calhoun  Society,  when  he  alluded  to  "a  book  of  parables  by 
a  man  called  ^soph,"  to  his  commencement  oration,  have 
made  him  a  valuable  school  superintendent. 
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Samuel  C.  Hodges  ('95,)  got  not  only  one  of  the  best  col- 
lege educations  to  he  had  in  South  Carolina  by  coming  to 
Wofford,  but  also  a  wife  of  the  same  quality.  After  estab- 
lishing himself  in  the  drug  business  in  his  native  town  of 
Greenwood,  he  married  Miss  May  I^illie  Blake  of  Spartan- 
burg.   They  have  one  child,  lyouise. 

H.  J.  Shoemaker  ('95,)  bought  a  farm  at  Campobello,  in 
the  upper  part  of  Spartanburg  county.  He  is  writing  life 
insurance  for  a  peculiarly  strong  company  of  Illinois. 

W. 


Local  Departrnent. 


M.  AuivD,  Kditor. 


FITTING  SCHOOL. 

It  was  with  a  mingled  feeling  of  great  surprise  and  pro- 
found sorrow  that  the  students  were  awakened  on  the  night 
of  the  17th  of  January  to  find  that  the  Alumni  Hall,  of  which 
they  and  the  whole  college  community  were  so  proud,  was 
wrapped  in  flames.  Hard  as  it  was  to  believe,  such  was  the 
case,  and  before  the  fire  could  be  stopped,  nearly  the  whole 
of  the  splendid  four-story  building  had  been  consumed.  It 
was  a  very  dry  night  and  the  wind  was  blowing  a  regular 
gale,  which  served  to  fan  the  flames  to  such  an  extent  that 
they  could  not  be  controlled,  and  about  all  that  could  be  done 
was  to  stand  and  see  it  burn.  It  is  a  most  unfortunate  acci- 
dent, but  the  trustees,  backed  by  earnest  contributors,  are 
proving  themselves  equal  to  the  occasion,  and  arrangements 
are  being  made  to  erect  a  larger,  more  commodious  building. 
The  work  of  the  school  was  not  stopped,  for  with  the  boys 
quartered  in  houses  rented  for  that  purpose  near  the  college, 
and  using  the  regular  college  class  rooms,  the  recitations  are 
going  on  as  usual.  In  the  near  future  the  trustees  hope  to 
have  the  building  replaced,  and  then  the  work  will  go  for- 
ward with  renewed  effectiveness. 


LYCEUM. 

With  frankness  we  would  say  that  it  was  the  opinion  of 
the  student  body  that  some  of  the  lectures  before  Xmas  were 
far  below  the  average,  but  no  such  statement  would 
be  tolerated  in  regard  to  the  four  since  the  holi- 
days, taking  them  as  a  whole.  They  were,  all 
of  them,  beyond  the  expectations  of  the  boys,  and  we  be- 
lieve of  the  city  at  large.  They  have  all  been  very  different, 
but  each  of  them,  in  its  place,  excellent. 
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Dr.  Densmore's  lecture  on  January  12,  on  "The  Wonder- 
ful Structure,"  was  expected  by  some,  being,  as  it  was,  a  sci- 
entific lecture,  to  be  dull,  but  it  was  far  from  such  a  thing. 
He  spoke  very  graphically  of  the  wonderful  structure  of  the 
human  body,  surpassing  that  of  anything  else  in  the  universe, 
accompanied  by  experiments  showing  the  chemicals  of  which 
man  is  composed,  their  properties,  and  relations  to  each  other. 

Mr.  Wendling  was  not  a  stranger  to  Spartanburg,  having 
lectured  here  last  Winter,  and  accordingly,  knowing  his 
power  as  a  speaker,  there  was  a  crowded  house  to  hear  him 
on  January  28.  His  subject  was  "The  Man  of  Galilee." 
He  confined  himself  to  a  discussion  of  the  mental,  moral  and 
social  side  of  the  life  of  Christ.  It  was  a  new  range  of 
thought  to  a  great  majority  of  the  audience,  and  the  interest 
that  was  aroused  was  manifested  by  the  rapt  attention  with 
which  they  listened  for  an  hour  and  a  half. 

The  next  was  Albert  Armstrong,  presenting  a  picture  play 
of  "The  Ivittle  Minister"  on  February  4.  It  was  all  that 
could  be  desired  from  such  a  lecture,  and  nothing  but  praise 
could  be  heard  when  he  had  finished. 

Spartanburg  and  Wofford  College  have  great  reason  to 
be  proud  of  the  Lyceum  which,  according  to  the 
report  of  the  treasurer,  is  not  only  the  best 
in  the  State  but  one  of  the  best  in  the  South.  Prof.  J. 
A.  Gamewell,  the  president  of  the  Lyceum,  has  spared  nei- 
ther pains  or  money  to  secure  the  best  talent  of  the  country, 
and  it  is  largely  due  to  his  untiring  efforts  that  it  has  been 
such  a  grand  success.  The  students,  and  also  the  city,  feel 
under  great  obligations  to  Prof.  Gamewell  for  his  splendid 
work. 


NEWS  ON  THE  CAMPUS- 

Dr.  Carlisle  has  been  quite  sick  with  a  cold  for  several 
days,  but  we  are  glad  to  say  that  he  is  out  again. 

Prof.  Mason  DuPre  is  quite  sick.  We  trust  that  it  may 
not  prove  serious  and  that  he  will  soon  be  himself  again. 
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The  Societies  have  elected  the  following  men  to  participate 
in  the  Junior  debate:  Mr.  F.  S.  DuPre,  of  the  Calhoun,  as 
presiding  officer;  and  as  speakers  from  the  Calhoun,  Messrs. 
A.  Morrison  and  C.  H.  Varner;  from  the  Preston,  Messrs. 
N.  L.  Prince  and  D.  E.  Camak. 

The  following  officers  will  be  installed  in  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
on  Thursday  the  7th  to  serve  the  following  year:  N.  ly.  Prince, 
president;  R.  K.  Sharpe,  vice  president;  C  H.  Varner,  sec- 
retary, and  W.  C.  Owen,  treasurer.  Messrs.  N.  L.  Prince, 
R.  E.  Sharpe,  C.  H.  Varner,  W.  C.  Owen  and  C  h.  Smith 
have  been  elected  as  delegates  to  the  State  Convention  which 
meets  in  Sumter  February  14-18. 

The  two  new  cottages  up  to  this  time  have  received  no 
names  ;  but  the  Faculty  has  now  given  both  of  them 
names.  The  first  one  as  you  go  from  the  col- 
lege building  will  bear  the  name  of  that  staunch 
friend  of  the  College  who  has  but  so  lately  died, 
and  will  be  known  as  the  "Hermann  Baer  Cottage."  The 
next  one  will  be  the  only  one  named  for  a  woman ;  but  the 
Facalty  saw  fit  to  reward  long  friendship  for  the  College  by 
giving  it  the  name  of  the  *  'Jennie  Springs  Cottage. ' '  They 
are  both  very  handsome  houses,  and  well  may  the  students 
who  occupy  them  and  the  whole  College  feel  proud  of  them. 

Baseball  is  the  talk  of  the  campus  now.  Already  over 
forty  men  have  entered  the  contest  for  the  team,  and  we  bid 
fair  to  put  out  a  team  that  will  sweep  the  country.  Captain 
Hudgens  is  hard  at  work  with  the  men,  training  them  in  the 
gymnasium.  Everyone  knows  how  Frank  can  play  ball,  and 
under  his  leadership  "Old  Gold  and  Black"  is  going  to  wave 
high. 


A  series  of  meetings  conducted  by  Rev.  R.  S.  Truesdaleof 
the  class  of  '97  have  recently  been  held.  They  have  been 
productive  of  great  good,  and  we  feel  that  the  association 
will  go  forward  with  renewed  energy  and  life.    Below  is 
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given  a  short  piece  from  the  outgoing  president,  Mr.  V.  W. 
Brabham  of  the  Senior  class.  [Editor.] 

At  the  business  meeting  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  held  in  Feb- 
ruary, the  class  of  1901  severed  its  official  connection  with 
that  organization.  We  have  thrown  the  burden  on  other 
shoulders;  but  it  is  with  no  misgivings  that  we  see  the  class 
of  1902  take  up  this  work,  for  it  has  been  greatly  through  the 
aid  of  some  of  the  members  of  thiss  class  that  the  past  year 
has  been  so  successful  in  all  departments  of  the  work.  If 
other  members  of  the  Association  give  the  same  hearty  co- 
operation to  the  present  officers  that  they  gave  to  the  last, 
we  feel  sure  that  the  year  1 901 -1902  will  be  one  of  the  most 
properous  that  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  has  experienced  for  many 
years. 

With  the  impetus  that  has  been  received  from  the  religious 
services  that  were  held  during  the  latter  part  of  January,  the 
Christian  work  ought  to  be  pushed  forward  with  more  zeal 
than  ever  before.    I^et  us  hope  that  it  will  be  so. 

It  might  be  well  at  this  time  to  give  a  few  statistics  of  the 
work  of  the  Association  at  present.  The  membership  at  pres- 
ent is  about  one  hundred,  and  about  two-thirds  of  this  num- 
ber are  active  members.  There  are  three  courses  in  Bible 
study,  and  about  forty  students  take  these  courses.  For  the 
advancement  of  missions  we  have  one  study  class,  and  also 
systematic  giving.    The  leaders  of  the  above  classes  are: 

First  year's  Bible  course,  C.  H.  Varner;  second  year's  Bi- 
ble course,  D.  D.  Jones;  third  year's  Bible  course,  C.  K. 
Peele;  Mission  study  class,  C.  I/.  Smith. 

A  very  important  part  of  the  Association  work  is  the  out- 
side work,  which  some  of  the  members  have  taken  upon 
themselves,  such  as  holding  services  for  the  mission  churches, 
etc. 

Judging  from  the  present  outlook,  we  believe  that  we  have 
every  reason  to  hope  for  a  prosperous  future  for  our  Associa- 
tion at  Wofford.  V.  W.  Brabham. 
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JAS.  H.  CARI.ISI.E,      L.  D.,  President. 

J.  A.  Gamewbi.1.,  a.  M.,  Secretary. 

D.  A.  DuPrk,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Caltioun  Literary  Society. 

President,  V.  C.  Wison. 
Vice-President,  H.  M,  Brown, 
ist  Critic,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Secretary,  D.  S.  Murph. 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  B.  B  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  R.  K.  Hayes. 
1st  Critic,  JL^  R.  Williams. 
Secretary  ,"1^  C.  Basterling. 
Treasurer,^.  B.  Sharp, 

Wofford  College  Journal. 

Bditor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager, K.W.Ivittlejohn. 
Literary  Bditor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Bxchange  Bditor,  D.  L.  Guy. 
Alumni  Bditor,  H.  M.  Brown, 
Local  Bditor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager,  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Asst  Literary  Bditor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C-  A. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  R.  B.  Sharp. 
Secretary,  C.  H.  Varner. 
Treasurer,  W.  C.  Owen. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas.,  C.  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  DuPre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  B.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Bpsilon, 

Caterer  Wigtitman  Hall- 

K.  W.  Littlejohn. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J,  C.  Basterling. 

Sophomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  B.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Freshman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Bhrlich. 


AtHletic  Assoeieition. 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cooks:, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Danikl. 


Football  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins. 
Assistant  Manager,  C.  H.  Varner. 
Captain,  J.  M.  Sullivan. 


Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Asst.  Manager,  K.  W.  Littlejohn, 

Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens, 
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^oAertson 

wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Croo/c 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-time  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  spec/a/  rates  to  College  Students. 

Loom  to  Write  ^  pl^-iii)  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read. 

Be  Up-tO'Date  !  Take  our  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 —  1  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAIv  RATE 

TO  COIvIvBGE  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House, 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


W.  H.  Zimmerman 
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...W.  F.  BARNES... 

 PRACTICAL  

..BOOK  AND  JOB.. 
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Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 
Spartai> 

special  Inducements  to  Students 

D 00 little  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.  J.  T.  Cali?ert 

DENTTST 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Leading  Conrectionery     Cartonateil  BrinXs 

S.  gecker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Rigblf's  Pharmacy 

Dtisgs,  Medicines 

P^<*T<  tin  ^f*  V 

ToHet  Articles 
Cigfafs  and  Smokers^  Goods 

stUdeMts 

ARE  ESPECIAI,I,Y 
ilMVITED  TO 

H.  A.  Lipn's  Drug:  Store, 

SPARTANBURa 

steam  Laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 
30  Magnolia  Street              PHone  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 

Dr.J.C.Oeland 

STUDENTS 
WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

A .  DUCK:. 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Kazor  Sharpening  a  Specialty, 

DENTIST 

N,  GHUR0H  STREET 
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QUALIMY 

STYLE  ^ 

^  LOW  PRICES  T 

are  inseperably  linked  at 

I   THE  BEE  HIVE  1 


The  Cheapest  Store 
*  1^  Palmetto  State 


i  JOHN  D.  COLLINS  % 
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National  Batik 

OF  SPARTNBURG,  S.  C 


Capital,  -         -  *100,000. 

StockHoldefs*  Liability,  100,000. 
Surplus,         -         -  T8,000. 

*>*78,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  K.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS. 

Gko.  CofieIvU,  President, 
J.  B.  CleveIvAND,  Vice-  President. 
W.  B.  Burnett,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C 


Capital  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  Cofield,  President. 
W.  B.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.   H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  B.  Bumett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e. ,  on  the  last  days  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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S^almetto   S^oo/c  Store. 

a,  H.  CARLISLE,  Ji*. 
EVAN  a.  LIDE,  Managei-. 

Headqiuarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 

Under-  Ket-itiedv  Lit3r'eir'y.    PHorie  163 


HOPKINS 
THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


,7{rti'sti'c  SPAoioffrapAerj 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  WofTord  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 


For  Cigars  Jobacco,  etc.,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwell  &  Bro's. 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

For  Rates,  Schedules,  etc*,  call  on 

C.  W.  BoSTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  Cari^isIvE,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Geo.  T.  Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Craig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  Oa. 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

JAS.  H.  CARLISLE,  LLD..  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronomy,  Mathematics,  Physics,  Chemistry  and  Geol- 
ogy, Latin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  Library  and  Librarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur- 
nett gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWELL,  Secretary, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffeg^e  Fiffing^  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Library  (7,000 
volumes,)  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

$107.00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  Lights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc.,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPR^:,  Head  Master, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


&rocerres  at  J.  E.  Bagwell  S  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  it  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 

SOLK  AGKNT  HUYLER'S  CANDIES. 

GO  TO 

W.  B.  Hallett 

TO  GET  YOOH  COm. 

JAMES  H.  WILLIAMS, 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 

If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted. 

C>  Williams 

Mefdhant  Tailor 

HI' 


Jewelry 
Pictttres 
Cut  Glass 
Silver  Waioe 
Silver  Novelties 
Fine  Umbrellas 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engraving  with- 
out extra  charge* 

Prenfice  Luckey 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairing 


Presented  March  25,  i988,  by 
Mrs.  C.  B^.  Goodlett,  Box  73, 
Travejlers  Rest,  SC  29690, 
vi6o\i  of  Claude  Bernard  Good- 
letti  190^-^aduate  of-Wt?f - 
ford  ^  ^^^^^^|\C 

Sjandor  T^szlcr 
Library 

C^f^^t^L^  

WOFPOnO  COLLFGE 
SPARTANBURG.    S.    C.  29301 
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GOOD  SHOES 


shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
faultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

"Edwin  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  tbe  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  .  THE  SHOE  MAN 

DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 

DPOPPPT  PIT  characteristic 
I'CKrri^l   ril  points  of  our  large  and 

CONSISTENT   PRICES       attractive  line  of  Over- 

coats,  Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cuts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  oflferings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
"Kaglan"  overcoats. 

FALL  HATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
— stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds. 

Underwear,  Neckwear,  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 

M.  Greenewald 


23  W,  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 
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SOUTHERN  ♦  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  POIMS 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Route  of   * 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect^  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  gfoing  to  and  returning  from  G)IIege 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  D.  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         8.  H.  Hardwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston.  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


R.  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta,  Ga.  Washington,  D.  C. 
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DviPre  &  Wilson's 

BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STREET  TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


mi  ian>stci>    3^en^afe  (2^offege 

For  full  information,  address 
Williamston,  -  South  Carolina 
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We  solicit  your  business  in 

Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 

Shoes,  and  Gentleman's  Furnishinoj  Goods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents.  No  doubt  most  of  you  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  no  place  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  you  as  they  will  here. 

Floyd  L.  Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


in  the  city.  Just  in 
rear  of  Spartanburg 
National  Bank.  :  :  : 


SpartanVjurg,  S.  C. 


If  You  Want 

a  Watch,  Chain,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 
we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 

D.  C.  CORRELL 

JEWELER 

Alf  Keen  weIest  Barber  Shop 


Special  Rates  to  Students. 
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1108  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 

Fashionable  Engraving 

^..^jiN2_Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFICIAL  BADGE  MAKERS  TO  ALL 
FRATERNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estimates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 
KjSY  &  CO. 

110-142  Woodward  Ave.,  Detroit,  MM.  Jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg,  S.  C 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

Dftigfs  and  Stmdfics 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfumes^  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

R  MADDUX  &  CO. 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222         54  Morgan  Square 


And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

N-  F.  TRAKAS  &  CO. 

21  E.  Main  St. 


Palmetto  Corner 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits.  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  Parlor.    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
freshments in  season 

SCHMIDT  6c  BRBPB,  Props. 

SHOES  SHOES  '""''^^^'^^ 
SHOES       SHOES  SHOES 


TO  SUIT 
EVERYBODY 

BBB  MB  BBFORB  BUYING 

W.  F.  GILLILAND 


Wofford  College  Journal 


Literary  Departrnent 

J.  B.  Gibson,  Editor 


TIMROD, 


[Prize  Foem.l 
Sweet  singer  of  the  sunny  South 

Thy  lips  are  stilled  forever, 
But  yet  thy  songs,  our  busy  throngs, 

Inspire  to  great  endeavor. 

Thou  didst  not  waver  in  the  fight 

As  hope  grew  faint  and  want  drew  nearer, 

But  sweeter  strains,  in  glad  refrains, 
Broke  forth  in  notes  still  clearer. 

When  sorrows  pressed  thy  pierced  soul 

Thou  didst  not  ask  a  burden  lighter, 
But  strong  desires,  in  holy  fires. 

Within  thy  breast  burned  brighter. 

Oh,  when  again  shall  our  Southland 

Be  filled  with  such  sweet  singing 
As  when  thy  notes  the  echoes  woke. 

And  set  the  woodlands  ringing. 

Sweet  spirit  of  our  Southern  bard 

Come  back  and  teach  me,  teach  me, 
In  storm  or  calm,  to  sing  the  song, 

That  through  thy  life  has  reached  me. 

C.  L.  Smith. 


**WHY  IS  THE  HOUSE  UNINHABITED?'^ 


[Prize  Story.] 

The  structure  about  which  this  question  was  asked  is  one 
of  those  capacious  Revolutionary  farm  houses  found  scat- 
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tered  throughout  the  South.  It  was  once  a  model  of  beauty, 
and  even  now  in  its  dilapidated  condition  stands  as  a  monu- 
ment to  the  by-gone  farmer  aristocracy,  and  should  be  of  in- 
terest to  both  historian  and  romancer.  In  it  Cornwallis  had 
his  headquarters  during  the  war  of  American  independence, 
and  I  wonder  not  at  the  above  question  since  the  place  has  so 
much  historical  as  well  as  monumental  worth. 

Shortly  after  Cornwallis  left  here  a  fresh  grave  was  noticed 
in  the  family  graveyard  just  across  the  road  in  front  of  the 
house.  The  tombstone  was  a  small,  rough  one  with  — '5. 
Aurum,  bu7Hed,"  roughly  engraved  on  it. 

While  the  grave  was  yet  fresh,  several  young  people  came 
together  at  a  neighboring  house  to  have  a  good  old-time 
country  sociable.  Two  young  men  had  come  on  horseback 
by  the  road  lying  between  the  "Cornwallis  House"  and  the 
graveyard,  and,  of  course  could  not  forbear  telling  awful  sto- 
ries of  what  they  heard  and  saw  there;  how  their  noble  steeds 
were  frightened  and  how  difficult  they  were  to  control  al- 
though their  riders  were  brave,  self-possessed  men  of  the 
highest  Revolutionary  type.  The  evening  progressed.  The 
struggle  for  independence  of  state  was  forgotten  by  the  lover 
in  the  overwhelming  realization  of  independence  of  heart, 
soul,  and  future  life  on  the  decision  of  another.  The  moon 
was  shining  brightly,  and  through  the  green  foliage  of  sur 
rounding  wateroaks  and  dense  yellow  jessamine  and  honey- 
suckle vines,  that  hung  in  beautiful  festoons  from  the  eaves 
of  the  Ions:  porch,  its  straggling  beams  cast  a  mystic  halo 
over  a  laughing  crowd  of  independent  j^oung  people. 

Presently  the  subject  of  the  recent  encampment  in  the 
neighborhood  and  the  strange  grave,  of  which  no  facts  were 
known,  came  up.  This  led  to  a  general  outpouring  of  ghost 
stories  from  all  present,  which,  as  usual,  ended  in  some  indi- 
vidual boastings  of  bravery.  One  young  man  offered,  for  a 
small  amount  of  money,  to  go  to  the  queer  grave  and  touch 
it.  A  young  lady  boasted  that  she  could  go  to  it  and  touch 
it  without  pay  or  fear  ^  little  thinking  that  she  would  be  called 
on  to  actually  perform  the  act.  Insinuating  laughter  from 
the  crowd  aroused  her  colonial  womanhood,  and  sh  dared 
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do,  to  prove  her  statement,  what  man  would  not  do  except 
for  pay.  Hastily  rising,  she  was  down  the  steps  and  off  in 
a  moment. 

"Hold  on,  Miss  Craig,"  cried  one  of  the  young  men. 
**We  believe  that  you  will  do  what  you  say;  come  back, 
please  !" 

"No  you  don't,  either,  and  I'm  determined  to  prove  it," 
she  answered,  turning  on  him  a  face  in  which,  by  the  light 
of  the  moon,  he  could  see  unyielding  determination. 

"Well,  take  this  stick,  then,  and  stick  it  down  at  the  head 
of  the  grave,"  he  said,  taking  up  a  willow  walking  cane 
which  he  had  cut  on  his  way  over. 

"Oh,  you  don't  believe  I'll  go  all  the  way,  eh?  Very 
well;  hand  it  here,"  and  off  she  tripped. 

It  was  about  a  half  a  mile  to  the  graveyard.  A  short  dis- 
tance down  the  road  she  came  to  a  steep  hill,  where  the  pines 
almost  entirely  excluded  the  beautiful  moonlight,  and  the 
valley  looked  dark  and  gloomy.  She  almost  forgot  there 
was  a  moon,  so  dismal  seemed  the  depths  below,  and  for  the 
moment  forgot  her  mission,  and  stood  on  the  top  of  the  hill 
peering  tremulously  into  the  darkness. 

"You  won't"  flashed  through  her  mind. 

"I  will,"  replied  the  dauntless  heart  within,  and  down  the 
hill  she  sped.  She  was  now  in  the  bottoms.  On  either  side 
dense,  entangled  masses  of  vines,  canes,  and  briers  hung  so 
far  over  into  the  road  that  they  were  muddy  from  contact 
with  passing  vehicles.  Presently  her  feet  struck  a  plank 
floor,  and  the  walls  of  shrubbery  were  changed  for  those  of 
wood.  She  was  at  the  entrance  of  a  covered  bridge.  It 
seemed  as  dark  as  death  except  the  opening  at  the  further 
end,  which  seemed  almost  indefinitely  removed.  Far  below 
the  muddy  water,  slowly  making  its  way  beneath  huge  rafts 
of  logs,  brush,  and  growing  vines,  sent  to  the  eager  ear  of 
the  girl  above  no  sound  save  those  lonely  and  weird  portend, 
ings.    She  i^aused  again. 

*'You  won't"  

'*I  will,"  and  with  a  steady  step  she  made  her  way  toward 
the  little  bright  space  at  the  other  end  of  the  bridge,  each 
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step  causing  the  long  walls  to  echo  and  re-echo,  as  it  were, 
with  all  the  moans  and  sighs  of  Salem's  burning  witches. 
She  was  fast  yielding  to  the  fear  that  they  were  ghosts'  voices , 
but,  calming  her  heart,  she  said  to  herself ,  "They  are  but 
echoes  of  my  own  footsteps,  so,  if  there  is  a  ghost  about,  it 
must  be  I."  She  at  last  reached  the  light  which  was  light 
simply  by  contrast  with  the  utter  darkness  of  the  bridge,  for 
still  the  moon  was  hid.  Here  the  road  became  sandy,  which 
forced  her  to  walk  slowly.  The  shrubbery  was  less  dense, 
and  tall  poplars  and  wide-spreading  willows  were  more  thick- 
ly interspersed.  Here,  if  she  had  looked  toward  a  stagnant 
pond  of  water  not  far  off,  she  could  have  seen  will-o'-the-wisp 
dancing  his  Indian-liks  war  dance  to  the  discordant,  croak  of 
hundreds  of  green  frogs  in  the  edge  of  the  slimy  water.  But 
just  here  her  attention  was  attracted  by  the  "Cornwallis 
house,"  which  stood  on  a  slightly  elevated  spot  on  her  right. 
The  building  was  a  large,  square,  brick  house,  two  stories 
high,  with  a  steeple  towering  far  above  the  tall  cedars  that 
stood  as  sentinels  of  the  enchanted  place. 

Just  in  front  of  the  house  was  the  graveyard  with  the  same 
slight  elevation.  This  had,  before  the  return  of  its  owners 
to  the  mother  country  at  the  outbreak  of  the  Revolution, 
been  a  beautiful  place,  but  it  was  now  almost  like  the  swamp 
that  surrounded  it.  As  our  lonely  traveler  reached  the  point 
of  the  road  between  the  graveyard  and  the  house  a  blind 
slammed.  She  stopped  and  all  was  still  save  her  brave  heart, 
which  beat  loudly  regardless  of  the  fact  that  she  knew  the 
slamming  was  caused  by  the  wind.  Standing  there  she  lis- 
tened attentively  for  a  moment.  Nothing  could  be  heard 
but  the  low  murmur  of  water  and  the  croaking  of  frogs  in 
the  distance. 

You  won't,"  someone  seemed  to  say. 

"I  will,"  her  womanly  heart  replied,  and  she  stepped  into 
the  edge  of  the  graveyard.  Tall  slabs  reflected  the  lurid 
light  of  the  moon,  which  could  be  seen  from  here,  and  as  its 
beams  came  through  the  tops  of  the  trees  they  peopled  the 
place  with  spectres  which  would  have  proved  real  ghosts  to  a 
more  superstitious  mind.    But  she  knew  that  it  was  all  the 
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work  of  nature,  and  undaunted,  threaded  her  way  through 
the  tall  slabs  to  the  queer  grave.  Approaching  the  head  of 
the  grave,  she  stopped  for  a  moment.  All  was  silence;  but 
then!  Oh  horrors!  There  was  the  sound  of  a  door  open- 
ing, and  a  cruel  voice  in  tre  direction  of  the  house  demanded, 
"Who — who — who  are  you!"  which  was  followed  by  a  mim- 
ical laugh,  "Ha!  h^!  hS!  ha!"  Closely  upon  the  laugh  fol- 
lowed the  injunction,  "Git  'er  rock!  Git  'er  rock,  quick!" 
She  stuck  the  sharpened  stick  down  by  the  headstone  and 
attempted  to  retreat,  but  in  vain — something  held  her  fast; 
she  fainted  to  wake  no  more. 

It  was  a  breeze  that  opened  the  door;  a  big  hoo-hoo  owl 
demanded  the  countersign  and  laughed  at  the  discomfiture  of 
the  intruder;  a  croaking  frog  that  gave  the  orders  to  attack, 
and  the  stick  which  she  stuck  with  her  own  hand  through 
the  hem  of  her  skirt  into  the  grave  was  the  first  assailant. 

The  same  young  men  whose  laughter  had  sent  her  noble 
spirit  here  were  soon  bearing  the  body  mournfully  back;  and, 
hearing  the  same  sounds  that  she  heard,  they  easily  con- 
cluded that  she  had  been  killed  by  some  cruel  devils  that 
haunted  the  place  either  in  body  or  spirit. 

While  this  was  taking  place  in  South  Carolina  some- 
thing vitally  connected  with  our  story  was  happening  in 
England.  A  man  named  lycroy,  who  had  been  Cornwallis  aid 
de-camp  during  the  campaign  in  the  South,  was  dying.  He 
died  a  paralytic,  his  tongue  being  entirely  useless.  There 
was  strength  enough  left  in  one  hand,  however,  to  roughly 
write  the  letters,  "G  S  C,"  which,  from  the  eagerness  of  the 
father  and  the  recollection  of  an  expressed  wish  on  his  part 
to  return  to  South  Carolina,  the  son  decided  meant  "gold  in 
South  Carolina,"  and  he  accordingly  made  up  his  mind  to 
find  it  at  his  earliest  opportunity.  The  opportunity,  how- 
ever, did  not  offer  until  he  was  too  old  to  take  the  journey, 
and  so  he  made  his  desire  known  to  his  son,  who,  as  a  young 
man,  undertook  to  find  his  grandfather's  gold.  He  landed 
at  Charleston,  and  in  the  guise  of  a  gypsy  and  with  the  abil- 
ity of  a  natural  detective,  traced  the  course  of  Cornwallis 
through  the  State,  carefully  examining  the  entire  route,  till 
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he  came  to  the  house  in  question,  which  he  learned  had  been 
the  general's  headquarters. 

It  was  a  winter  night  when  I^eroy  first  entered  the  build- 
ing.   The  wind  whistled  through  the  bare  boughs  of  the 
trees  and  around  the  corners  of  the  house.    The  occasional 
slamming  of  a  blind  caused  the  capacious  halls  to  reverber- 
ate with  ghostly  sounds.    No  human  being  had  been  within 
these  walls  before  since  they  resounded  with  the  midnight 
revelry  of  Cornwallis  and  his  ofiicers;  but  now  there  was  a 
footstep  in  the  hall  below,  and  from  all  the  rooms  around  and 
all  above,  and  from  the  dreary  tower,  reaching  high  into  the 
uncertain  light  of  the  waning  moon,  owls  and  echos  seemed 
to  say,  ''Away,  you  have  no  part  with  us."    But  I^eroy  was 
hunting  for  gold,  and  paid  little  attention  to  them.  There 
were  four  large  rooms,  separated  by  k  long  hall,  in  the  cen- 
ter of  which  rose  a  walnut  staircase,  elaborately  carved,  to  a 
similar  story  above.    As  Leroy  attempted  to  open  the  heavy 
door  of  one  of  the  rooms  the  plastering  gave  way,  and  at  its 
fall  the  pent-up  silence  of  a  century  rose  in  remonstrance  to 
the  sound,  and  although  Leroy  was  of  European  birth  and 
accustomed  to  echoing  halls  and  Alhambras,  a  quivering  chill 
ran  up  his  spine,  his  knees  trembled,  and  he  forgot  his  gold, 
and  only  the  remembrance  of  it  bade  him  enter  and  make 
himself  at  home.    This  he  did,  and  during  the  night  he  went, 
by  the  aid  of*  a  dim  lantern,  throughout  the  entire  house, 
finding  nothing  but  dusty  floors,  sand-plastered  walls,  walnut 
chimney  pieces,  and,  in  one  of  the  upper  rooms,  an  old  stool 
and  a  large  chest  of  papers  left  by  Cornwallis.    He  returned 
the  next  evening  and  prepared  the  latter  room  to  sleep  in. 
He  slept  during  the  day  and  worked  at  night  to  keep  his 
presence  a  secret  to  the  neighborhood.    After  fruitlessly  ex- 
ploring the  rooms  and  tower  he  was  about  to  despair  of  find- 
ing any  clue.    But  in  placing  something  on  the  mantlepiece 
he  brushed  the  dust  off  more  carefully,  revealing  "C.  C, 
I^roy."  burnt  into  the  walnut.    He  could  not  recall  an  an- 
cestor whose  initials  were  C.  C. ,  and  after  much  study  de- 
cided that  it  might  mean  cornier  of  cellar,  while  Leroy  was 
the  name  of  the  one  who  wrote  it.    He  had  not  thought  of 
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a  cellar  up  to  this  time,  and  so  began  to  hunt  for  the  entrance 
to  it.  This  he  found  in  the  closet  under  the  large  stairway. 
It  was  a  deep,  dark,  damp  cellar  and  a  lader  wasthe  means  of 
descent.  With  pick  and  spade  he  climbed  cautiously  down 
the  ladder.  The  furniture  of  the  cellar  was  some  rubbish, 
rat's  nests,  and  "fox  fire"  that  almost  vied  with  lycroy's  dim 
lantern.  Eagerly  he  went  to  work  and  dug  up  three  corners 
of  the  brick  floor.  More  eagerly  he  applied  the  pick,  dis- 
covering a  curved  surface  of  iron  which  he  was  half  assured 
was  the  bottom  of  an  inverted  pot,  and  with  the  spade,  hast- 
ily removing  the  loose  dirt,  he  found  a  cannonball. 

I^eroy  was  sorely  disappointed,  but  not  altogether  discour- 
aged. He  continued  for  several  days  to  search  the  cellar, 
digging  up  the  entire  floor. 

He  had  carried  the  ball  up  stairs  and  laid  it  down  by  the 
fire,  and  sitting  upon  the  stool  with  his  chin  between  his 
hands,  he  gazed  steadily  at  the  ball,  and  thought  how  far  he 
had  come  and  what  trials  he  had  encountered — all  for  a.  little 
ball  of  iron.  But  he  would  take  it  home  as  an  interesting 
curiosity,  and  picking  it  up  he  brushed  the  dry  dirt  from  it, 
and,  to  his  surprise,  found  — 'S  Aurum,  buried"  chiseled 
on  it.  This  again  aroused  his  imaginative  and  detective  fac- 
ulties, and  he  immediately  went  to  work  to  solve  the  mys- 
tery. For  some  time  he  sat  gazing  into  the  fire,  then  arose 
and  walked  the  floor  restlessly,  revolving  in  his  mind  S. 
Aurum,  buried  " 

''What  can  it  mean?  Who  was  this  Mr.  Aurum?"  he  said 
to  himself.  Sitting  down  on  the  floor  and  taking  the  ball 
between  his  knees,  he  scrutinized  it  carefully,  finding  two 
little  marks  which  he  did  not  see  before,  one  a  dash  the  other 
an  apostrophe.  He  saw  the  signification  in  an  instant.  It 
meant  Leroy's  gold  hurled.  But  where?  He  had  heard  (as 
a  g5psy,)  from  the  negroes  the  story  of  our  Revolutionary 
heroine,  and  immediately  associated  the  strange  grave  with 
the  burying  of  the  gold. 

The  next  night  he  wrapped  himself  in  a  sheet  in  order  to 
appear  as  ghostly  as  possible,  and  with  his  dim  lantern  began 
to  search  for  the  inscription  which  he  thought  would  corre- 
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spond  to  the  one  on  the  ball.  Night  after  night  he  searched — 
a  true,  living  ghost  When  again  about  to  despair,  he  found 
a  footstone  which  had,  or  seemed  to  have,  no  corresponding 
head  slab.  Further  search  revealed  a  slab  almost  entirely- 
enclosed  in  a  willow  tree-  Getting  an  axe  he  cut  it  out,  and, 
to  his  great  satisfaction,  there  was  the  "I,.  S.  Aurum,  bu- 
ried"— yes,  buried  in  the  tree. 

This  willow  was  the  stick  that  Miss  Craig  had  planted  by 
the  slab  nearly  a  century  ago. 

Mr.  Leroy  procured  the  treasure,  which  consisted  mainly 
of  jewelry,  and  disappeared  more  secretly  than  he  had  come. 

Even  now  the  unsophisticated  folks  of  the  neighborhood 
conclude  from  the  stories  of  these  sights,  sounds  and  facts 
that  the  place  is  "haunted,"  while  the  opposite  class,  though 
they  don't  believe  in  haunts,  don't  like  the  situation. 

D.  English  Camak. 


AT  THE  SIGN  OF    THE  WHITE  FALCON, 


I. 

Dotted  over  the  countrj^  in  every  town,  village  and  hamlet 
and  even  along  the  highways,  there  were  in  merry  England 
to  be  found,  a  century  back,  old  English  inns.  This  old 
English  institution  of  inns,  or  hostelries,  with  their  good 
cheer,  has  now  almost  died  out  because  of  the  advent  of  the 
modern  hotel;  and  although  the  hotel  has  all  the  modern 
conveniences  for  comfort,  yet  the  inn  will  never  be  forgotten, 
because  of  the  romance  and  mystery  connected  with  it.  All 
the  hostelries  have  interesting  histories,  and  interesting — 
perhaps  thrilling — events  have  happened  in  some  of  them. 
And  some,  too,  are  famous  for  their  connection  with  great 
men.  Chaucer  knew  the  mystery  of  the  inn,  and  when  he 
found  one  with  as  good  cheer  as  "The  Tobard,"  there  he 
loved  to  be.  Old  Dr.  Samuel  perhaps  knew  it  too,  although 
we  are  told  that  he  enjoyed  the  larder  more  than  anything 
else.    Will  Shakespeare  and  Ben  Jonson  also  made  merry  of 
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a  night  at  their  inn  quafl&ng  old  sack  and  exchanging  views 
on  life. 

One  of  these  inns,  now  demolished,  stood,  nearly  a  century 
ago,  some  miles  out  on  the  road  from  I^ondon.  The  sign  of 
"The  White  Falcon"  ornamented  its  entrance  door.  When 
it  first  began  to  do  business,  it  was  not  so  very  profitable,  for 
the  country  around  was  not  thickly  inhabited,  and  the 
comfort  of  passing  travelers  was  the  only  thing  to  be  attended 
to.  Therefore  it  needed  only  old  Thomas  Benson  and  one  or 
two  domestics  to  look  after  affairs;  and  the  former,  naturally 
having  somewhat  of  a  tired  disposition  as  innkeepers  usually 
have,  liked  this  way  of  living  about  as  well  as  any  other. 
So  the  inn  continued  to  furnish  transient  travelers  with 
something  to  cheer  the  spirits  and  a  good  bed  wherein  to 
sleep  after  a  long  day's  journey. 

But  better  and  more  prosperous  days  were  in  store  for 
"The  White  Falcon;"  and  the  prosperity  of  this  little  inn 
was  caused  by  the  great  events  then  occurring  in  Europe. 
Moreover,  Monsieur  Jean  Montmorency  ended  all  his  troubles 
here. 

Napoleon  had  changed  the  divisions  of  Europe,  and  many 
old  feudal  customs  of  the  country  had  been  destroyed.  But 
after  reaching  the  summit  of  The  Emperor  of  the  French  he 
had  been  forced  to  abdicate  and  had  been  sent  to  Elba.  The 
Bourbon  succession  had  been  proclaimed,  and  everything 
seemed  to  be  in  a  state  of  peace,  when  consternation  was 
spread  through  Europe  by  the  return  of  Napoleon  from 
Elba.  The  army  came  oyer  to  the  Corsican,  and  he  seemed 
once  more  to  be  invincible  on  the  French  throne.  As  a  result 
lyouis  XVIII  fled  the  country.  Along  with  him  went  many 
emigres,  some  to  other  countries,  some  across  the  channel 
to  England. 

Thus  it  was  on  account  of  so  much  traveling  to  I^ondon 
that  "The  White  Falcon"  prospered,  and  indeed  became  a 
resort  for  the  passing  emigres. 

Monsieur  Jean  Montmorency  was  one  of  the  first  to  get  out 
of  the  way  of  the  dreaded  Corsican.  He  not  only  wanted  to 
have  no  relations  with  the  Monarch  of  the  Hundred  Days, 
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but,  just  before  the  second  reign  commenced,  he  had  some 
private  troubles,  and  thus  the  return  from  Elba  served  as  a 
good  excuse  to  keep  himself  hidden.  He  crossed  the  channel 
one  stormy  night,  and  having  landed  on  the  coast  of  England 
began  a  solitary  journey  to  London. 

As  the  first  day  was  drawing  to  a  close  he  found  himself 
in  a  lovely  stretch  of  country  where  not  a  habitation  was  to 
be  seen.  He  cursed  the  English  and  their  country;  and 
indeed  this  part  of  the  land  was  not  a  fair  sample  of  the 
whole.  For  on  each  side  were  barren  fields  wdth  a  few 
scattered  trees,  almost  bare  of  leaves,  and  even  the  sky 
overhead  looked  dreary.  Moreover,  it  now  began  to  turn 
cold,  which  did  not  add  much  to  the  traveler's  good  humor. 
However,  he  had  not  gone  far  before  he  turned  a  bend  in  the 
road  and  saw  a  light  some  three  hundred  yards  away. 

"Ah!  good,"  said  he,  and  spurred  his  weary  horse  towards 
the  light. 

It  was  a  welcome  sight  when  he  alighted  at  the  inn,  and 
saw  honest  Thomas  Benson  standing  in  the  doorway,  the 
sign  of  "The  White  Falcon"  shaking  in  the  wind  over  his 
head,  and  a  bright  fire  behind  making  a  clear  outline  of  his 
portly  person. 

Monsieur  Jean  was  accorded  all  the  hospitality  and  comfort 
that  the  house  could  afford  when  he  jingled  a  handful  of  gold 
coins  in  his  pouch;  and  old  Thomas  was  bowing  and  scraping 
in  his  best  manner  and  ordering  the  two  domestics  about. 

"Wine  first,  mine  host,  and  have  a  good  supper  prepared," 
cried  Monsier  Jean. 

The  oldest  wine  was  brought  forth  from  the  cellar;  and 
later  a  goodly  array  of  viands  filled  the  room  with  its  odor. 
He  was  served  by  Benson,  and  when  he  had  finished  the 
attack  on  the  supper  he  called  for  a  pipe. 

"Sacre  bleu;  mine  host,  more  wine,  the  best  you  have," 
cried  Montmorency,  his  first  potation,  the  supper  and  pipe 
combining  to  act  on  his  spirits.  With  which  he  threw  some 
gold  coin  on  the  table.  The  attentive  Benson  brought  more 
wine,  wondering  all  the  time  who  this  blustering  cavalier 
was.    From  his  language  he  knew  he  was  a  Frenchman,  but 
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being  naturally  of  an  inquiring  disposition  he  wanted  to 
know  more,  but  the  knowledge  only  added  to  his  curiosity. 

Montmorency  alternately  drank  and  smoked,  and  soon  the 
effect  was  seen,  then  meditatively  quiet  and  at  last  maudlin. 
A  bed  had  been  prepared  for  him,  and  with  the  help  of  one 
of  the  servants  Thomas  managed  to  land  him  in  his  room. 
He  fell  across  the  bed,  and  just  as  the  innkeeper  was  about 
to  leave  he  heard  the  drunken  man  mutter,  "Yes,  this  is  the 

place  1  had  better  hide  Dieu  !  if  he  should  overcome 

me,  and  he  can.    She  pledged  us,  and  I  can't  but  perhaps 

I  will,  and  then  " 

The  last  was  lost  in  an  unintelligible  murmur. 

Montmorency  arose  late  the  next  day,  ate  dinner,  slept  till 
supper  time,  nnd  repeated  the  same  programme  of  the  night 
before.  Thomas  Benson  thought  to  gain  some  more  informa- 
tion concerning  his  guest,  but  although  he  waited  longer 
than  was  necessary  when  he  had  carried  the  Frenchman  to 
his  chamber,  his  only  reward  was  a  prolonged  snoring. 

He  did  not  come  down  at  all  the  next  day,  when  the  host 
brought  his  midday  meal  he  found  his  guest  seemingly  in 
deep  thought,  and  noticed  also  a  small  handkerchief  on  the 
table,  the  letters  "M.  R."  embroidered  in  the  corner. 

II. 

Two  travelers,  evidently  Frenchmen  by  their  conversation, 
were  riding  slowly  along  the  same  road  over  which  Monsieur 
Jean  Montmorency  had  come  some  weeks  before.  The 
outlook  was,  if  anything,  more  dreary  than  when  the  former 
emigre  had  come.  The  stretch  of  fields  was  more  barren, 
and  the  trees  now  without  a  single  leaf  completed  the  gloom- 
iness. And  over  towards  where  the  sun  was  about  to  set, 
leaden  clouds  hung  loweringly.  It  was  now  colder,  too,  for 
the  frost-biting  winds  of  winter  had  swept  across  the  country. 

"Where  is  the  king  now,  I^arigny?" 

"In  Ghent.    I  thought  you  would  have  known  that.'* 

"Yes,"  replied  de  Marnot,  "but  I've  been  out  in  the  coun- 
try lately,  and  the  court  has  not  attracted  me  much." 
-    ''That's  true;  and  I  know  something  of  the  reason,  for  I 
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heard  that  you  had  some  little  trouble  or  other,  while  you 
were  at  your  country  home." 

"Yes,"  said  de  Marnot,  it  seemed  with  a  sigh;  then 
quickly  repressing  it.  "But  what  do  you  think  of  Bona- 
parte? How  long  will  it  be  before  we  return  under  our  king ! 
I  have  some  special  business  to  attend  to." 

"Oh,  I  give  him  some  three  weeks  more.  But  if  I  may 
not  be  inquisitive,  could  I  help  you  in  any  way?  You  know 
we  have  fought  together,  and  have  known  each  other  a  long 
while." 

He  received  no  reply. 

These  two  Frenchmen,  Bertrand  de  Marnot  and  Arnand 
Larigny,  had  not  only  found  it  unsafe  to  remain  in  France, 
but  had  been  ordered  by  Louis  XVIII.  to  attend  the  English 
court. 

"You  have  not  replied,"  said  I^arigny. 

"Yes,  you  might,  later  on;  and  yet  I  hardly  know.  But 
let  us  drop  the  subject,"  said  Betrand  sadly.  "It  makes  me 
gloomy,  and  I  have  a  feeling  that  some  danger  hangs  over 
me,  and  I  do  not  mind  it  much." 

They  now  turned  the  same  bend  in  the  road  that  Jean 
Montgomery  had  turned,  and  saw  the  same  light.  At  that 
moment  a  thin  mist  rolled  over  the  road,  and  the  light  shone 
gloomily  through  it. 

Just  as  they  came  within  hearing  distance,  the  sound  of 
revelry  arose  from  the  inn.  Monsieur  Jean  Montmorency 
was  in  the  noisy  state,  and  old  Thomas  was  serving  more 
wine. 

As  they  called  from  without,  Jean  seemed  suddenly  to  gain 
control  of  all  his  senses.  He  became  quiet  on  the  instant, 
and  listened  attentively  to  the  old  innkeeper  inviting  the 
guests  to  enter. 

"Have  the  horses  attended  to,"  said  one  voice. 

"And  let's  have  your  best  wine  also,  mine  host,"  added 
another  voice. 

Jean  started.  He  recognized  that  last  voice;  but  it  could 
not  be.    What  could  he  be  doing  here? 
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'  'You  seem  to  have  company  by  the  noise  we  heard  awhile 
ago,"  said  the  same  voice. 

Montmorency  waited  no  longer,  but  quickly  opened  a  rear 
door  and  slid  noiselessly  through  it.  He  left  the  door  cracked 
a  little;  and  as  soon  as  he  had  seen  the  two  new  arrivals,  hs 
went  swiftly  down  a  passage,  muttering  under  his  breath, 
"Bertrand  de  Marnot!  yes,  he  follows  me  here.  I^et  him 
look  to  himself.  Pledge  or  no  pledge,  even  if  on  a  death  bed, 
I  must  protect  myself.  Tonight  I'll  end  it  all."  He  went 
to  his  room  and  bolted  the  door. 

In  the  meantime,  the  new  guests;  Bertrand  de  Marnot  and 
Arnand  I^arigny  were  doing  justice  to  a  hot  repast,  de  Mar- 
not however  drinking  more  than  eating. 

When  they  had  finished  they  immediately  retired  to  the 
rooms  appointed  for  them,  Thomas  Benson  lighting  the  way 
before  them. 

Everything  was  now  quiet  in  the  inn,  and  mine  host  was 
just  putting  things  in  order  for  the  night  when  Jean  Mont- 
morency came  down  the  stairs.    Benson  startled  looked  up. 

"What  is  it,  monsieur?" 

*'0h,  a  little  more  wine,  Benson,  that's  all.  I  intended  to 
go  to  bed,  but  the  craving  for  wine  is  ever  with  me.  Some 
more  of  the  old  Madeira,  Thomas." 

He  took  a  long  draught  like  a  man  who  needed  it.  The 
innkeeper  continued  arranging  the  different  utensils  in  their 
places. 

"By  the  way,  Thomas,  you  received  some  new  guests  this 
evening,  did  you  not  ?" 

"Yes,  and  fine  men  they  were,"  replied  Benson. 

"I  did  not  see  them,  but  I  hope  to  make  their  acquaint- 
ance before  they  leave.    Do  they  room  on  my  floor  ? ' ' 

"No,  monsieur,  they  have  rooms  just  underneath  you." 

"Well,  I'll  be  up  in  the  morning,  said  Montmorency,  and 
with  a  last  attack  on  the  Medeira,  went  upstairs. 

"That  man  looks  bad,"  said  Benson,  looking  after  him. 

He  finished  his  work  and  went  to  his  room  in  the  rear  of 
the  house. 

Everything  was  now  again  quiet     "The  White  Falcon,'* 
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and  it  seemed  that  every  one  was  asleep.  But  it  only  seemed 
so,  for  there  was  one  that  was  awake.  It  was  Jean  Montmo- 
rency, and  he  was  not  only  awake,  but  was  stealthily  gliding 
along  the  passage  towards  Bertrand  de  Marnot's  room.  His 
boots  were  off  and  he  made  no  noise.  In  the  half-darkness 
of  the  early  morning,  something  in  his  belt  glittered  like 
steel. 

Softly  he  opened  the  door  to  his  right  and  looked  in.  No 
one  was  there. 

"The  next;  perhaps,"  said  he,  and  moved  to  the  next  door. 
This  he  also  opened,  and  as  he  did  so  the  wooden  bolt  slipped 
and  fell  to  the  floor  with  a  loud  noise. 

Bertrand  de  Marnot  was  wide  awake  in  an  instant;  but  in 
the  half-light  he  only  saw  a  man  rushing  towards  him  with 
an  upraised  dagger.  He  quickly  slid  to  the  other  side  of  the 
bed,  and  the  dagger  was  buried  in  the  mattress. 

As  luck  would  have  it  Bertrand 's  sword  was  on  his  side 
of  the  bed.  He  grasped  it  and  soon  had  his  assailant  at  his 
mercy. 

At  that  moment  I^arigny,  who  had  been  awakened  by  the 
noise  of  the  falling  bolt,  entered. 
''What  is  it?"  he  asked. 
De  Marnot  explained. 
''Who  is  it!" 
"Don't  know." 

"Mon  Dieu,"  moaned  Montmorency  on  the  floor. 

"French,  and  it  seems  that  I  should  know  that  voice,"  said 
de  Marnot.  Suddenly  he  flushed  and  then  turned  pale. 
Quickly  walking  over  to  the  prostrate  man  he  peered  into 
his  face,  and  his  own  face  grew  livid. 

"It's — that  cur — Montmorency.  My  special  business  will 
be  attended  to  without  returning  to  France. ' ' 

He  shook  the  fallen  man.  Montmorency  looked  up  and 
drew  back  with  a  groan. 

•  'Jean  Montmorency, ' '  hissed  de  Marnot,  you  know  our 
pledge,  and  you  know  the  other  sacred  pledge.  You  are  now 
at  my  mercy." 
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He  pulled  the  buried  dagger  from  the  bed  and  handed  it  to 
him. 

Montmorency  hesitated. 

"You  need  not  stop;  here  is  my  comrade,  I^arigny.  He 
will  do  me  a  favor, ' '  said  de  Marnot  in  a  low,  constrained 
voice. 

'•Mon  Dieu,"  he  moaned,  "have  mercy.    It's  so  cruel." 
"And  you  were  even  more  cruel  to  her." 
De  Marnot' s  face  was  again  livid. 

Montmorency  saw  there  was  no  hope,  but  he  still  hesitated. 

"Coward — cur,  quick,  or  I^arigny  will  keep  me  from 
breaking  my  pledge. ' ' 

This  seemed  to  nettle  the  wounded  man,  coward  that  he 
was,  and  with  the  woids,  "I  knew  this  would  come,"  he  set 
his  face  hard,  plunged  the  dagger  into  his  breast  and  fell  back 
without  a  sound. 

De  Marnot  looked  at  him  a  moment,  and  turning  to  l,a- 
rigny,  said,  it  seemed  with  horror  in  his  voice  and  eyes,  "You 
knew  her  yourself,  Arnand.  Marie  Richemonte  was  my  in- 
tended bride,  and  a  sweeter  lady  was  not  in  all  France. 
Montmorency  carried  her  off  one  dark  night,  and  then  the 
iron  entered  my  soul.  Perhaps  he  loved  her,  but  she  loved 
me,  I  know.  I  found  her,  but  she  was  on  her  death-bed; 
and  fool  that  I  was,  I  allowed  her  to  pledge  both  Montmo- 
rency and  myself  never  to  kill  each  other.  One  beautiful 
afternoon  I  forgot  my  pledge  for  a  moment  and  almost  killed 
him  in  a  duel.  I  remembered  it  in  time,  though;  but  I  forced 
him  to  swear  solemnly  that  if  one  or  the  other  came  to  have 
either  at  his  mercy,  that  one  should  end  his  own  life.  He 
would  have  broke  the  first  pledge  tonight,  perhaps,  but  it  is 
all  now  ended.  Go  on  to  lyondon,  I^arigny.  I'm  going  back 
to  France.  I^ife  is  worth  nothing.  Oh!  I  feel  that  I  am 
stifling.    Throw  up  the  window,  lyarigny." 

I^arigny  did  so,  and  at  the  same  moment  a  cold  gust  of 
wind  passed  through  the  room,  took  up  a  little  handkerchief 
with  the  letters  M  R  embroidered  in  the  corner,  from  the 
table,  and  carried  it  out  of  the  window. 

F.  K.  I,AKB. 
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EUGENIE. 


The  Colonel's  homestead  stood  in  the  fairest  of  Virginia's 
fair  lands,  and  was  a  landmark  for  all  adjoining  planta- 
tions. It  was  indeed  a  large  and  handsome  building  for  even 
that  part  of  the  Old  Dominion,  where  magnificent  homes 
were  no  rare  thing  and  where  culture  and  nobility  went  hand 
in  hand  with  wealth  to  make  the  true  aristocracy.  The  dwel- 
ling was  three  stories  high  with  a  basement  or  cellar  where 
the  Colonel  kept  his  wine — so  report  said.  Throughout  the 
entire  house  wealth  and  taste  had  done  their  utmost  to  make 
the  Colonel's  home  palatial,  and  well  had  they  succeeded,  for 
the  Colonel  was  partially  safisfied,  and  the  servants  in  their 
admiration  and  love  for  him  tried  their  best  to  keep  him  so. 

But  although  Colonel  lyansing  was  of  the  best  of  the  aris- 
tocracy, he  seldom  mingled  with  them,  or  indeed  any  one  else, 
for  the  Colonel  was  a  confirmed  recluse;  and  outside  of  his 
daughter's  love  he  preferred  beyond  other  things  the  com- 
pany and  inspiration  of  his  books  and  his  fair  and  fertile 
fields.  His  dogs  were  the  best  and  his  horses  the  finest  that 
the  country  of  the  James  could  boast.  They  were  his  all, 
except  the  never  dying  memories  which  had  become  a  very 
part  in  his  nature. . 

Colonel  I^ansing  was  not  an  old  man,  but  his  once  raven 
black  hair  was  streaked  and  flecked  with  gray,  and  his  clas- 
sic face  was  chiseled  with  slight  lines,  which  showed  that  he 
had  not  lived  by  years  but  by  deeds,  and  that  his  path  had 
not  been  a  flowery  one,  but  much  strewn  with  rocks.  But 
his  stalwart  figure  was  still  unbent  and  he  sat  on  his  horse  as 
gracefully  as  ever;  and  often  were  his  servants  delighted  to 
saddle  the  horse  for  the  chase,  for  this  especially  was  one  of 
the  Colonel's  pastimes  which  he  kept  up.  But  the  Colonel's 
chief  pleasure  was  in  his  books,  and  his  library  was  his  favor- 
ite haunt  where  he  stayed  mostly  and  read  and  studied  and 
lived  over  the  past.  His  library  was  his  holy  of  holies  and 
few  indeed  were  they  who  had  the  privilege  of  entering  it. 
For  the  Colonel  loved  privacy  and  here  he  found  it  with  the 
congenial  spirits  of  his  books. 
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But  the  Colonel's  beautiful  fields  were  now  bleak  and  bare. 
The  midwinter  storms  were  on  and  the  weather  was  rough 
indeed.  The  great  blasts  of  the  wind  shrieked  and  raved 
around  the  walls  of  the  house,  slamming  shutters  back  and 
forth,  and  bending  the  limbs  of  the  trees  against  it.  A  fitful 
rain  was  falling,  cold  and  dreary,  and  when  you  looked  out 
into  the  night  the  gloom  and  darkness  was  oppressive  and 
you  hastily  turned  your  face  from  the  window  and  let  down 
the  curtains  with  a  sense  of  relief  and  unconscious  thanks 
for  a  shelter. 

But  the  Colonel  eared  not  for  the  beating  of  the  storm. 
Indeed  its  ravings  had  a  charm  for  him,  for  its  contrasts  to 
the  interior  of  his  home  was  pleasant  to  him.  It  produced 
reverie.  He  was  in  his  library.  The  books  were  on  their 
shelves  against  the  walls  well  dusted  and  over  them  here  and 
there  were  busts  and  paintings  which  he  had  collected  in  his 
travels  abroad.  They  showed  the  culture  and  taste  of  their 
possessor.  Over  the  mantle  was  his  pipes,  a  goodly  collection, 
and  nearby  was  tobacco.  Turkish,  genuine  Louisiana  perique, 
and  that  of  his  own  fine  brand,  grown  on  the  banks  of  the 
James.  He  could  appreciate  a  good  smoke.  And  what  was 
that  on  the  left  of  the  room?    Ah !  could  reports  be  true? 

They  must  be.  It  was  indeed  an  antique  sideboard  of  oak, 
and  through  its  glass  door  shone  the  row  of  genial  bottles. 
Bordeoux,  Madeira  and  Canary.  The  Colonel  had  laid  aside 
his  book  and  his  beautifully  colored  meerchaum  was  in  his 
hand.  He  drew  his  great  armchair  near  the  crackling  fire 
and  gave  himself  to  reverie,  and  was  dreaming  dreams  of  life 
and  love.  How  clearly  his  boyhood  came  up  before  him  with 
its  rounds  of  continual  pleasures  on  its  lordly  acres.  Ah! 
those  days,  when  he  roamed  along!the  James  and  through  the 
great  forests  on  the. plantation.  Thank  heaven.  He  had  the 
memories  of  them  still.  Then  came  his  life  at  the  university. 
How  well  he  remembered  the  day  his  father  called  him  into 
the  library  and  told  him  he  must  go  to  school  as  he  was  now 
eighteen  and  was  well  prepared.  His  mother  was  dead  and 
'his  father  treated  him  as  a  comrade  when  he  came  to  tell  him 
good-bye. 
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His  university  life  was  full  of  pleasures,  and  his  adventur- 
ous spirit  led  him  into  many  exploits,  chief  among  which  was 
his  mock  duel  with  Dendy,  which  caused  his  suspension  for  a 
month.  He  dreaded  to  go  home,  for  he  knew  not  what  his 
father  would  say.  But  he  went  and  was  surprised.  His 
father  laughed  heartily  at  the  joke  and  told  him  if  he  never 
did  anything  worse  he  was  satisfied  with  him.  At  college  he 
took  to  the  languages  and  was  distinguished  for  his  profi- 
ciency in  them.  He  finished  his  course  and  took  charge  of 
the  plantation;  but  his  father  soon  died  and  he  was  left  alone, 
heir  to  the  large  plantation  and  servants.  But  he  left  them 
to  a  trusted  overseer  and  traveled  in  the  Old  World,  through 
England  and  France  and  Spain.  In  Spain  he  stepped,  for  he 
could  not  resist  the  spirit  of  the  sunny  land.  And  there  it  was 
he  saw  Eugenie de  Castello,  the  Spanish  maiden  whose  dark  eyes 
and  winning  grace  won  his  heart.  He  met  her  and  prolonged 
his  stay.  Madrid  was  a  gay  place  and  he  knew  the  language 
well.  He  saw  more  and  more  of  Eugenie.  His  Spanish 
broken  with  the  Virginia  accent  delighted  her.  He  could 
almost  believe  she  loved  him,  her  eyes  sparkled  so  when  they 
talked  together  on  the  balcony.  Ah!  she  did  love  him. 
She  confessed  it  one  night  when  the  moonlight  flooded  the 
balcony  and  the  balmy  air  wrapped  them  in  its  embrace. 
How  passionately  he  begged  an  answer,  and  she  with  the 
light  in  those  eyes  confessed  yes.  Her  father,  bluff  old  Cas- 
tillo, after  many  murmurs  yielded.  He  could  not  resist  the 
impetuous  Virginian's  eloquence.  But  Eugenie  had  another 
suitor,  Lorenzo  Montejo,  the  dark  and  handsome  man  whom 
he  had  frequently  seen.  Then  Montejo  attacked  him  one 
day,  but  they  agreed  on  a  duel  and  fought  with  pistols.  He 
was  severely  wounded,  but  Montejo  was  wounded  mortally. 
After  several  weeks  he  was  well  again  and  the  wedding  was 
performed  in  the  old  cathedral  by  the  bishop.  Eugenie 
was  his  all  and  he  was  satisfied.  But  as  he  came  down  the 
aisle  he  saw  the  dark  face  of  Philip  Montejo,  Lorenzo's 
brother.  He  came  close  to  them  and  whispered  in  his  ear: 
"The  Spaniard  never  forgets  vengeance."  Somehow  it  troub 
led  him,  but  he  soon  forgot  it,  for  he  was  happy  with  Euge- 
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nie  and  never  thought  of  trouble.  Anyhow  he  was  to  sail 
in  a  few  days  and  then  be  free. 

They  reached  Virginia  safely,  and  the  place  was  as  well 
kept  as  ever  and  far  more  stronger  in  charms.  Eugenie  was 
delighted  and  soon  learned  the  language.  How  she  graced 
the  place.  Her  eyes  were  blacker  than  ever,  and  her  every 
thought  was  of  him.  Then  little  Eugenie  came  to  divide 
her  love  for  him or  as  it  seemed  to  him  to  make  it  stronger. 
She  was  the  image  of  her  mother,  he  fondly  swore,  as  he 
watched  her  play.  But  then  came  worse  than  death — his  be- 
loved had  yielded  to  the  winter  climate  and  he  could  do  noth- 
ing. Eugenie,  his  child,  was  his  all.  Her  mother's  grave 
was  on  a  gentle  slope  near  the  old  church,  and  in  the  trees 
nearby  birds  sang  their  songs  for  her,  buried  so  far  from 
sunny  Spain.  But  it  was  her  wish,  for  she  loved  Virginia. 
How  barren  those  days.  But  little  Eugenie  was  now  eigh- 
teen and  the  image  of  her  mother.  Ah,  he  thought.  Those 
eyes  the  same,  those  black  tresses,  for  all  the  world  her  moth- 
ers! And  her  voice  brought  memories  of  Spain.  Thank 
heaven.  He  had  something  left.  His  life  was  wrapped  up 
in  hers,  and  was  for  her. 

So  he  mused,  but  he  was  interrupted.  Tom  came  to  the 
library.    "What  is  it,  Tom,"  the  Colonel  asked. 

"A  gentleman  in  the  rain  outside  wants  to  come  in." 
"Well,  let  him  in  and  give  him  a  room.  Who  is  it,  do  you 
know. "  Tom  did  not,  but  at  the  Colonel's  command  let  him 
in  and  showed  him  a  room.  But  the  Colonel's  reveries  were 
broken  and  his  Madeira  could  not  bring  them  back.  So  he 
prepared  to  retire,  but  he  slept  little  for  he  dreamed  of  Euge- 
nie and  the  bright,  sunny  city  of  Madrid. 

In  the  morning  the  stranger  was  invited  to  breakfast  and 
came  down.  He  was  a  well-dressed  and  handsome  fellow, 
apparently  about  38  years  old.  His  hair  was  dark  and  very 
long,  giving  him  a  distinguished  appearance.  Evidently  he 
was  a  man  of  some  importance.  He  was  exceedingly  affa- 
ble and  carried  on  a  lively  conversation  with  the  Colonel  in 
which  Eugenie  sometimes  joined.  But  she  was  annoyed  by 
his  gaze  and  kept  her  eyes  away  from  him.    The  stranger 
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was  on  his  \^ay  to  Richmond,  he  said,  and  was  partially  lost, 
but  he  was  persuaded  to  remain  the  rest  of  the  day.  The 
Colonel  was  bothered  by  his  face,  He  knew  he  had  seen 
him  somewhere.  But  where  it  was  he  knew  not,  nor  could 
he  think,  and  he  was  the  more  puzzled.  But  the  stranger 
was  exceedingly  agreeable  and  at  dinner  entertained  them 
them  with  many  reminescences,  but  did  not  fail  to  cast  his 
glances  as  usual  at  Eugenie. 

At  night  Col.  I^ancing  invited  him  into  the  Library.  The 
guest  accepted  and  took  an  easy  chair  near  the  fire,  and  car- 
ried on  a  general  conversation  with  the  Colonel,  all  the  time 
however,  carefully  surveying  the  room  with  his  dark  eyes. 
He  seemed  satisfied  with  his  survey.  The  Colonel  offered 
him  his  bordeaux,  but  he  preferred  Canary,  he  said.  The 
conversation  went  on,  and  the  Colonel  offered  a  pipe  but  the 
stranger  declined  and  from  a  packet  drew  out  a  cigarette,  lit 
it  at  the  alcohol  flame,  and  puffed  at  it  gently.  He  drew  his 
chair  nearer  the  Colonel  and  looked  him  straight  in  the  eye. 
The  Colonel  returned  the  look  in  amazement,  but  the  stran- 
ger still  gently  puffed  at  the  cigarette.  He  drew  still  nearer: 
"Senor  Lansey,"  he  began,  but  the  Colonel  looked  up.  He 
remembered  the  face  but  he  said  nothing.  The  man  went 
on.  *'A  Spaniard  never  forgets  a  wrong  or  his  vengeance," 
he  said.  Some  eighteen  years  ago  you  slew  my  brother.  **I 
have  hunted  you  long,  but  at  last" — he  fairly  hissed  the 
word — "your  time  has  come." 

The  Colonel  was  perfectly  himself  except  for  the  anger 
that  flashed  from  his  eyebrows.  "Very  well,"  he  said,  "I 
quite  ready,  Senor  Montejo'  Your  brother  fought  me  fairly. 
I  shall  show  you  the  same  justice."  He  had  risen,  his  com- 
manding figure  at  its  full  height  and  his  flecked  gray  hair 
brushed  back.  He  was  at  his  best  and  could  still  fight.  He 
stepped  to  the  wall  and  drew  two  light  rapiers.  The  Span- 
iard took  his  choice.    The  Colonel  the  other. 

"Nor  for  life  or  death,"  he  cried,  and  Montejo  prepared 
to  fight.  The  Spaniard  was  cool,  wary  and  crafty.  He 
warded  the  Colonel's  blows  and  made  a  skillful  thrust,  but 
the  Colonel  was  ready.    On  they  fought,  the  Colonel  still 
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cool,  but  Montejo  livid  with  rage.  Yet  he  fought  well,  nor 
did  he  belie  his  reputation  of  Madrid's  finest  swordsman. 
He  was  at  his  ease.  But  the  Colonel  had  fought  under  the 
masters  also,  and  he  remembered  thier  instructions.  Well 
were  they  matched.  The  Colonel  made  a  nervy  thrust,  but 
Montejo  warded  it  and  pricked  the  other's  arm  severely. 
The  Colonel  was  enraged.  He  flew  at  the  Spaniard  and  they 
fought  like  madmen,  but  Montejo  made  a  thrust  and  bared 
his  left  side  The  Colonel  rushed  upon  him  and  his  rapier 
found  its  mark.  The  Spaniard  fell  gasping  upon  the  floor. 
The  Colonel  was  victor. 

The  door  opened  and  Eugenie  attracted  by  the  noise, 
rushed  in  terrified  at  the  sight.  "What  is  it,*'  she  cried, 
and  she  rushed  to  her  father's  arms.  The  Colonel  pointed  to 
the  body.  "He  was  an  enemy,"  he  said,  and  Eugenie 
fainted  in  his  arms.  He  rang  for  the  servants  and  they  re- 
moved the  Spaniard  and  he  saw  to  Eugenie.  She  soon  re- 
vived for  she  had  Spanish  blood  in  her  veins.  Philip  Mont- 
ejo was  buried  at  the  old  church,  but  not  near  Eugenie, 
his  country  woman.  Colonel  lyansey  was  exonerated  and 
congratulated  upon  his  excellent  and  timely  sword-play. 

The  Colonel  and  Eugenie  were  in  the  I^ibrary  again.  It 
was  a  year  later  and  the  rain  was  again  beating  down.  The 
Colonel  was  telling  Eugenie  the  story  of  the  Spaniard  and 
her  mother.  She  listened  eagerly  and  when  she  found  what 
a  great  danger  her  father  had  been  in  she  shuddered.  But  it 
was  all  over.  Her  mother's  eyes  rested  on  her  father's  and 
he  was  quiet.  She  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck  and 
wept  softly,  and  the  Colonel's  life  began  again. 

J.  W.  Dickson. 


PRO  CRUCES, 


Many  years  ago  it  happened, 
In  the  good  old  days  of  yore. 
When  King  Richard  ruled  in  England, 
On  that  far  and  distant  shore. 
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In  the  land  was  wealth  and  plenty; 
There  was  joy  on  every  side; 
People  lived  and  were  contented, 
In  no  base  pursuit  allied. 

But  the  king  was  bent  on  conquest, 

And  it  wasn't  he  alone, 

For  in  treaty  he  united 

With  the  sovereign  of  the  Rhone. 

So  these  kings  for  battle  ready 
Did  their  course  of  blood  pursue 
Across  the  smiling  fields  of  Europe 
To  the  home  of  Turk  and  Jew. 

Many  a  toilsome  day  they  journeyed 
To  the  land  of  Ham  and  Shem, 
In  which  was  the  Holy  City, 
Now  the  New  Jerusalem. 

In  that  country  there  awaited 
For  the  Christian  army  bold. 
A  wise  and  noble  Eastern  prince, 
The  brave  Saladin,  we  are  told. 

In  many  a  fierce  and  bloody  battle, 
There  two  mighty  armies  fought; 
Ivike  a  sea  they  rolled  and  thundered 
O'er  the  carnage  that  they  wrought. 

Bold  King  Richard  led  the  combat 
'Gainst  this  fierce  and  wily  foe; 
On  the  battlements  of  Achre, 
In  the  days  of  long  ago. 

But  as  destiny  would  have  it, 
Richard  quarreled  with  his  friend. 
And  King  Francis  would  not  listen. 
But  to  France  returned  again . 

So  King  Richard  without  ally, 
Sore  beset  by  foreign  host, 
Turned  his  face  again  to  England; 
All  was  ruined — all  was  lost . 

Although  in  trouble,  yet  undaunted, 
Richard  called  to  him  his  men: 
"Be  of  good  cheer  now  my  hearties, 
We  shall  soon  be  at  home  again. " 
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So  to  him  their  lives  entrusted, 
Their  hopes,  their  all  were  on  him  laid . 
Where  he  leadeth  they  must  follow. 
Be  it  river,  hill  or  glade . 

Ever  backward  now  they  journeyed. 
O'er  the  mountain  through  the  plain, 
Brave  King  Richard  always  leading, 
Singing  oft  the  bold  refrain — 

"Come  my  hearties,  do  not  falter, 
We're  the  bravest  of  the  brave. 
Where  I  lead  you  ye  must  follow. 
Be  it  glory  or  the  grave . ' ' 

Now  it  happened  that  in  England, 
While  our  king  was  on  his  roam, 
John,  King  Richard's  younger  brother. 
Usurped  the  imperial  power  at  home. 

Still  King  Richard  journeyed  onward 
Thro'  German  lands  and  Slav  domains, 
Until  at  last  he  was  imprisoned 
Like  a  dog  in  servile  chains. 

In  a  great  and  mighty  castle. 
High  above  the  crystal  Rhine — 
There  they  threw  him  in  a  dungeon. 
Like  a  bird  in  cage  to  pine. 

There  he  lingered,  chaffed  and  fretted 
Many  a  long  and  weary  day. 
And  perhaps  he  sometimes  wandered 
To  his  England  far  away. 

So  as  he  lived  and  longed  and  waited. 
There  he  carved  in  bold  relief 
The  name  of  Richard  Cceui  de  Leon, 
Britain's  Lion-hearted  chief. 

Walls  nor  gates  nor  forts  could  hold  him. 
Be  they  iron,  wood  or  stone; 
He  was  bent  on  reaching  England. 
This  it  was — and  this  alone. 

So  he  broke  them — hurled  them  from  him — 
Rose,  and  did  his  exit  make, 
Like  a  giant  out  of  serfdom, 
Like  the  lion,  his  name-sake. 
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Soon  again  he  was  in  England, 
And  resumed  once  more  his  throne; 
He,  a  prodigal  returning, 
Came  again  unto  his  own. 

Of  all  the  gallant  knights  of  old, 
King  Richard  surely  was  the  best, 
A  prince,  and  king,  and  warrior  bold, 
Superior  to  all  the  rest. 

S.  M .  Dawkins. 
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publicity  of  We  have  noticed  with  pleasure  that  many  of 
Golle^e  Life*  the  leading  daily  newspapers  have  begun  the 
practice  of  devoting  a  department,  usually  on  some  particular 
day  of  the  week,  to  college  news.  These  departments  they 
call  "Campus  News,"  "Chat  from  the  Campus,"  etc.  The 
material  for  the  department  is  either  prepared  by  some  mem- 
ber of  the  newspaper  "force,"  or  is  furnished  from  corres- 
pondents from  the  various  colleges. 

While  we  have  nothing  to  say  as  to  the  quality  of  the 
work  done  in  the  preparation  of  the  news,  we  wish  to  say 
that  we  believe  that  the  very  fact  that  it  is  done  furnishes  to 
to  those  who  are  most  deeply  interested  in  colleges,  grounds 
for  much  pleasure,  Newspapers,  of  course,  try  to  furnish  to 
their  readers  the  kind  of  news  that  it  is  supposed  that  they 
wish  to  read.  So  it  may  be  taken  for  granted  that  the  men 
who  control  these  newspapers  see  that  there  is  a  demand  for 
college  news.  This  means  that  the  public  is  interested  in 
college  life  and  college  work. 
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This  fact  furnishes  much  encouragement,  It  shows  that 
the  student  is  respected,  and  that  the  pursuit  of  knowledge 
is  looked  upon  as  as  one  of  the  great  pursuits  of  the  times. 
It  shows  that  there  is  a  connection,  becoming  more  intimate, 
between  college  life  and  real  life.  But  at  the  same  time  it 
also  places  upon  us,  as  students,  additional  responsibility.  It 
makes  it  incumbent  upon  us  to  prove  ourselves  w^orthy  of 
the  interest  taken  in  us  by  the  public;  to  make  college  life, 
so  far  as  it  lies  within  our  power  so  to  do,  a  life  with  which 
it  will  be  next  to  impossible  for  the  people  at  large  to  find 
fault — a  life  which  can  stand  any  investigation,  by  any  com- 
mittee, congressional  or  other. 

Social  The  recent  rather  peculiar  statements  of  Ad- 
DlSttnctlOtl*  miral  Sampson,  brought  out  by  the  proposed 
promotion  of  Gunner  Morgan,  in  regard  to  social  require- 
ments for  naval  officers,  are,  as  some  one  has  already  said, 
among  the  most  un-American  expressions  that  we  have  ever 
heard.  The  incident  leads  one,  who  knows  little  or  nothing 
about  the  navy,  to  suspect  that  the  naval  offiicers  in  Wash- 
ington form  a  social  class  among  themselves,  which  class  is 
becoming  more  exclusive.  It  makes  one  fear,  when  this  in- 
cident is  connected  with  some  other  undemocratic  tendencies 
which  are  now  to  be  found  in  American  life,  that  the  cher- 
ished democracy  of  our  republic  is  passing  away  and  giving 
place  to  the  social  distinctions  which  the  founders  of  our 
government  endeavored  to  prevent. 

But  w^e  mention  the  incident  here  principally  for  the  pur- 
pose of  bringing  out  another  thought.  There  are  few  things 
which  serve  to  obliterate  the  social  distinctions  and  classes  in 
our  life  so  much  as  does  the  American  college.  In  college 
the  millionaire's  son  and  the  senator's  son  and  the  laborer's 
son  must  do  the  same  work,  and  observe  the  same  rules,  and 
in  some  colleges  must  wear  clothes  of  the  same  kind.  The 
only  aristocracy  is  an  aristocracy  of  intellect.  Students  of 
different  social  "standing"  form  friendships  which  continue 
through  life.    College  life  is  a  great  destroyer  of  caste, 


EDITORIAL  DEPARTMENT 


27 


H  New  "f  omi  of  We  read  a  lot   these  days  about  the  so- 
Governtncnt.    called  Emperor  William  I.  of  America. 

President  McKinley  is,  according  to  the  sarcastic  statements 
of  papers  opposed  to  his  policies,  in  every  essential  sense  the 
emporer  of  imperial  America,  Cuba,  Porto  Rico  and  the 
Philippine  islands.  This  is  all  very  well  for  newspaper  sar- 
casm, but  it  seems  to  us  that  another  description  of  the  form 
of  government  in  our  country  at  the  present  time,  or  at 
least  of  the  form  of  government  which  we  are  approaching, 
would  be,  perhaps,  a  little  more  appropriate.  This  other 
description  of  the  administration,  however,  contains  little 
more  than  sarcasm — perhaps  a  few  germs  of  truth.  Our 
country  is  no  longer  ruled  by  a  government  of  the  people,  by 
the  people,  for  the  people,  but  we  live  under  a  government 
of  the  trusts,  by  the  trusts,  for  the  trusts. 

We  have  read,  in  various  parts  of  history,  of  empires,  mon- 
archies, republics,  oligarchies,  democracies,  theocracies,  and 
various  other  things.  Some  of  them  have  risen,  flourished 
and  decayed,  and  some  did  scarcely  more  than  rise  and  wane; 

"Our  little  systems  have  their  day; 
They  have  their  day  and  cease  to  be," 

But  America,  and  the  twentieth  century,  both  synonyms 
of  progress,  seem  to  have  declared  themselves  independent 
of  all  the  past,  and  to  have  determined  to  show 
us  that  there  can  be  something  new  under  the 
sun.  And  this  something  new  is  the  reign  of  the 
corporation.  Already,  it  seems,  the  corporation  has 
taken  such  complete  possession  of  the  various  departments 
of  our  national  government  that  it  has  the  enacting  and  the 
administration  of  the  laws  practically  all  its  own  way.  It 
has  compelled  us  to  preserve  the  open  door  in  the  far  east, 
for  the  corporation's  good.  Among  many  other  things,  it  has 
even  attempted,  though  unsuccessfully,  to  compel  the  gov- 
ernment to  pay  a  large  sum  of  money  to  the  builders  of  ships, 
to  encourage  ship-building.  Nothing  is  suggested  as  to 
paying  anything  to  the  poor  struggling  builders  of  homes,  to 
encourage  home-building;  and  these  do  not  receive  mucll 
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encouragement,  notwithstanding  the  well-known  fact  that  a 
country's  strength  lies  in  its  happy  homes. 

We  cannot  prophesy,  but  we  who  are  young  are  apprehen- 
sive of  the  results  of  the  reign  of  the  corporations. 

^  J' 

Base  Ball  Outlook,  It  may  seem  somewhat  early  in  the  sea- 
son for  casting  a  prediction  as  to  the  prospects  of  a  winning 
team,  but  as  we  were  not  handicapped  in  losing  many  of  our 
players,  we  can  safely  make  one,  judging  from  the  record  of 
last  year's  team.  Captain  Hudgens  has  made  excellent 
progress  since  the  beginning  of  the  season,  and  with  the 
abundance  of  material  on  hand  there  is  no  doubt  that 
WofFord  will  put  out  the  fastest  team  in  the  history  of  the 
institution.  Of  last  year's  team  the  following  are  back: 
Hudgens,  catcher;  DuPre  pitcher;  Bennett,  third  base;  Bates, 
who  has  played  second  for  the  past  three  seasons,  will  play 
first  this  3^ear;  Greene  has  been  moved  from  short  to  second, 
and  Brabham,  from  right  to  center  field;  Burnett,  who  played 
sub  last  season  will  play  left  this  year,  and  will  relieve  Du- 
Pre in  the  Box.  He  has  fine  speed  and  curves  and  gives 
promise  of  becoming  a  great  pitcher.  Thus  short  and  right 
field  are  the  only  places  to  be  filled,  and  the  material  is  unu- 
sual fine.  Of  the  new  men  who  are  showing  up  well  at 
short,  are  Little,  Sullivan,  W.,  Turner,  and  Jones.  The  po" 
sitions  vacant  in  the  outfield  will  have  to  be  decided  on  the 
batting,  as  several  are  playing  about  the  same  as  far  as  their 
fielding  is  concerned.  "Jack"  Burnett  who  has  played  on  the 
team  for  the  past  four  years,  is  on  the  campus,  and  is  help- 
ing Captain  Hudgens  work  the  men.  He  will  be  on  hand  at 
all  our  games  and  his  coaching  will  no  doubt  be  the  means 
of  making  Wofford  many  scores.  J.  B.  G. 
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We  are  inclined  to  think  that  the  criticism  of  the  ex- 
change editor  of  Southwestern  Presbyterian  University  Jour 
nal  on  the  prize  poem,  "Old  I^ove  lyCtters,"  in  the  Univer- 
sity of  Mississippi  Magazine  too  harsh,  and  his  sarcastic  re- 
marks entirely  out  of  place.  We  do  not  think  that  the  edi- 
tor referred  to  meant  to  discourage  this  young  poet  or  to 
blight  his  hopes  of  becoming,  some  day,  a  ''Bobby"  Burns. 
One  should  be  very  careful  not  to  block  up  the  poetical  ave- 
nues of  a  young  verse  writer.  To  us  this  poem  possesses 
the  qualities  of  real  good  verse,  and  is  filled  with  that  deep 
sentiment  which  plays  such  an  important  part  in  this  world. 
It  is  evident  that  the  editor  whom  we  are  trying  mildly  to  crit- 
icise likes  something  solid;  but  take  our  advice,  O  young  man, 
and  tune  yourself  to  receive  the  sentimental  expressions  of 
even  a  young  poet  in  love. 

Our  time  has  been  well  spent  in  perusing  the  pages  of  The 
Howard  Collegian.  * '  Monuments  that  Endure' '  and  *  'Frank- 
lin" are  two  deserving  articles,  especially  the  former. 

If  I  were  to  criticise  the  Centre  College  Cento  I  could  not 
do  it  in  more  befitting  words  than  is  done  in  the  first  editorial 
by  the  editor  of  that  department,  I  would  urge  that  the 
students  of  that  college  follow  his  advice  and  make  their 
journal  what  it  ougt  to  be  in  every  respect.  The  mass  of  the 
students  do  not  realize  the  great  strain  that  the  literary  edi- 
tor has  to  bear  in  trying  to  fill  his  department  when  they  are 
slow  and  negligent  about  contributing. 

"The  Rise  of  the  English  Novel"  in  the  February  Criterion 
is  a  well  written  article.  It  is  interesting  and  instructive. 
The  author  undoubtedly  has  spent  much  time  in  preparation 
of  this  article.  We  would  not  close  without  mentioning 
"Shakespeare  as  a  Dramatist."    This  is  an  excellent  article. 

The  Carolinian,  as  usual,  is  full  to  overflowing  with  good, 
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readable  matter.  The  students  seem  to  take  pride  in  con- 
tributing worthy  articles  to  their  journal.  This  is  not  the 
case  with  most  colleges.  There  seems  to  be  just  now  at  Car- 
olina an  unusual  number  of  fine  writers.  The  editorial  de- 
partment is  also  full.  We  congratulate  the  retiring  staff 
upon  their  good  work,  and  are  sorry  to  see  them  retire,  but 
hope  that  the  new  one  will  carry  on  the  work  upon  the  same 
high  plane. 

The  Limestone  Star  succeeds  beyond  its  highest  aims  in 
pleasing  its  subscribers,  and  in  furnishing  them  with  good, 
readable  matter.  There  is  no  other  magazine  that  comes  to 
our  desk  that  is  filled  with  a  greater  variety  of  articles; 
and  the  outside  appearance  presents  an  attractiveness  that  is 
not  surpassed  by  any  other.  Every  department  is  just  what 
it  should  be. 

In  our  opinion  the  purpose  of  the  exchange  department 
is  not  the  place  to  give  vent  to  rash  feelings,  nor  to  carry 
on  petty  wranglings.  We  have  been  somewhat  displeased  at 
the  conduct  of  some  of  our  contemporaries.  Doubtless  they 
have  acted  a  little  hastily,  and  need  only  to  think  a  moment 
before  they  can  see  their  wrong.  I^et  us  try  to  point  out  the 
faults  and  mistakes  of  our  friends  without  any  feeling  of 
malice  or  dealing  too  much  in  sarcastic  remarks.  If  another 
exchange  editor  or  "editress"  criticises  our  faults  in  a  rather 
rude  manner,  let  us  not  try  to  reply  in  a  contemptible  man- 
ner, but  rather  try  to  correct  ourselves,  and  in  that  way  be 
benefited  by  the  suggestions.  A  college  journal  should  not 
fall  to  the  plane  of  a  newspaper  and  engage  in  little  insignifi- 
cant disputes,  but  on  the  other  hand  it  should  keep  within 
the  bounds  of  dignified  college  men  and  women. 


CLIPPINGS. 


BVBNING  SCSNK. 

(Abendbild.) 
Softly  falls  the  Summer  evening, 
And  the  sun's  departing  kiss, 
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Stream  and  woodland  is  investing 
With  a  mystic  loveliness. 

Crickets  round  the  brooks  are  chirping, 
L<eaves  are  rustling  on  the  trees, 

And  a  far  faint  sound  of  plashing 
Floats  upon  the  evening  breeze. 

lyO,  a  Naiad  fair,  is  bathing 
In  the  reeds  beside  the  river; 
And  her  snowy  arms  and  bosom 
In  the  golden  sunlight  quiver. 


THK  he^arT. 
Two  chambers  has  the  heart; 

Therein 
Dwell  Joy  and  Sorrow. 

When  Joy  awakens  in  one, 

Then  Sorrow 
Slumbers  softly  in  the  other. 

Ah,  Joy!  take  care! 

Speak  gently! 
Lest  Sorrow  awaken.  Ex. 


/viumni  Oepartment. 

H.  M.  Brown,  Editor. 


Mr.  G.  D.  Shands,  who  finished  three  years  here  (not 
graduating  on  account  of  the  war, )  is  Dean  of  the  law  faculty 
of  the  University  of  Mississippi.  We  are  sorry  to  report 
that  he  is  rapidly  failing  in  health. 

Mr.  C.  P.  Still,  who  finished  the  Soph  year  with  the  pres- 
ent Senior  class,  now  holds  a  responsible  position  with  the 
Goodbar  Shoe  Co.,  of  Memphis,  Tenn.  He  says  he  still  in- 
tends to  finish  his  course  in  these  old  halls. 
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Mr.  Emory  Edwards,  class  of  '99,  is  principal  of  the  school 
at  lyittle  Rock,  Marion  county.  He  is  also  serving  in  the 
capacity  of  junior  preacher  of  the  Little  Rock  circuit. 

Mr.  G.  T.  Pew,  class  of  '97,,  is  now  serving  his  second 
year  as  principal  of  the  Hebron  High  School,  Darlington 
county. 

Mr.  Homer  S.  Parnell,  class  of  '99,  is  teaching  at  Phila- 
delphia, Darlington  county. 

Mr.  W.  C.  lyatimer,  who  finished  the  Junior  year  with  the 
class  of  1900,  has  an  important  position  with  the  govern- 
ment as  postoffice  inspector  of  rural  mail  delivery. 

St.  Clair  W.  Muckenfuss,  more  familiarly  known  as 
"Muck,"  who  finished  part  of  the  Junior  year  with  the  class 
of  *oo,  is  studying  law  at  Greenville,  S.  C.  All  the  boys  ex- 
tend hearty  congratulations  to  him  upon  having  recently  led 
to  the  hymeneal  altar  a  fair  young  bride. 

Mr.  T.  F.  Raysor,  class  of  '97,  is  clerk  in  the  census  de- 
partment at  Washington. 

Prof.  G.  M.  Moore,  class  of  '96,  is  now  in  Germany.  He 
has  taught  for  several  years  with  much  succe^-s  and  is  now 
taking  a  course  at  the  University  of  Berlin.  He  and  Prof. 
Snyder  are  together  at  the  university,  and  he  is  pursuing  his 
his  work  with  the  help  of  Prof.  Snyder.  We  predict  for 
him  a  bright  future. 

We  are  sorry  to  announce  the  death  of  Mr.  L.  C.  Cannon, 
class  of  '71.  While  in  college  he  is  remembered  by  his  class- 
mates, of  whom  Prof.  Gamewell  is  one,  as  an  earnest  and  de- 
voted student,  always  placing  duty  first.  He  may  be  said  to 
have  been  the  pioneer  of  the  Building  and  Loan  business  in 
this  city.  He  was  prominently  connected  with  the  National 
Bank  and  afterwards  with  the  Merchants  &  Farmers  Bank 
of  this  city.  On  account  of  failing  health  he  resigned  his 
position  at  the  bank  to  engage  in  more  active  work.  He 
took  charge  of  a  gold  mine  near  Glenn  Springs  and  was  ac- 
tively engaged  in  this  work  until  his  last  illness.  All  the 
banks  in  the  city  were  closed  one  day  in  honor  of  him. 

Mr.  J.  B.  Humbert,  class  of  '60,  is  one  of  the  most  pros- 
perous farmers  in  Laurens  county. 
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M.  D.  O.  Herbert,  class  of  '78,  is  one  of  the  most  promi- 
nent members  of  the  Orangeburg  bar. 

Mr.  W.  B.  Willis,  class  of  '92,  is  head  master  of  the  Car- 
lise  Fitting  School  and  is  one  of  the  most  hustling  young  ed- 
ucators in  the  State. 

Mr.  W.  R.  Crum,  class  of  '99,  is  one  of  the  most  success- 
ful young  merchants  in  Orangeburg  county. 

Mr.  Claude  C.  I^eitner,  class  of  '96,  has  an  agency  for  the 
Manhattan  I^ife  Insurance  company.  He  is  now  located  at 
Boston,  and  is  also  taking  a  course  of  lectures  at  Harvard 
University. 

Mr.  W.  D.  Holland,  who  finished  two  years  with  the  class 
of  '99,  is  merchandizing  at  Seneca,  S.  C 


Local  Department. 


M.  Aui,D,  Editor. 


.  GYMNASIUM  EXHIBITION* 

One  of  the  most  pleasant  occasions  of  the  whole  college 
year  is  the  midwinter  exhibition  of  the  Gymnasium  Associa- 
tion. It  was  given  this  year  on  the  evening  of  February  11 
in  the  Wilbur  B.  Burnett  building.  The  committee  in  charge 
of  the  evening  had  provided  well  for  the  comfort  of  the  spec- 
tators, and  the  large  crowd  that  assembled  to  see  the  team 
perform  was  seated  and  arranged  so  that  every  one  could  see 
to  the  best  advantage.  We,  as  a  student  body  are  very  justly 
proud  of  our  Gymnasium  building,  which  we  believe  to  be 
one  of  the  neatest  and  best  equipped  of  any  college  in  the 
South.  It  presented  a  lively,  jolly  appearance  on  that  eve- 
ning, and  that  every  one  present  was  in  a  good  humor  was 
proven  by  the  bright  countenances  and  hearty  laughter  be- 
fore the  exercises  began. 

Instructor  H.  T.  Shockley  and  Captain  F.  S.  DuPre  had 
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been  hard  at  work  for  several  weeks,  and  promptly  at  half 
past  eight  the  following  well-drilled  team  appeared  on  the 
floor  under  their  management:  Messrs.  Candler,  McWhirter, 
Gilmore,  Traxler,  Owen,  Merchant,  B.  Shockley,  Willard, 
Wanamaker,  E.  Vaughn,  McCuUough,  C.  E-  Daniel,  Varner 
and  Oliver.  Too  much  credit  cannot  be  given  to  the  team 
as  a  whole  for  the  admirable  manner  in  which  they  acquitted 
themselves.  Where  all  did  so  well  it  is  hard  to  say  which 
one  deserves  special  credit.  The  work  of  the  team  consisted 
of  work  on  the  rings,  horizontal  bar,  parallel  bars,  and  horse, 
with  high  diving,  tumbling,  pyramid  building  and  dog  roll- 
ing, all  of  which  was  carried  out  by  them  in  an  admirable 
manner.  Special  mention  should  be  made  of  the  high  diving 
by  DuPre  and  Daniel,  and  of  the  giant  swing  by  Daniel;  also 
some  pretty  individual  work  by  McWhirter  and  Varner. 

There  were  several  persons  present  who  had  seen  exhibi- 
tions of  a  similar  nature  in  other  colleges,  and  they  all  spoke 
very  favorably  of  our  exhibition,  declaring  it  to  be  one  of  the 
best  they  had  ever  wdtnesred.  If  the  expression  of  a  per- 
sonal opinion  will  be  allowed  we  think  it  the  best  that  has 
been  given  in  four  years  as  far  back  as  our  knowledge  of 
them  goes. 

After  the  exercises  of  the  team  a  short  informal  reception 
was  held  for  a  few  minutes — an  enjoyable  occasion  to  the 
young  people  of  the  audience-  We  feel  sure  that  every  one 
went  away  with  the  most  pleasant  feelings  as  to  the  whole 
evening,  and  those  in  charge  have  reason  to  congratulate 
themselves  that  the  first  exhibition  of  the  century  was  such 
good  one. 

ANNIVERSARY^ 


The  anniversary  on  February  22  is  always  looked  forward 
to  by  all  the  boys,  not  only  because  it  gives  a  breathing  spell 
of  one  day  in  the  long  home-stretch  from  Christmas  to  June, 
but  it  also  brings  an  occasion  that  is  always  enjoyed  by  every 
one.  It  was  a  very  cold  and  to  a  certain  extent,  disagree- 
able night,  but  the  crcwd  that  greeted  the  speakers  on  their 
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appearance  was  very  gratifying  indeed.  The  large  chapel 
was  about  comfortably  filled — and  a  most  attentive,  intelli- 
gent audience  it  was,  too. 

B.  B.  lyancaster  and  C.  K.  Peele,  as  presidents  of  the  Pres- 
ton and  Calhoun  Societies  respectively,  presided  over  the  ex- 
ercises. After  music,  and  prayer  by  Rev.  W.  R.  Richardson, 
Mr.  Peele  introduced  as  the  Calhoun  orator  Mr.  W.  C.  Koger 
of  Sumter  county.  He  had  a  well  prepared  oration  on  the 
* 'International  Dilemma,"  and  following  the  reputation  that 
he  had  already  made  for  himself,  he  delivered  it  well.  It  was 
a  live  subject  that  he  had  chosen  and  he  handled  it  in  a  live 
manner.  He  spoke  of  the  present  dilemma  in  which  the 
Powers  are,  and  more  especially  the  United  States,  in  regard 
to  their  treatment  and  disposition  of  China  and  Chinese  prob- 
lems. The  treatment  that  China  had  received  at  the  hands 
of  the  so-called  Christian  nations  was  shown,  and  also  on  the 
other  hand  the  dependence  that  we  have  upon  China.  He 
closed  with  a  strong  appeal  to  the  nations  to  show  themselves 
equal  to  the  responsibilities  laid  upon  them  by  God  in  this 
Chinese  question. 

Mr.  Lancaster  then  introduced  as  the  speaker  from  the 
Preston  Society  Mr.  A.  B.  Driggers  of  Florence  county. 
Mr.  Driggers  had  a  splendid  oration  on  "Abraham  Lincoln." 
It  showed  the  thought  of  a  fertile  brain,  and  the  touch  of  a 
ready  pen,  and  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  Lincoln  would 
naturally  be  an  unpopular  subject  with  a  Southern  audience, 
his  speech  was  a  great  success.  We  all  kenw  that  he  was  a 
graceful  speaker  and  we  are  more  than  ever  convinced  of  it 
now.  His  delivery  was  easy,  graceful,  natural,  and  forceful. 
He  spoke  very  graphically  of  the  uniqueness  of  Lincoln's 
character,  his  great  power  as  a  leader  of  men, and  his  eternal 
loyalty  to  the  cause  of  liberty  and  freedom.  Turning  for  a 
second  at  the  close  from  Lincoln,  he  paid  a  beautiful  tribute 
to  the  memory  of  t  .^e  bravery  and  chivalry  of  the  men  who 
wore  the  gray,  calling  upon  all  men  never  to  forget  those  loyal 
men  who  bathed  our  fair  Southland  in  their  heart's  blood. 

After  the  exercises  the  audience  adjourned  to  the  Society 
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halls  where  a  reception  one  of  the  best  in  several  years, 
was  given.  It  was  under  the  charge  of  Mr.  B.  H.  Brown  as 
chairman  of  the  reception  committee,  and  it  is  a  compliment 
to  his  good  management  that  the  occasion  was  so  much  en- 
joyed by  every  one. 

Even  the  timid,  bashful  Freshmen,  who  on  ordinary  occa- 
sions fear  the  presence  of  a  young  lady  about  as  much  as 
a  full-grown  tiger,  were  induced  by  an  abundance  of  urging 
on  the  part  of  older  men  to  mingle  with  the  gay  crowd. 
With  the  beating  of  their  hearts  sounding  very  much  like  the 
working  of  a  good,  strong  force  pump,  and  their  knees  keep- 
ing good  time  with  a  flutter  mill,  they  as  they  said,  received 
their  introduction  to  Spartanburg  society.  We  trust  that 
they  may  find  everything  beyond  their  wildest  dreams. 

If  we  can  take  the  general  expression  of  opinion  as  a  proof 
we  can  say  that  every  one  enjoyed  our  celebration;  and  we 
trust  that  they  may  long  remember  it,  and  remember  it  pleas- 
antly, too. 


BASEBALL^ 


The  baseball  season  will  soon  begin.  Wofford  has  long 
had  a  reputation  for  ball  playing,  and  for  two  years  we  have 
not  lost  a  game.  Every  college  that  has  met  our  famous 
nine  on  the  diamond  has  come  off  with  colors  trailing  in  the 
dust,  while  the  "Old  Gold  and  Black"  has  waved  in  triumph 
over  many  a  field.  Our  friends  of  the  other  colleges  need  not 
think  that  turn  about  is  fair  pla}^  and  possibly  their  time  will 
come  this  year.  It  may  look  a  little  greedy  to  them,  but  all 
we  can  say  is,  "It  is  hard  but  it's  fair."  We  advise  them  to 
prepare  to  receive  the  same  dose  that  has  been  administered 
to  them  before.  And  really  it  ought  not  to  be  a  bitter  one, 
as  it  has  been  done  so  often  that  by  this  time  they  ought  to 
be  a  little  used  to  it.  We  promised  our  sister  colleges  who 
are  inclined  to  point  the  finger  of  scorn  at  our  football  efforts 
that  we  would  show  them  how  to  play  baseball  when  the 
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proper  time  came,  and  we  will  soon  be  prepared  to  verify  our 
promise. 

Captain  Hudgens  has  had  the  boys  in  training  for  some 
time  and  they  are  doing  pretty  work.  We  have  plenty  of 
good  material  and  he  is  just  the  man  to  develop  it.  With 
such  a  captain  we  cannot  but  win.  Every  place  is  hotly  con- 
tested by  several  men,  and  the  man  who  wears  a  Wofford  suit 
this  year  will  have  to  be  a  man  of  no  small  baseball  ability. 

When  the  subject  of  baseball  is  mentioned  it  comes  close 
to  the  heart  of  every  Wofford  college  boy,  and  he  can  begin 
to  feel  the  blood  warm  within  his  veins.  No  wonder  that 
our  team  makes  such  a  record,  backed  up  by  the  loyal  college 
spirit  of  so  many  who  cannot  play  the  game,  for  it  is  our  col- 
lege, our  game, and  our  team,  and  everyone  feels  that  he  is  to 
a  certain  extent  responsible  for  success  or  defeat.  Boys,  let 
us  rally  around  the  team  and  give  them  such  encouragement 
that  they  cannot  help  but  win, 

Mr.  J.  B.  Gibson,  manager  of  the  team,  has  spared  no 
trouble  to  secure  a  good  schedule  of  games,  and  this  season 
bids  fair  to  be  a  most  enjoyable  and  exciting  one. 

The  following  are  the  games  as  arranged  for  so  far: 

Furman,  April  4,  at  Greenville. 

Cornell,  April  9,  at  Spartanburg. 

Carolina,  April  15,  at  Spartanburg. 

Clemson,  April  26,  at  Clemson. 

University  of  Georgia,  May  i,  at  Spartanburg. 

Clemson,  May  3,  at  Spartanburg. 

University  of  N.  C,  May  8,  at  Spartanburg. 

Carolina,  May  10,  at  Columbia. 

A.  and  M.  of  N.  C,  May  11,  at  Raleigh. 

Trinity,  May  13,  at  Durham. 


NEWS  ON  THE  CAMPUS* 

Examinations!    Grip!  Flunk. 
.   Flunk!    Grip!  Examintions!    Such  is  about  the  tune  of 
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all  from  Senior  to  Freshman.  "Exams"  are  one  of  the  nec- 
essary (?)  evils  of  college  life,  we  guess,  but  oh!  they  take  all 
the  pleasure  of  living  from  many.  Spring  time,  and  with  it 
baseball  is  coming,  but  between  us  and  the  smiling  plains  of 
Italy,  lie  the  snow  clad  Alps. 

"Grip"  is  the  order  of  the  day,  and  unless  one  has  had  it 
he  can  hardly  lay  claim  to  being  in  the  style.  Several  of  the 
boys  and  members  of  the  Faculty  have  been  down  with  it, 
but  are  better. 

The  Preston  Society  has  installed  the  following  ofiScers  for 
the  March- April  term:  M.  S.  Asbell,  president;  G.  C  Bates, 
vice  president;  H.  G.  Bidson,  ist  critic;  A.  A.  Manning;  2d 
critic;  J.  W.  Dickson,  secretary;  A.  E-  Montgomery,  treas- 
urer; W.  W.  Boyd,  corresponding  secretary;  B.  B.  Lancas- 
ter, ist  censor;  M.  Auld,  2d  censor. 

The  Lyceum  course  closed  with  a  humorous  lecture  by 
Hon.  Luther  Manship  on  February  17.  He  is  more  an  imi- 
tator and  teller  of  jokes  than  a  wit,  but  in  his  sphere  he 
showed  himself  to  be  a  master.  Such  fun  is  very  easily  car- 
ried to  an  extreme,  and  the  mildest  criticism  that  can  be 
made  is  that  some  of  his  jokes  offended  (not  to  say  dis- 
gusted,) many  of  his  audience.  To  say  the  least,  we  think 
that  some  parts  of  his  lecture  could  well  have  been  left  out. 
However  there  were  many  parts  of  it  that  were  very  fine  and 
were  much  enjoyed  by  the  audience. 

The  Sophomores  have  elected  the  following  officers  for 
their  coming  exhibition:  Speakers  from  the  Preston  Society, 
L-  D.  Thompson,  I.  E.  Curry,  M.  W.  Sloan;  Calhoun  Soci- 
ety, W.  K.  Greene,  L.  Q.  Crum,  A.  H.  Marchant.  Marshals, 
H.  N.  Wright  chief;  Preston  Society,  W.  W.  Boyd,  J.  C 
Owen,  M.  B.  Stokes;  Calhoun  Society,  F.  C.  Rogers,  W.  H. 
Sullivan,  A.  M.  Brabham.  Mr.  W.  C.  Owen  was  elected 
presiding  officer.  With  such  a  noble  array  of  officers  we 
speak  for  them  a  grand  success  iu  their  first  attempt  at  pub- 
lic college  duty. 

Mr.  C.  W.  Watson  who  has  been  out  of  college  several 
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years  has  returned  and  joined  the  Senior  Class.  We  are  glad 
to  have  him  with  us. 

Several  weeks  ago  the  Senior  Class  agreed  among  them- 
selves, at  least  those  of  them  who  thought  themselves  able  to 
"sprout"  one,  to  turn  out  their  mustaches.  We  stuck  togeth- 
er fairly  well  for  a  couple  of  weeks,  and  then  you  could  see 
one  after  another  appear  minus  his  mustache,  until  the  spell 
was  finally  broken.  It  was  by  no  means  universal,  for  Sen- 
ior B.  said  when  asked  in  regard  to  his,  that  he  had  turned 
his  out  some  time  before,  and  had  seen  nothing  of  them 
since. 

It  is  almost  a  certainly  that  the  Senior  Class  will  take  as 
their  annual  geological  tour,  a  trip  to  Washington.  Arrange- 
ments have  about  been  perfected,  and  if  nothing  prevents  the 
Class  expects  to  leave  about  the  first  of  April.  They  will  be 
in  charge  of  Prof.  DuPre.  A  most  enjoyable  time  is  antici- 
pated by  every  one. 

A  special  class  has  been  organized  by  Prof.  Wannamaker 
for  the  study  of  Sydney  Lanier.  It  is  taken  mstly  by  the 
Junior  Class,  though  some  from  the  other  classes  have  joined 
also.  Such  a  study  could  not  but  be  interesting  and  must 
also  be  very  instructive. 

President  F.  B.  Cromer  has  been  elected  to  deliver  the  Lit- 
erary address  at  Commencement.  He  has  a  fine  reputation 
as  a  speaker,  and  we  are  expecting  to  hear  great  things. 
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JAS.  H.  CARI,ISI<]e,  L.  L.  D., 
J.  A.  Gamot:^!.!., 
D. 


President. 

A.  M.,  Secretary. 

A.  DuPrk,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Caltioun  Literary  Society. 

President,  V.  C.  Wilson. 
Vice-President,  H.  M.  Brown, 
ist  Critic,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Secretary,  D.  S.  Murph. 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  B.  B  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  R.  K.  Hayes, 
ist  Critic,  J.  R.  Williams. 
Secretary,  J.  C.  Basterling. 
Treasurer,  R.  B.  Sharp, 

Wofford  College  Journal. 

Editor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager, K.W.Littlejohn. 
lyiterary  Editor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Exchange  Editor,  D.  L.  Guy, 
Alumni  Editor,  H.  M,  Brown, 
l/ocal  Editor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus,  Manager  B.  A,  Bennett. 
Asst  Iviterary  Editor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C.  A. 

President  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President  R.  E.  Sharp. 
Secretary  C.  H.  Varner. 
Treasurer,  .  C.  Owen. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas,,  C,  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  DuPre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  E.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon. 

Caterer  Wightman  Hall- 

K.  W,  Littlejohn. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Sec.  aud  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec,  and  Treas.,  J.  C.  Easterling. 

Sophomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  E.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Freshman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Ehrlich. 


Athletic  Association. 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cooke, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Football  Department.  Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Assistant  Manager,  C.  H.  Varner.  Asst.  Manager,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Captain,  J  "  M.  Sullivan.  Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens. 
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^o6ertson 

wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Croo/c 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-time  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Spec/a/  course  and  special  rates  to  College  Students. 

Loam  to  Writo  ^  Pl^^l^i^  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read. 

Bb  Up-to-DcttO  !  "^^^^  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 —  '-  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAIy  RATE 

TO  COLI.EGB  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


I^,  N«BI,  VERNON 


W.  H.  ZlMMi^RMAN 
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...W.  F.  BARNES*.* 

 PRACTICAL  

**BOOK   AND  JOB** 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 
§partai) 

special  Inducements  to  Students 

D 00 little  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 


Leading  Conrectionery     CarDonated  BrinKs 

S.  Becker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 


stIideNts 

ARB  ESPKCIAI,I,Y 

INVITED  TO 

H.  A.  Lipn's  Mi  Store. 


Dr.J.C.Oeland 


DENTIST 


N,  GHURSH  STREET 


Dr.  J.  T.  Calvert 

DENTIST 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburg.  S.  C. 


Rigbjf's  Pharmacif 

Drugs,  Medicines 
Perfttmety 
ToHet  Articles 


Cigars  and  Smokers^  Goods 


SPARTANBURG 

steam  Laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 


30  Magnolia  Street  nm  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 


STUDENTS 

OF  

WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

<  A .  DUCK;. 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Bazor  Sbarpening  a  Spaeialty. 
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5  QUALIMY 

*  STYLE  1^ 

*  ™  LOW  PRICES  * 

are  inseperably  linked  at 

J   THE  BEE  HIVE  % 

^      The  Cheapest  store  * 

*  Palmetto  State  % 

f  JOHN  D.  COLLINS  I 
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National  Bank 

OP  SPARTNBURG,  S.  C. 


Oaplt^U  -       -  *ioo,ooo. 

stockholders'  Liability,  100,000. 
SMt*plus,         -         -  7S,000. 

*::tf'7©,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  K.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS. 

Ono.  CoFiELB,  President, 
J.  B.  ClsvkIvAMd,  Vice-  President. 
W.  B.  BuRN:eTT,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C 


Capital  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  Cofikld,  President. 
W.  B.  BuRNKTT,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  CiyEVFivAND,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.   H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  B.  Buinett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e. ,  on  the  last  days  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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ff^almetto   ^oo/c  Store. 

a.  H.  CARLISLE, 

EVAN  a.  LIDE,  Managet* . 

Headquarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 


HOPKINS 

THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


PBTBRSOIN,  ^  -V 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  Wofford  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 


For  Cigars  Jobacco,  etc.,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwell  &  Bro's. 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

Fot  Rates^  Schedules,  etc.,  call  on 

C.  W.  BosTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C, 
J.  B.  Carlisle,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Gko.  T.  Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Craig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  AugUBta,  Ge. 


xir 


WOFPORD  COI.LBGB  JOURNAL 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

JAS.  H.  CARLISLE.  LLD.,  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronomy,  Mathematics,  Physics,  Chemistry  and  Geol- 
ogy, Latin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  Library  and  Librarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur- 
nett gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWELL,  Secretary, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffeg[e  Fiffing^  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Library  (7,000 
volumes,)  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

$107.00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  Lights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc.,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPR^:,  Head  Master, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Grooerres  at  J.  E.  Bagwell  i  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  it  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 

SOLB  AGKNT  HUYLBR'S  CANDIES. 

GO  TO 

jy.  A  Hallett 

TO  GET  YOyCOIlL. 

JAMES  H.  WILLIAMS, 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 

If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted. 

Williams 

MevtiliaAt  Tailor 


Jewelry 
Pictures 
Cut  Glass 
Silver  Wate 
Silver  Novelties 
Fine  Umbrellas 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engraving:  with- 
out extra  charg^e. 

Prenfice  Luckeg 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairing 


As  the  three  Rs  are  the  foundation  of  all 
learning,  so  is  square  dealing  at  the  base 
of  all  successful  retailing. 


&OU  TIfen 


\ 


who  have  to  clothe  yourselves  in  a  manner 
befitting  your  standing,  can  find  here  a 
pleasing  variety  of  styles  in  qualities  that 
carry  their  own  recommendation.  What- 
ever price  you  pay  it  will  be  guaranteed  the 
least  at  which  it  would  be  possible  to  make 
an  equally  satisfactory  purchase  anywhere 
in  the  State. 

We  Are  Outfitters  of  Men 

We  cater  to  their  tastes;  we  study  their 
wants — it's  our  busines-,  and  our  time  is 
devoted  to  looking  for  and  placing  before 
the  public  the  best  and  newest  styles  on 
the  market.  Everything  we  sell  is  guar- 
anteed, and  your  money  back  if  you  want  it. 

E.  M.  WHaRTON 

Men's  Outfitter  and  Merchant  Tailor 


KNOX 
HATS 


UION  BRAND 
SHIRTS 


?ri sented  March  2S7^ 98 by 
MrSi  C*  B.  Goodlett,  Box  73, 
Travelers  Rest,  SC  29690, 
vldow  of  Claude  Bernard  Good 

1904  graduate  of  Wof- 
ford  CollegpjjYg 

Sandof  Tcszlcr 
Library 
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Mii{ili!l<i(iiil}ii!!iijfnHil!!ilunlJi!uiiiiijiiiiiiH^  ii^itiihniBlllilii 


5PARTAMBURG,  5.       APRTL,  1901 


GONTRNTS 


Advertisements  

Literary  Department — 

Life  (Poem).  ■  ,, 

Portia  and  Jessica  
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Suevan  (Poem)  , 

Emerson,  the  Spiritual  Man 
The  Lightning  Rod  Agent . . 

The  Decision.  , 

"De  Sunday  Collecshun"  . . 
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GOOD  SHOES 

shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
faultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

'*Edwin  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  xMAN 

DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 

PPOFFCT  FIT  characteristic 
irsZMrtZV^  I  ril  points  of  our  large  and 

CONSISTENT   PRICES      attractive  line  of  Over- 

coats.  Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cuts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
"Raglan"  overcoats. 

FALL  HATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds. 

Underwear,  Neckwear,  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  ahd  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 

M.  Greene wald 


J3  W,  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 
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SOUTHER/i  ♦  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  fO\M$ 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Rowte  of  * 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect,  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  gfoing  to  and  returning  from  College 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  O.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  D.  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Hardwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston,  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


R.  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta,  Ga.  Washington,  D.  C. 
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DtiPre  ^  Wilsoii's 

BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STREET  *        TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


For  full  information,  address 
Williamston,  .  .  .  _       gouth  Carolina 
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We  solicit  j^our  business  in 


Suits 
■  Overcoats 
Hats 


Shoes,  and  Grentleman's  Furnishing  Groods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents.  No  doubt  most  of  you  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  no  place  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  you  as  they  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Chain,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 
we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Floyd  L.  Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


D.  C.  CORRELL 


JEWELER 


Alt  Keen 


BarberShop 


in  the  city.  Just  in 
rear  of  Spartanburg 


National  Bank. 


Special  Rates  to  Students. 
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1108  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 

Fashionable  Engraving 

^  Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFICIAL  BADGE  MAKERS  TO  ALL 
FRATERNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estimates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 
KaY  &  CO. 

140-142  Woodward  Ave.,  Detroit,  ffllcli.  Jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

DftJgfs  and  Sxmdtiez 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfttmes*  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

E.  MADDUX  &  CO. 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222         54  Morgan  Square 
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And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

R  F.  TRAKAS  &  CO, 

21  E.  Main  St. 


Palmetto  Corner 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits,  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  Parlor.    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
freshments in  season 

SCHMIDT  4&  BREDE,  Props. 

SHOES  s"o^s  §JJQ£§  SHOES 
SHOES       SHOES  SHOES 


TO  SUIT 
EVEKYBODY 

SBB  MB  BBFORB  BUYING 

W.  F.  GILLILAND 


Vofford  College  Journal 


Literary  Department 

J.  B.  Gibson,  Kditor 


LIFE* 


I. 

The  cold,  bleak  wind  came  roaring  down, 

A  mournful  dirge  it  sang; 
I  heard  death's  gate  swing  back  and  forth 

With  dismal,  sick'ning  clang. 

0  world  of  sorrow  and  of  woe 
Spread  out  from  sea  to  sea, 

1  would  but  that  I  might  to-day 
Forever  part  with  thee. 

II. 

And  then  beneath  the  wail  I  heard 

A  distant,  trembling  strain; 
As  indistinctly  sweeping  on. 

As  quickly  lost  again. 

0  world  of  joy,  so  bright  and  fair, 
Spread  out  from  sea  to  sea, 

1  love  thee,  and  content  will  live 
And  love  forever  thee, 

— K.  W.  Iv. 


PORTIA  AND  JESSICA. 


We  first  hear  of  Portia  from  the  lips  of  her  lover.  She  is 
fair  and  of  *  'wondrous  virtues. ' '  And  such,  indeed,  do  we 
find  her.  The  first  view  of  her  reveals  her  sparkling  wit,  as 
she  describes  to  Nerissa  her  various  suitors.    But  her  humor 
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is  of  the  healthy,  sunny  sort.  She  can  laugh  at  and  with 
the  world,  and  hence  her  perfect  sweetness  of  temper. 

Now  this  beautiful,  cultured  girl,  surrouaded  by  wealth 
and  ease,  is  to  be  won  by  chance.  And  though  we  feel, 
with  her,  that  tliese  are  "naughty  times  that  put  bars  be- 
tween the  owners  and  their  rights, ' '  yet  we  cannot  help 
admiring  her  loyalty  to  her  father's  will.  She  could  teach 
her  lover  to  choose  right,  but  she  will  not,  even  though  he 
lose  her. 

''If  you  do  love  me  you  will  find  me  out,"  she  says,  and 
we  are  glad  with  her  when  Bassanio  chooses  the  leaden 
casket. 

In  her  own  happiness  she  does  not  forget  others,  but  with 
sweet  courtesy  bids  welcome  Bassanio 's  friends. 

Her  unselfishness  is  still  further  shown  in  her  wish  for 
Bassanio  to  go  at  once  to  the  relief  of  his  friend.  Besides, 
she  is  very  practical.  While  the  others  stand  helpless,  as  if 
the  news  of  Antonio's  disaster  deprived  them  of  the  power 
either  to  think  or  act,  Portia  goes  straight  to  the  point. 

Pgr. — What  sum  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 

Bass. — For  me  three  thousand  ducats. 

Pgr. —  What,  no  more  ? 

Pay  him  six  thousand  and  deface  the  bond; 

Double  six  thousand  and  then  treble  that, 

Before  a  friend  of  this  description 

Shall  lose  a  hair  through  Bassanio 's  fault. 

Meanwhile  she  herself  is  not  idle,  but  with  perfect  cool- 
ness she  makes  her  plans.  She  is  quite  self-possessed,  and 
knows  exactly  what  she  wishes  to  do.  For  this  reason, 
even  under  circumstances  most  trying,  her  overflowing  spir- 
its have  full  play.    She  tells  Nerissa: 

"I'll  hold  thee  any  wager 
When  we  are  both  accoutred  like  youHg  men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two.  ^  *  *" 

At  the  trial  we  see  her  true  womanliness.  And  his  must 
be  a  hard  heart,  indeed,  that  could  resist  her  appeal  for 
mercy. 
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"Ho\if  far  that  little  candle  throws  its  beams  ! 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. ' ' 

These  beautiful  words  of  Portia  we  might,  in  a  sense, 
apply  to  herself.  We  see  how  the  nobleness  of  her  character 
impresses  those  around  her.  She  is  beloved  by  all,  and  they 
are  enthusiastic  in  her  praise. 

"She  is  borne  aloft  by  an  unfailing  serenity  of  nature 
which  has  never  suffered  any  rude  disturbance.  It  mani- 
fests itself  in  her  gaiety  under  circumstances  of  painful  un- 
certainty, in  her  self-control,  in  her  overwhelming  joy,  and 
in  her  promptitude  of  action  in  an  unforeseen  and  threaten- 
ing conjuncture.  She  has  inexhaustible  resources  in  her 
soul,  a  profusion  of  ideas  and  inspirations,  as  great  a  super- 
abundance of  wit  as  of  wealth." 

Of  great  interest,  too,  is  Jessica.  Our  sympathy  is  at  once 
aroused  for  her  when  we  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  home-life. 
Her  father  evidently  cares  more  for  his  gold  than  for  his 
daughter. 

"I  would  my  daughter  were  dead  at  my  foot  and  the  jew- 
els in  her  ear  !  would  that  she  were  hearsed  at  my  foot  and 
the  ducats  in  her  coffin." 

She  herself  says: 

/Alack,  what  heinous  sin  is  it  in  me 
To  be  ashamed  to  be  my  father's  child  ! 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  to  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners. ' ' 

lyorenzo,  her  lover,  says  of  her: 

"Beshrew  me,  but  I  love  her  heartily; 
For  she  is  wise,  if  I  can  judge  of  her; 
And  fair  she  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true; 
And  true  she  is,  as  she  has  proved  herself; 
And  therefore,  like  herself,  wise,  fair  and  true, 
Shall  she  be  placed  in  my  constant  soul." 

Portia,  too,  was  attracted  to  this  bright,  innocent,  win- 
some girl.  And  the  attraction  was  mutual,  for,  when  I^o- 
renzo  asks  Jessica  her  opinion  of  Portia  she  replies: 

"Past  all  expressing.    It  is  my  meet 
The  Lord  Bassanio  live  an  upright  life; 
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For,  having  such  a  blessing  in  his  lady, 

He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth. 

And  if  on  earth  he  do  not  mean  it,  then 

In  reason  he  should  never  come  to  heaven . 

Why,  if  two  gods  should  play  some  heavenly  match, 

And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women, 

And  Portia  one,  then  must  be  something  else 

Pawn'd  with  the  other;  for  the  poor,  rude  world 

Hath  not  her  fellow." 

The  poetic  sensibility  of  Jessica's  natnre  finds  expression 
in  the  moonlight  scene: 

"I  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  sweet  music." 

Thus  are  Portia  and  Jessica,  the  one  in  some  respects  the 
complement  of  the  other.  And  in  what  an  ideal  situation 
has  Shakespeare  left  them  !  The  moonlight  casts  its  mystic 
charm  about  them,  and  sounds  of  sweet  music  float  on  the 
midnight  air. 

"Soft  stillness  and  the  night 
Become  the  touches  of  sweet  harmony. ' ' 

May  D.  Wannamak:^r. 


THE  BLIND  EAGLES. 


In  broad  daylight,  the  Fifth  National  Bank,  14  Mason 
Street,  near  the  heart  of  New  York  city,  was  robbed.  This 
was  on  Friday,  August  26,  1892.  What  was  rather  unusual, 
there  were  no  pistol  shots  heard,  or  bank  officers  killed  by 
robbers.  Though  the  street  outside  was  crowded  that  morn- 
ing, the  wary  thieves  slipped  away  from  people, police  and  de- 
tectives. With  thousands  of  dollars  of  stolen  money  and 
bank  notes,  they  left  the  bank  and  dived,  as  it  were,  into 
the  surging  mass  of  humanity. 

The  robbery  w^as  accidentally  discovered.  A  gentleman 
who  went  to  the  bank  to  carry  out  a  large  commercial  trans- 
action, was  entering  the  main  office  by  a  screen  door,  when 
to  his  amazement  he  beheld  the  cashier  and  other  officers 
staggering  about  the  room.  One  of  the  men  turned  his  face 
distorted  with^pain,  toward  the  door;  the  gentleman  looked 
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and  instead  of  eyes,  there  was  nothing  but  a  large  dark  bruise 
across  the  man's  countenance.  The  thought  of  robbery 
flashed  across  the  spectator's  mind;  he  rushed  to  the  nearest 
police  alarm,  and  in  five  minutes  police  and  doctors  were  on 
the  spot. 

Though  the  affair  was  kept  as  much  a  secret  as  possible, 
within  an  hour  a  noisy  and  uneasy  crowd  surged  about  the 
entrance  to  the  bank.  Soon  a  World  extra  came  out  saying 
that  only  thirty-five  thousand  dollras,  by  estimate,  had  been 
taken,  that  this  would  not  seriously  cripple  the  bank,  as  it 
had  three  millions  capital.  In  conclusion  the  article  said: 
"The  bank  directors  and  other  officials  are  determined  to 
spare  no  expense  in  ferreting  out  the  thieves."  By  this  time 
excitement  had  begun  to  ebb,  and  Wall  Street  endeavored  to 
settle  into  its  usual  busy  routine. 

The  work  of  police  and  detectives  had  just  begun.  Al 
suspicious  characters  in  the  city  were  watched,  and  the  fer 
ries  and  out-going  trains.  The  Central  Detective  Office  sent 
bulletins  to  all  the  large  cities.  No  practical  result  had  been 
brought  about  by  the  end  of  two  days,  when  the  Chief  of 
Detectives  said:  "We  are  satisfied  that  the  robbers  have  not 
stopped  within  one  hundred  miles  of  Manhattan." 

The  deed  was  such  a  glaring  one,  the  reward  offered  so 
large,  and  the  moral  effect  sf  success  would  be  so  great,  that 
Sergeant  Doughty,  one  of  the  most  remarkable  and  capable 
of  the  metropolitan  detective  force,  was  detailed  to  take 
charge  of  the  case.  He  was  allowed  an  assistant,  who  was 
put  to  work  in  New  York,  New  England  and  Pennsylvania. 
Sergeant  Doughty  took  charge  of  the  remaining  States,  and 
informed  the  detective  spies  who  were  in  foreign  countries  to 
look  out  for  the  theives. 

One  of  the  first  things  Sergeant  Doughty  did  was  to  put 
the  officers  of  banks  throughout  the  country  on  the  lookout 
for  these  men.  He  gave  out  what  the  victims  could  remem- 
ber of  the  number  and  appearance  of  their  assailants.  It 
was  a  queer  idea  of  the  Sergeant's — but  detectives  have 
many  ideas  that  seem  queer  to  the  people — that,  since  the 
,  men  stole  the  money  by  blinding  and  overpowering  those 
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who  guarded  it,  this  fact  would  tell  on  them  in  some  way, 
might  bring  a  clue,  then  capture  and  conviction.  About 
three  weeks  after  the  robbery,  Sergeant  Doughty  was  sum- 
moned to  St  Paul,  Minnessota,  from  his  headquarters  at  St. 
lyouis.  He  soon  found  that  he  was  on  the  wrong  track,  or 
rather  on  the  track  of  the  wrong  men.  From  St.  Paul  he 
sent  out  the  following: 
*'To  the  Cashier  of  the  National  Bank: 

Pleas  look  sharp,  notice  carefully  the  faces  and  eyes  of 
strangers  with  whom  you  may  deal,  and  any  marks  on  the 
notes  or  money  received  from  such  persons.  Anyone  send- 
ing in  sufi&cient  evidence  will  be  liberally  rewarded,  upon  in- 
vestigation." 

On  the  1 6th  of  October,  there  came  this  letter  to  Sergeant 
Doughty  from  a  well-known  bank  at  Savannah,  Georgia: 

"Dear  Sir:  We  have  a  few  facts  that  may  serve  you.  A 
week  ago  there  came  into  our  possession  a  hundred  and  fifty 
silver  dollars,  to  be  deposited.  Yesterday,  from  another  de- 
positor, a  larger  amount  was  paid  in,  silver  dollars  being 
used.  They  were  ordinary  looking  men,  but  we  were  sur- 
prised at  so  much  silver,  and  examined  the  coins.  We  found 
that  the  heads  of  the  eagles  in  many  of  these  dollars  had 
been  mutilated,  that  they  were,  as  it  might  be  said,  dollars 
with  blind  eagles.  You  can  use  these  facts  as  you  see  fit. ' ' 

Sergeant  Doughty  was  not  a  man  to  hesitate — he  tele- 
graphed to  his  assistant  and  they  met  in  Savannah  four  days 
later.  They  registered  at  Pulaski  house  under  assumed 
names,  and  next  day  by  agreement  they  went  to  the  bank  at 
the  close  of  business  hours.  They  were  admitted  to  the 
rooms  of  the  bank,  and  had  a  conference  with  a  few  of  its 
officers.  The  strange  dollars  were  produced  and  examined. 
"These  are  mostly  new  dollars,"  said  Sergeant  Doughty, 
"and  I  would  guess  the  rascals  secured  them  at  Washing- 
ton." That  night  Doughty  sent  on  to  New  York  all  that  he 
could  learn  in  regard  to  the  strangers.  In'a  week  he  received 
notice  that  they  had  "spotted"  one  of  the  men,  and  his  pho- 
tograph was  sent.  It  was  the  photograph  of  a  leader  of  a 
gang  that  went  into  the  large  cities  only  when  some  bold 
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scheme  was  to  be  worked  out.  These  facts  gave  color  to 
Doughty 's  former  suppositions.  He  relieved  his  assistant  of 
work  in  Savannah  and  sent  him  around  in  Georgia-  The 
next  week  notice  was  printed  in  the  county  papers  around 
Savannah  of  a  reward  for  the  capture  or  identification  of  the 
man  represented  by  the  photograph.  Sergeant  Doughty 
knew  he  must  be  very  careful  at  this  juncture,  while  willing 
to  run  a  great  risk;  so  he  added  to  the  notice,  ''This  man  is 
wanted  in  Chicago  for  forgery,"  and  signed  an  assumed 
name. 

T'he  morning  of  the  third  of  November,  a  tall  man  from 
Hampton  county,  South  Carolina,  went  to  Pulaski  house 
and  looked  up  Doughty.  He  introduced  himself  to  the  de- 
tective as  one  who  had,  a  few  days  before,  sent  him  a  letter 
which  said  that  some  of  the  strange  dollars  had  come  into 
his  hands.  He  told  them  that  one  of  his  plantation  darkies 
had  gotten  the  money  from  a  man  who  looked  like  the  photo- 
graph. He  said  the  negro  was  paid  to  bring  them  (for  there 
was  another  man  with  the  first)  their  dinner  to  the  edge  of 
Tulifinnie  Swamp,  where  they  were  evidently  hiding.  Ser- 
geant Doughty  thought  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  go  up 
and  look  around  the  neighborhood.  No  suspicion  was 
aroused  when  the  tall  man,  Capt.  McCants,  got  off  the  train 
at  the  little  station,  and  the  stranger  beside  him.  It  was 
thought  that  the  stranger  was  one  of  the  Captain's  friends 
who  had  come  to  hunt  with  him.  The  Sergeant  did  hunt; 
he  went  out  with  the  negro,  old  uncle  Klvie  was  his  name, 
through  the  forests,  briars  and  sedge-fields.  He  took  care 
that  they  should  pass  the  spot  where  Uncle  Klve  had  met 
the  strangers  and  had  sold  them  "wittles,"  as  he  called  them, 
for  those  dollars.  Within  a  few  days  Doughty  was  con- 
vinced that  he  was  close  behind  big  game.  Quietly  he  un- 
folded his  plans  to  the  county  sheriff,  and  it  was  decided  to 
cast  the  die  on  the  twelfth  of  November.  Early  that  morn- 
ing, before  the  earliest  risers  had  awakened,  a  posse  quietly 
started  from  the  village  with  the  sergeant  and  Uncle  Klve  on 
mules  for  guides. 

,  The  sergeant  was  congratulating  himself  that  the  begin- 
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ning  of  the  end  was  so  near,  when  there  loomed  over  the 
pine  forest  on  the  other  side  of  the  sedge-field  from  the  posse 
a  cloud  of  grayish-white  smoke.  At  first  they  thought 
nothing  of  it,  but  after  they  had  passed  into  the  woods,  and 
the  sun  had  risen,  the  smoke  became  darker.  The  odor  of 
burning  pinestraw  suggested  that  not  far  away  the  woods 
were  afire.  ''They  have  discovered  we  are  after  them," 
muttered  Doughty,  "but  I'll  be  dead  or  they'll  be  captured 
before  to-night. ' '  Soon  thmj  encountered  the  fire — a  long 
line  of  light  in  front  and  behind,  burning  trees  and  smoke. 
The  detective  and  sheriff  urged  the  others  on,  and  they 
forced  their  horses  and  mules  through  the  barrier  where  the 
flame  was  thin,  and  into  the  smoke.  "Those  behind  us  will 
have  to  take  care  of  that  fire  when  it  gets  to  town,"  said  one 
of  the  men.  According  to  Doughty' s  instructions  the  men 
scattered  through  the  forest  and  were  lost  to  each  other  in 
the  smoke. 

About  an  hour  later  there  was  heard  a  shout,  faint,  in  the 
distance.  According  to  the  most  reliable  account,  this  shout 
was  uttered  by  Doughty.  When  the  others  come  to  the 
place,  one  by  one,  they  find  only  a  stout  structure  of  pine 
logs,  burning  fiercely.  Within  is  deep,  black  smoke  which 
bubbles  out  from  the  door  and  the  top.  While  they  wonder 
whither  the  detective  has  walked  off  a  figure  crawls  out  of 
the  shanty,  and  its  blackened  face  is  seen  to  be  that  of 
Doughty.  He  is  almost  suffocated,  but  after  clearing  his 
throat  and  wiping  his  eyes  he  says,  with  a  faint  smile  on  his 
sooty  face:  "Boys,  I  have  here  in  my  hand  some  silver  dol- 
lars and  a  thousand  in  notes  of  the  Fifth  National  Bank  of 
New  York." 

The  county  paper  of  the  next  week  had  a  long  account  of 
the  fire  and  how  it  was  put  out.  In  one  corner  there  was  a 
paragraph  which  said:  "Day  before  yesterday  the  sheriff  and 
five  other  men  boarded  the  train  for  Charleston.  They  had 
in  custody  four  prisoners,  strangers  in  these  parts.  Just 
what  this  means  has  not  leaked  out  as  yet."  One  of  that 
detective's  posse,  when  he  read  this,  made  the  remark  that 
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he  wished  "another  architect  would  come  down  here  and  pay 
us  for  a  job  in  silver  dollars  like  that  fellow  did." 

W.  Z.  DANTzi,:eR. 


SUEVAN. 


A  man  of  reverence  was  Suevan  held 
Among  his  tribe  of  fierce  and  uncouth  men, 
A  man  ronowned  for  strength  and  hardy  deeds 
Among  a  tribe  renowned  for  brave  rough  ways; 
And  he  was  loved  by  men  as  bold  as  he; 
For  Suevan  was  a  man  of  mighty  mould; 
And  victory  was  always  on  his  side, 
Because  he  knew  the  strategems  of  war — 
The  way  to  lead  his  men  in  fiercest  fight. 

But  Suevan  mingled  not  now  with  his  tribe, 
But  kept  his  hut  upon  the  high  hill-side, 
And  sorrowed  there  in  secret,  while  his  hair 
Grew  long  and  shaggy  as  it  fell  unkempt 
Upon  his  neck  and  shoulders  broad.    His  face 
Was  left  with  Nature. 

And  his  tribe 
Did  wonder  what  had  happened  that  the  man 
This  sadness,  sorrow  nursed  in  secret  there. 

But  sorrow  came  to  Suevan  when  he  thought 
Alone  of  her  whom  he  had  lost  his  mind 
Suffused.    He  looked  upon  the  mountains  there 
Before  his  open  hut-door,  and  they  seemed 
A  sombre,  gloomy  mass  piled  up  by  gods 
Who  knew  not  of  the  beautiful. 

And  swift 

The  thought  of  vengeance  came.    In  memory 

The  day  when  light  was  blotted  out  arose, 

The  day  when  he  had  seen  her  stol'n  away 

By  one  across  the  river,  of  a  tribe 

Which  then  was  warring  with  his  race.    He  heard 

Again  her  scream  re-echo  'mong  the  rocks; 

And  knowing  he  was  powerless  to  help 

When  he  was  needed  most,  his  heart  was  filled 

With  hate;  and  Suevan  dashed  his  hair  aside, 

And  rose  to  wreak  the  vengeance  of  his  wrong. 

Over  hills  and  thro'  the  vales  until  he  crossed 
The  river  rushing  down  the  hill,  he  went, 
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And  then  thro'  tangled  undergrowth  and  trees, 

Until  he  struck  the  narrow  path  that  led 

To  where  he  knew  the  one  who  wronged  him  lived. 

More  quickly  now  he  made  his  way.    For  there 
He  saw  the  smoke  which  rose  in  curling  wreaths 
Above  the  hut  of  him  who  made  the  hght 
Of  day  seem  dark  to  Suevan.    UTien  he  neared 
The  place  his  blood  grew  hot;  and  soon  he  stood 
Before  the  man  on  whom  his  vengeance  called. 

Not  long  his  people  wondered  where  he  was; 
For  soon  he  mingled  with  them,  and  they  saw 
With  joy  that  Suevan  now  was  in  accord 
With  all  their  troubles. 

But  they  saw  in  time 
That  in  his  close-cut  hair  were  streaks  of  gray, 
That  on  his  face,  not  hairy  as  it  was. 
There  was  the  sign  of  sadness,  something  lost. 

— F.  K.  Lake. 


EMERSON,  THE  SPIRITUAL  MAN. 

No  one  can  explain  how  that  mysterious  quality  which  we 
call  genius  is  planted  in  the  spirit  of  man.  But  after  it  has 
been  plantdd  and  begins  to  select  the  materials  for  its  work, 
its  operations  are  modified  according  to  general  intellectual 
laws,  the  effect  of  which  upon  it  can  readily  be  seen. 

There  are  few  geniuses.  God  in  his  infinite  wisdom  has 
endowed  very  few  with  a  mind  that  can  grasp  every  vision- 
ary tint  at  a  glance  or  single  thought.  In  literature  as  well 
as  other  branches  of  knowledge  he  has  foreordained  the  mas- 
ter}^ to  the  few.  In  ages  that  have  passed  there  were  men  of 
genius,  of  dauntless  courage,  and  illimitable  energ}^,  yet  we 
can  proudl}^  say  that  New  England  can  claim  a  permanent 
place  in  American  literature  for  Emerson,  her  greatest  genius. 

That  Puritan  band  of  1620,  landing  upon  the  virgin  soil  of 
New  England  with  God's  benediction  upon  them,  has  left  as 
a  monument  to  its  then  shattered  hopes  the  most  famous 
university  of  America. 

Through  the  instrumentality^  of  the  men  who  have  been 
placed  at  the  head  of  it,  the  geniuses  of  New  England  have 
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"shone  in  their  clear,  azure  splendours."  Perhaps  the  most 
prodigious,  and  the  one  on  whom  the  world  gazes  with  stu- 
pid admiration,  is  Emerson.  He,  imbued  with  the  strict  in- 
tellectual teachings  of  his  alma  mater,  and  inspired  by  the 
revelations  of  the  Divine  Providence,  has  converted  his 
thoughts  into  the  choicest  of  literature. 

The  influences  surrounding  Harvard  at  the  time  Kmerson 
was  in  college  possibly  shaped  his  course  throughout  life. 
That  the  influences  were  of  a  moral  as  well  as  of  an  intellect- 
ual temperament  can  well  be  determined  by  the  loftiness  of 
its  scholar's  ideals.  These  lofty  ideals,  partly  suggested  to 
him  by  ethereal  inspiration,  and  colored  by  his  acute  obser- 
vation, he  has  simplified  into  the  principles  which  regulated 
his  life — morality  and  law — in  order  that  the  heterogeneous 
races  may  understand.  Even  though  this  simplification  has 
reduced  the  mystery  of  his  inexplicable  ideals,  yet  it  is  im- 
possible for  us  to  discover  the  veritable  meaning  of  his  writ- 
ings, since  we  cannot  place  ourselves  in  a  position  similar  to 
his  own. 

A  man  can  best  show  his  character  by  his  work.  Sincer- 
ity of  purpose  was  one  of  the  chief  characteristics  of  his  writ- 
ings; yet  it  was  only  by  absorption  of  foreign  elements  and 
assimilation  into  his  own.  His  habitual  temperaments  were 
morally  good,  and  from  his  simplest  writing  we  grasp  the 
meaning  of  unsophisticated  life. 

Some  are  inclined  to  think  that  Emerson  was  too  sectional. 
This  is  not  a  mistaken  idea.  Yet  he  was  not  prejudicial  to 
the  interests  of  this  entire  commonwealth.  What  he  so 
zealously  tried  to  teach  were  the  principles  upon  which  a 
republican  government  is  founded.  He  also  sets  forth  in  a 
clear,  logical  arrangement  the  policy  which  \^ould  in  time 
characterize  a  good  government  which  would  build  up  na- 
tional institutions  and  effect  a  systematic  organization  of 
public  schools  for  intellectual  development.  How  true  it  is 
that  the  flavoring  of  civilization  is  the  finished  man — the 
man  of  sense,  accomplivShments,  rather  the  gentleman. 
There  are  many  things  to  characterize  Emerson's  writings 
and  to  distinguish  the  writer  from  his  contemporaries.  He 
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was  not  fully  acquainted  with  human  nature.  ''English 
Traits' '  is  perhaps  the  only  delectable  production  in  which 
he  clearly  explains  the  inevitable  working  of  the  human 
mind.  Yet  he  loved  nature.  But  he  cannot  justly  be  called 
a  poet  of  nature,  for  he  was  inspired  not  so  much  by  the 
visible  scenes  of  life  as  by  the  revelation  of  the  invisible. 
His  inspiration  comes  from  God.  Endowed  with  a  mind 
capable  of  seeing  and  realizing  even  in  its  incipiency  the 
things  which  were  unknown  to  those  around  him,  the 
thoughts  which  were  suggested  to  his  mind  could  fain  help 
but  flow  out  in  universal  sympathy  over  nature.  Surely  we 
can  find  no  literary  genius  whose  books  are  more  beneficial 
to  us  than  were  the  delectable  products  of  this  mysterious 
writer. 


THE  LIGHTNING  ROD  AGENT. 


One  evening  in  the  summer  of  '85  as  the  western  sky  was 
all  aglow,  made  brilliant  and  gaudy  by  the  last  rays  of  the 
setting  sun  of  a  hot  and  sultry  day  in  the  middle  of  July, 
coming  down  the  dry  and  dusty  country  road  is  a  man,  whom 
we  recognize  as  a  lightning  rod  agent,  the  most  despised  of 
all  agents.  He  is  blue  and  despondent — discouraged  by  his 
day's  work — desiring  to  come  to  a  country  home,  where  he 
can  find  a  night's  lodging. 

Crossing  a  small  but  rapid  brook  the  agent  saw  planted, 
in  a  wildesness  of  old  oaks,  an  old  homestead,  fashioned 
after  the  houses  of  colonial  days.  Silence  pervaded  the  se- 
cluded spot,  interrupted  only  by  the  rippling  brook,  the 
barking  of  a  dog,  and  occasionally  the  laughter  of  children. 

This  was  quite  an  inviting  scene  to  a  tired  agent,  and  he 
turned  his  horse  in  at  the  lane,  which  led  up  to  the  house, 
to  see  if  he  could  get  a  night's  lodging. 

As  he  drove  up  the  lane  under  the  canopy  of  trees,  on  each 
side  of  the  road,  he  could  see  the  signs  of  domestic  happiness 
of  a  peaceful  country  home.    JUvSt  on  each  side  of  the  road 
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were  two  pigs  feasting  on  the  fruit  under  a  spreading  peach- 
tree,  bright  and  gaudy  with  its  own  hanging  fruit.  A  sweet 
girl  of  sixteen  summers  stood  throwing  corn,  from  a  pan  to 
the  confused  mass  of  fowls  in  the  yard  below.  A  drove  of 
turkeys  strutted  proudly  before  the  gate,  ducks  wabbled  near 
by  adding  only  to  the  noise  and  confusion,  while  the  guineas 
darted  furiously,  first  at  one  of  the  domesticated  group,  and 
then  at  another.  Chanticleer  flew  on  the  fence,  flapped  his 
wing  and  proclaimed  that  he  was  king  of  the  yard.  A  bright 
whistling  boy  of  fifteen  years,  with  the  aid  of  his  collie 
dog,  came  driving  the  cattle  home  for  the  night.  In  the 
yard  below  the  steps,  were  three  children,  two  kittens,  and  a 
puppy  all  playing  in  the  sand. 

As  the  agent  drove  into  the  yard,  Mr.  Price,  or  uncle  Josh 
as  he  is  known  to  the  neighbors,  met  the  stranger  and  after 
a  few  words  of  greeting,  with  country  hospitality,  he  asked 
the  agent  to  alight, fwhich  invitation,  of  course  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  the  agent  gladly  accepted. 

They  seated  themselves  out  on  the  piazza.  The  agent 
drew  out  some  fine  cigars,  saying,  "Do  you  smoke  Mr« 
Price?"  "Yes,"  replied  uncle  Josh,  "but  nothing  stronger 
than  my  pipe."  Very  soon,  however,  the  two  men  were 
smoking,  and  discussing  the  business,  political  and  religious 
topics  of  the  day,  the  agent  leaning  back  in  a  very  dignified 
position,  and  uncle  Josh  with  his  feet  over  the  top  railing  of 
the  banisters,  as  if  sunning  his  heels,  a  custom  peculiar  to 
Sout\  Carolinians. 

Twilight  came,  the  stillness  of  the  evening  was  serene. 
The  pigs  had  left  the  fruit  tree.  The  chickens  had  gone  to 
roost,  and  the  cows  bad  been  stabled.  The  children  driven 
by  darkness  from  their  play,  had  gone  into  tha  house.  The 
stillness  of  the  summer  evening  was  broken  only  by  the  con- 
versation of  the  two  men, and  the  song  of  the  whip-poor-will, 
the  nightingale  of  the  South,  in  a  tree  near  by.  Bye  and 
bye  the  quietude  was  broken  into  by  the  clear  ringing  of  a 
bell.  Uncle  Josh  asked  his  friend  out  to  supper,  to  enjoy 
that  almost  greatest  earthly  pleasure — eating.  The  happy 
'  family  gathered  around  the  supper  table,  and  uncle  Josh 
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called  on  the  agent  to  ask  a  blessing,  which  he  did  from  the 
depths  of  his  heart.  As  the  family  sat  happily  around  the 
evening  meal,  the  agent  looked  up  with  a  tear  in  his  eye  and 
said  what  he  had  said  a  hundred  times  before: 

"Oh,  happy  family!  Your  joys,  they  make  me  sad! 
They  all  the  time  remind  me  of  the  dear  ones  once  I  had! 
A  babe  as  sweet  as  this  one;  a  wife  almost  as  fair! 
A  little  girl  with  ringlets,  like  that  one  over  there 
But,  had  I  not  neglected  the  means  within  my  way. 
They  might  have  still  been  living  and  loving  me  today. 
One  night  there  came  a  tempest:  the  thunder  peals  were 
dire; 

The  clouds  that  marched  above  us  were  shooting  balls  of 
fire. 

In  my  own  house,  I  lying,  I  was  thinking,  to  my  shame. 
How  little  I  had  guarded  against  those  bolts  of  flame. 
When,  crash  !  through  roof  and  ceiling  the  deadly  lightning 
cleft, 

And  killed  m}^  wife  and  children,  and  only  I  was  left. 
Since  then  it  is  my  mission  where'er  by  sorrow  tossed, 
To  sell  to  worthy  people  good  lightning  rods  at  cost. 
With  sure  and  strong  piotection  I'll  clothe  your  building  o'er; 
'Twill  cost  you  twenty  dollars  (perhaps  a  trifle  more. 
What  ever  else  it  comes  to,  at  lowest  price  I'll  put; 
You  simply  sign  a  contract  to  pay  so  much  a  foot.)'' 

After  supper  Uncle  Josh  was  found  signing  the  contract. 
The  agent  was  followed  in  a  few  days  by  men  who  clothed 
the  country  mansion  over  with  a  net  work  of  rods.  The  rods, 
pointing  towards  heaven,  are  still  there;  but  when  Uncle 
Josh  is  asked  his  opinion  about  either  the  good  of  rods  or  the 
truth  of  agents,  he  answers: 

"And  for  that  ere  thunder  storm,  ere  the  rascal  finally  went, 
I  paid  two  hundred  dollars  if  I  paid  a  sinele  cent. 
And  if  any  lightning  rodist  wants  a  supper  dialogue 
With  the  restaurant  department  of  an  enterprisin'  dog, 
I^et  him  set  his  mouth  arunnin'  just  inside  my  outside  gate, 
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And  I'll  bet  two  hundred  doUais  that  he  won't  have  long  to 
wait." 

F.  Barlk  Bradham,  '03. 


THE  DECISION* 


Roland  with  head  bowed  upon  a  copy  of  Darwin,  had  not 
moved  for  an  hour.  Under  the  dim  light  of  his  study  can- 
dle, his  usually  proud  and  erect  form  seemed  lifeless,  as  he 
sat  with  his  fine  head  thrust  forward,  burying  his  manly  face 
between  the  open  pages  of  the  volume,  and  his  delicate,  but 
firm  right  hand  extending  further  out,  resting  between  the 
open  pages  of  a  Bible.  To  break  upon  the  solitude  of  this 
proud  student  of  science  and  religion, as  he  now  lies  humbled 
and  apparently  unconscious  in  the  dim  light,  surrounded  by 
the  great  scientists,  philosophers,  poets,  prophets, and  divines, 
of  both  ancient  and  modern  times,  would  be,  perhaps,  to  de- 
cide the  destiny  of  a  soul. 

The  hands  of  the  old  clock  in  the  corner  had  passed  the 
hour  of  two,  the  bright  cherry  fire  had  long  settled  down  to 
a  dim  red  glow  of  ashes,  and  the  little  candle  flame  had  slow- 
ly crept  down  to  its  stick,  flckered,  grew  brighter  for  a  mo- 
ment, making  one  supreme  effort  to  maintain  its  existence, 
then  vanished.  Darkness  was,  at  last,  the  victor.  Alone  in 
the  darkness  Roland  remained  for  a  full  half  hour,  when 
he  gave  a  short  groan  and  started  with  a  shudder,  exclaim- 
ing: "It  is  done!  This!  this  is  my  belief !"  And  his  fingers 
closed  over  the  edge  of  the  book  beneath  his  hand.  "But 
O,  where  am  I?  Can  I  still  be  dreaming?  Have  I  really 
passed  through  the  valley?  No,  that  cannot  be,  for  I  feel 
my  books,  and  this  is  my  table,  and  here  are  my  matches. 
They  will  soon  break  this  strange  spell"  So  saying,  he 
struck  a  match  and  finding  the  candled  burned  out,  replaced 
it  with  a  fresh  one.  Then  turning  to  the  fire-place  and  stir- 
ring the  ashes  he  found  some  red  smoldering  coals  and 
greeted  them  with  "Ah,  I'll  soon  have  them  ablaze  again." 
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Having  renewed  both  light  and  fire  he  settled  back  in  his 
study  chair  and  began  to  muse. 

"What  a  strange  night  this  has  been.  Yet  how  relieved  I 
feel,  as  though  some  great  burden  has  been  lifted  from  my 
shoulders.  Where  was  I  when  that  change  came?  In  dis- 
pute with  my  Darwin.  Yes,  I  remember  now.  Darwin  was 
about  to  ask  me  to  acknowledge  that  I  had  no  soul,  when 
my  eyes  became  heavy,  my  head  swam,  and  all  was  dark- 
ness. 

''Presently  I  remembered  that  some  one  was  leading  me 
through  limitless  space  and  pitchy  darkness.  So  awed  and 
confused  was  I  that  my  tongue  was  paralyzed.  On  and  on 
we  sped  as  though  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind,  until  the 
darknes  began  to  pale  into  a  ghastly  gloom,  and  in  the  dis- 
tance there  appeared  the  faint  outline  of  a  great  black  forest. 
I  tried  to  see  my  guide  through  the  gloom  and  on  my  sur- 
prise on  looking  for  the  possessor  of  the  hand  that  led  me, 
none  was  there.  There  rested  in  mine  a  soft,  gentle  hand, 
stretching  forth  from  a  hazy  mist  which  my  sight  could  not 
penetrate.  I  attempted  to  inquire  what  had  happened,  and 
whither  I  was  being  led,  but  found  my  tongue  still  useless. 
Just  then  a  clear  sweet  voice  rang  in  my  ears.  'The  dead 
should  ask  no  questions,  and  not  speak  before  commanded.' 
Then  as  we  entered  the  deep  gloom  of  the  great  forest,  the 
voice  continued:  'Here  in  this  forest,  are  those  souls  that 
condemned  themselves  to  this  life  by  believing  that  they 
were  sprung  from  no  higher  beings  than  the  miserable  and 
foul  animals  you  see  groveling  here  in  the  earth  and  beseech- 
ing us,  as  we  pass,  to  rid  them  of  their  old  belief.  Some 
you  find  in  the  shape  of  monkeys,  dogs,  cats,  snakes,  fishes, 
or  whatever  animal  they  believed  they  were  decended  from 
in  earthly  life.  Over  here  throughout  this  boundless  vacant 
gloom,  dwell  those  souls  who  believed  in  no  immortality^ 
They  have  no  shape,  no  size,  but  are  dispersed  throughout 
this  endless  space,  lamenting  man's  greatest  sin.  Hear  their 
cry  and  learn  their  lesson.  'O,  rid  me  of  this  belief  that 
there  is  no  after  life.  Here  am  I  am,  bound  as  shapeless 
nothing,  dead  to  myself,  dead  to  all  my  former  reason  and 
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control,  and  worst  of  all,  dead  to  my  Creator.  I  could  burst 
for  the  want  of  knowing  that  I  still  live.  No,  I  must  exist 
•  throughout  all  eternity,  located  in  everlasting  death,  know- 
ing T  might  have  lived.' 

''Come,  to  thy  judgment  now,  I  lead  thee,"  rang  the  guid- 
ing voice  in  my  ear,  and  I  felt  myself  speeding  toward  a  great 
light  whose  grandeur  and  brilliancy  far  outshone  our  earthly 
sun.  Finally  its  effulgence  became  so  blinding  that  my  eyes 
were  forced  to  close.  Within  a  few  seconds  we  came  to  a 
halt,  and  even  through  the  lids  of  my  eyes  the  light  pene- 
trated, almost  blinding  me.  A  great  wave  of  ecstatic  joy 
seemed  to  rush  over  me  and  I  tried  to  shout  aloud,  but  my 
helpless  tongue  again  refused  me.  Then  a  great  noise 
sounded  in  my  ears  and  I  was  thrown  prostrate  upon  my 
face,  as  these  words,  with  mighty  force,  came  to  me  : 

' '  Thou  hast  been  summoned  to  thy  Creator  to  tell  Him 
thy  belief.  For  as  thou  hast  believed  on  earth  so  shalt  thou 
spend  eternity.  'According  to  your  faith  be  it  unto  you.' 
What  is  thy  belief  ?    Speak  ! ' ' 

Then,  my  tongue  being  loosed,  I  exclaimed,  ''This  is  my 
belief  !  "  holding  up  the  Bible.  Suddenly  all  was  dark  again, 
and  I  found  myself  with  my  books. 

Ire)i,a. 


^^DE  SUNDAY  COLLECSHUN/' 


The  sermon  was  just  finished  at  the  Zion  African  Methodist 
Episcopal  Church  in  Blackville.  The  good  old  colored  pas- 
tor, the  Rev.  Ezra  Skinner,  wiping  his  dusky  brow,  arose 
from  his  seat.  I  had  slipped  in  unobserved  at  a  rear  door, 
and  had  taken  a  seat  on  a  nearby  bench 

"  Dis  am  de  reg'lar  day  fer  de  SundayOcolleCvShun,"  said 
he,  ' '  and  Brudder  Seufoot  and  Brudder  Swayback  will  please 
pass  round  dere  hats.  De  accriment  dereby,''  he  continued, 
"will  go  ter  de  cannibals  in  de  Congo  Free  State,  dat  lone 
and  barren  island  in  de  Souf  Pacific  Ocean,  whar  de  sun  neber 
sets,  and  whar  dere  am  perpetual  summer." 

Having  given  out  this  important  piece  of  information,  he 
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sat  down.  By  this  time  those  appointed  to  pass  the  hat  had 
finished  their  task  and  sat  down.  The  amount  collected  was 
then  estimated,  which  resulted  in  the  following  sundry  arti- 
cles: five  coppers,  a  battered  ten-cent  piece,  two  suspender 
buttons,  and  a  hat-pin.  The  old  preacher  now  looked  up 
with  a  smile  on  his  dusky  countenance. 

"  De  congregashun  to-day,"  said  he,  **hab  been  unusually 
liberal,  an'  I  know  dat  dem  pore  cannibals  away  off  yoner  in 
de  Pacific  ocean  suttinly  will  be  glad  to  git  dis  most  elegant 
collecshun,  'specially  dem  'spender  buttons,"  said  he,  with  a 
chuckle,  "an'  dat  hat-pin,"  he  continued,  holding  it  up  to 
the  full  view  of  all.  "  Wal,  I  don't  know,  but  I  jest  kinder 
'specks  dat  it  won't  go  quite  as  good  as  some  things  dey  hab 
eat." 

Then  congregation  was  then  dismissed,  and  I  slipped  out 
as  stealthily  as  I  had  entered.  Whether  or  not  that  "Sun- 
day collecshun ' '  has  yet  reached  the  cannibal  island  in  the 
South  Pacific,  namely,  the  Congo  Free  State,  is  not  definitely 
known. 

S.  M.  D. 
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Booker  'C.  ^adhtngton.   As  a  result  of  the  efforts  of  Capt. 

W.  E.  Burnett,  a  graduute,  trustee 
and  strong  supporter  of  the  college,  arrangements  have  been 
made  for  a  lecture  to  be  delivered  in  the  city,  on  April  15,  by- 
Booker  T.  Washington,  the  famous  colored  educator,  author 
and  orator.  The  lecture  will  be  in  the  opera  house  and  will 
attract  a  large  audience. 

It  would  be  rather  marvelous  if  this  man — or  any  other  of 
his  color — should  lecture  in  Spartanburg  with  the  approval 
of  everyone.  It  has  been  too  short  a  time  since  the  men  of 
his  race  were  slaves  to  the  men  of  our  race  for  many  of  us  to 
believe  that  he  can  give  us  anything,  in  an  evening  lecture, 
that  we  would  consider  as  worthy  of  our  time  and  attention. 
It  would,  to  a  great  extent,  be  natural — that  is,  in  accordance 
with  human  nature — for  us  to  turn  up  our  noses  and  say  that 
no  colored  man  can  lecture  to  us  and  give  us  anything  we 
care  to  receive  from  such  a  source.    Such,  we  say,  would  be 
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natural  to  us.  But  there  are  a  great  many  points  of  human 
nature  that  are  not  for  development  or  indulgence,  but  rather 
for  restraint.  To  follow  the  path  that  human  nature  seems 
to  point  out  to  us  is  not  always  a  safe  plan. 

To  lay  aside  the  narrow  and  petty  prejudices  that  have 
grown  up  in  our  minds,  and  go  out  to  hear  Booker  Washing- 
ton, will  require  a  considerable  amount  of  determination  on 
the  part  of  many  of  us — more,  in  fact,  than  some  of  us  pos- 
sess. But  it  seems  that  a  South  Carolina  man,  a  South 
Carolina  educated  man,  a  South  Carolina  student,  should 
congratulate  himself  on  being  willing  to  make  an  effort  to 
listen  with  unprejudiced  mind  to  a  negro  lecturer.  It  seems 
that  such  a  person  has  reached  a  commendable  liberality  of 
mind,  when  he  is  willing  to  honor  talent  and  industry  in  one 
who  is,  by  the  nature  of  things,  his  social  inferior. 

While  we  believe  that  Booker  T.  Washington  will  give  us 
something  well  worth  listening  to,  we  are  not  ready  to  con- 
demn too  quickly  one  who  may  say,  "  I  don't  care  to  hear 
him."  The  prejudice  of  the  Southern  people  against  the 
negro  is  wrong ;  but  the  fact  that  it  is  too  deeply  rooted  in 
them  to  be  eradicated  in  so  short  a  time  is  a  tribute  to  the 
depth  and  sincerity  of  Southern  human  nature. 

■funaton  oi*  Hguinaldo?    Which  is  the  greater  hero?  We 

have  nothing  to  say  as  to  the  good 
fortune,  or  ill  fortune,  to  the  administration  resulting  from 
the  capture  of  the  Filipino  chief.  But  we  do  not  see  how 
the  nation  can  boast  so  loudly,  and  honor  the  captor  of 
Aguinaldo  so  highly,  because  of  the  capture.  We  do  not 
see  the  real  bravery  of  the  deed.  There  was  great  risk,  but 
little  bravery.  In  South  Carolina  we  have  been  taught  that 
a  brave  deed  is  one  that  is  done  without  deception  or  treach- 
ery. A  man  who  takes  an  unfair  advantage  of  his  adversary 
or  seeks  to  overcome  him  by  means  of  the  treachery  of  a  pre- 
tended friend,  is  usually,  in  our  State,  branded  as  a  coward. 
But  we  suppose  it  is  different  with  the  government  that 
sanctioned  the  murder  of  Osceola  under  flag  of  truce,  and 
the  burning  of  Columbia  when  it  was  the  home  of  poor 
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women  and  children.   We  cannot  see  how  Funston  is  a  hero. 

But  Aguinaldo,  the  man  who  fought  so  bravely  and  so 
ably  for  the  homes  and  liberties  of  his  countrymen,  the  man 
who  has  been  captured  by  means  of  treachery,  has  taken  the 
oath  of  allegiance  to  the  United  States  government.  We 
venture  the  assertion  that  he  will  never  break  that  oath.  It 
must  be  a  bitter  thought  to  him  to  remember  the  struggles  of 
his  people,  and  to  think  that  he  is  now  a  subject  of  the  gov- 
ernment that  extinguished  the  fires  of  liberty  in  the  Philli- 
pine  Islands.  But  we  firmly  believe  that  the  future  will 
prove  that  Aguinaldo  is  above  the  deception  which  charac- 
terized his  capture. 

And  again  we  ask,  who  is  the  greater  hero,  the  captor  or 
the  captured  man? 

Xii  the  Spnng.  The  beautiful  old  campus  has  taken  on  its 
bright  Spring  aspect.  The  wide  lawn, 
traversed  by  the  broad  white  walks  and  drives,  is  green 
again.    It  is  the  time  when 

Willows  whiten,  aspens  quiver, 

Little  breezes  dusk  and  shiver 

Through  the  wave  that  runs  forever 

By  the  island  in  the  river. 

The  trees  on  the  campus  are  fresh  and  in  full  bloom,  and 
the  pollen  falls  '  'with  fruitful  cloud  and  living  smoke. ' '  The 
birds  flitter  around  the  greening  tree-tops,  and  cling  to  the 
tall  gray  towers,  startled  by  the  tap  of  the  old  college  bell. 

Surely  some  allowance  must  be  made  by  our  professors  for 
the  fact  that  we  are  surrounded  by  such  environments.  We 
cannot  be  expected  to  dig  and  delve  among  the  dry  roots  of 
the  languages  and  of  mathematics  now,  as  when  the  long 
Winter  evenings  were  so  severe  that  we  had  to  stay  indoors, 
and  the  afternoons  so  cold  that  our  rooms  were  the  most 
comfortable  places  that  we  could  find.  We  cannot  be  ex- 
pected to  be  as  earnestly  attentive  in  the  recitation  rooms 
now,  when  the  windows  are  opened,  and  the  birds  chatter  in 
the  trees  below,  as  when  the  wind  and  rain  dashed  against 
the  window  pane.    We  cannot  be  expected  to  find  books  and 
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magazines  so  interesting  now,  when  the  slender  elm-boughs 
reach  their  budding  extremities  almOvSt  into  the  library  win- 
dows, and  the  voices  of  the  birds  are  more  pleasant  than  the 
voices  of  the  poets.  We  cannot  be  expected  to  spend  our 
vacant  hours  in  the  library,  when  the  lawn-grass  is  so  green, 
and  the  dark  spots  of  shade  are  so  inviting,  and  the  old  vine 
that  clings  to  the  tall  stone  steps  and  the  towers  is  hiding  the 
joints  of  the  masonry. 

But  just  such  a  time  as  this  is  one  that  tests  a  student  in 
more  ways  than  one.  It  tests  his  industry,  his  discipline 
over  his  faculties,  his  power  to  concentrate  his  mind  under 
circumstances  that  tend  to  detract  it.  We  believe  that  the 
student  who  fails  to  appreciate  and  enjoy  the  beauties  of  the 
Spring  time,  and  who  can  study  now  with  as  much  ease  as  he 
could  during  the  Winter  months,  is  not  to  be  envied.  We 
believe  that  the  student  who  eagerly  drinks  in  the  sweetness 
of  the  Spring  time,  and  revels  in  its  beauties,  and  who  finds 
it  impossible  for  him  to  concentrate  his  mind  upon  his  books, 
is  not  to  be  envied.  But  the  student  who  enjoys  the  season, 
and  can,  by  unusual  effort,  do  his  regular  work  with  his 
usual  degree  of  perfection,  is  a  person  to  be  congratulated 
and  admired,  and  to  be  taken  by  the  other  students  as  an 
example. 

Sidney  Lamcn    Our  professor  of  English,  Prof.  Wanna- 
maker,  has  begun  an  extra  class  in  the 
study  of  the  poetry  of  Sidney  Lanier.    The  class  is  com- 
posed of  members  of  the  Junior  and  Senior  classes. 

The  study,  so  far  as  it  has  been  pursued  by  the  class,  is 
very  pleasant,  and  certainly  substantiates  the  growing  belief 
that  Lanier  was  one  of  America's  most  promising  poets. 
The  work  which  he  did,  however,  was  little  more  than  a 
prophecy  of  what  he  would  have  done  had  his  life  been 
spared.  But  there  are  some  thoughts  in  his  works  that  are 
immortal,  and  the  music  of  his  verse  cannot  be  improved  on. 
To  him  the  chief  quality  of  poetry  was  music,  and  in  this  he 
excelled. 

Lanier  is  a  Southern  singer  whose  merit  has  not  been  ap- 
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predated.  Much  of  his  work  was  performed  when  the  au- 
thor languished  upon  a  bed  of  sickness,  and  is  for  this  rea- 
son the  more  remarkable.  He  was  a  poet  of  whom  Georgia, 
the  South,  and  America,  may  well  be  proud. 


^change  Department. 

D.  Iv.  Guy,  Editor. 


There  seems  to  be  unnecessary  tardiness  in  the  publication 
of  college  journals.  There  are  very  few  magazines  that  reach 
us  by  the  twentieth  of  the  month.  Most  of  them  do  not 
reach  us  until  the  very  last  days.  This  lateness  puts  the 
exchange  editor  at  a  great  disadvantage,  and  crowds  him 
with  work  that  he  has  not  time  to  fairly  criticise.  There  is 
but  one  time  for  a  journal  to  be  published.  Why  not  on  the 
first  of  the  month  ?  No  journal  ought  to  be  later  than  the 
tenth  in  coming  out. 

The  Emory  Phoenix  has  again  found  its  way  to  our  desk. 
For  the  last  few  months,  for  reasons  we  do  not  know,  this 
journal  has  not  made  its  appearance.  We  gladly  welcome  it 
again,  and  find  as  frontispiece  the  pictures  of  the  bright, 
intelligent  faces  of  the  class  of  1901.  Their  brief  biographies 
are  very  interesting.  Nothing  is  short  about  the  class  poem, 
and  the  prophecy  is  exceptionally  good,  but  the  stern  reali- 
tieis  of  life  will  be  more  vividly  felt  than  ever  the  far-seeing 
imagination  of  the  prophet  conceived  of. 

The  Erskinian  is  a  neat  and  attractive  magazine.  The 
March  number  is  a  real  good  one.  "And  That,  Too,  Is  Life" 
shows  that  the  author  has  a  very  vivid  conception  of  life. 
His  advice  about  college  life  should  be  well  taken.  We  see 
where  we  have  erred  in  many  ways  in  which  the  author  of 
this  article  makes  some  valuable  suggestions.  "Songs  in 
the  Night"  is  the  next  article  that  we  read,  although  we 
pass  by  ' '  The  Influence  of  Hope ' '  with  some  reluctance. 
The  encouragement  we  receive  from  an  article  like  this  is 
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helpful.  Few  think  of  the  bright  side  of  things  when  the 
clouds  of  disappointment  hang  around  them.  But  it  is  always 
best  not  to  grieve  when  sorrow  comes,  but  '  *  sing  songs  in 
the  night." 

The  Oaklandite  reflects  credit  upon  the  school  which  it  rep- 
resents. "Kent"  is  well  written,  but,  perhaps,  the  author 
is  too  free  with  his  praises  of  ' '  Kent. ' '  But  this  is  my  own 
personal  opinion.  The  editorial  department  has  several  good 
editorials.  Of  course,  they  are  not  as  long  as  we  would  ex- 
pect in  a  larger  magazine. 

The  Stylus,  a  very  worthy  magazine,  comes  to  us  from 
Newberry  College.  In  the  March  number  we  find  a  very 
choice  selection  of  articles.  "  Milton's  L'  Allegro  and  II  Pen- 
seroso ' '  is  treated  in  an  artistic  manner.  The  writer  does 
not  fail  to  show  their  intrinsic  beauty  nor  to  portray  in  a  most 
striking  manner  the  character  of  Milton's  "  Gone,  But  Not 
Forgotten,"  in  a  very  good  poem,  for  a  "  '02  "  man.  We 
would  not  advise  him  to  stop  writing  poetry.  We  find  in 
the  editorial  department  a  very  commendable  editorial  upon 
"  Caprice  and  Folly."  The  editor,  no  doubt,  has  had  some 
vivid  experiences  while  passing  through  the  transitional 
period  of  which  he  speaks.  We  sometimes  think  that  men 
and  women  never  entirely  cross  this  period.  We  have  noticed 
fossil  remains  of  this  period  still  clinging  to  them  long,  long 
after  they  were  grown. 

Among  the  best  magazines  that  eome  to  us  is  the  Amherst 
Literary  Monthly.  This  journal  is  never  lacking  in  good 
literary  productions.  Among  the  many  articles  of  the  March 
number,  "The  Mantle  of  Elijah"  struck  us  as  being  worthy 
of  special  mention.  "  Childhood  Memories  of  an  Old  City  " 
gives  a  delightful  description  of  the  days  of  innocent  child- 
hood. We  do  not  appreciate  the  time  when  we  were  children 
as  we  do  when  we  grow  older,  and  look  back  over  the  hal- 
lowed places  where  first  our  child  mind  received  the  first 
impressions  of  the  world. 
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CLIPPINGS. 

FROM  THK  I.AST  MII.E-STONK. 

BY  H.  B.  ROBINS. 

Why  grow  I  old  and  bent  and  gray  ; 
Why  like  the  rose  fade  I  away  ? 

Ah,  child  ! 
Out  yonder,  where  the  cypress  grows 
And  bends  which  way  the  March  wind  blows, 

One  wild. 
Bleak  day  in  Autumn-tide 
That  comrade  stricken  at  my  side 

Ileft  with  God. 

My  child,  I  like  to  live  again 
The  olden  days,  for  it  was  then 
I  took 

Her  gentle  hand  in  mine  and  read 
From  her  pure  soul  the  love  that  sped 

Her  look — 
That  soul  embrace  of  hers.    'Twas  then 
I  felt  what  I  would  feel  again  : 

How  she  loved  me. 

Day  after  day  thro'  legthening  miles 
Our  path  was  garlanded  with  smiles  ; 

She  knew. 
Dear  heart,  the  weight  of  daily  care — 
The  grievous  burdens  I  must  bear  ; 

And  true 
To  me  as  Truth  is  true,  she  gave 
That  comfort  I  had  come  to  crave 

As  daily  food. 

I  miss  her,  O  my  child  !    The  years 
Change  not  my  love  !    I  look  thro'  tears 
To-day  ; 

And  there,  on  yonder  wind-swept  hill, 
I  see  the  church -yard,  lone  and  still ; 
And  pray 
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That  He  who  took  my  love  may  lay 
His  has  hand  upon  my  arm  and  say 
"I  want  thee,  too." 


THB^  imman:Bi<<cb  of  god. 

Somewhere  within  that  vast  Infinitude 
Of  Time  and  Space,  which  stretches  far  beyond 
The  utmost  bounds  attained  by  human  ken, 
God  reigns.    My  thought  in  vain  essays 
To  search  out  his  abode,  though  speeding  on 
The  wings  of  light,  and  resting  night  nor  day 
Till,  wearied  by  the  fruitless  search, 
It  falls,  exhausted,  to  the  earth  again. 

'Tis  only  then  I  search  out  God's  abode — 
Vain,  vain,  all  striving  in  the  realms  of  space  ! 
God's  dwelling-place  is  in  the  human  soul, 
Within  the  tree,  the  rock — all  Nature's  wide 
Domain  is  but  His  Spirit  manifest — 
Naught  is  without  Him,  but,  one  with  Him, 
Each  creature  lives  and  moves  and  has  its  being 
Harmoniously  with  His  all- seeing  plan. 

—  T.  M,  P. 


/VlUnin"  Department. 

H.  M.  Brown,  Editor. 


TWO  DOZEN  AND  ONE. 


This  was  the  title  of  the  prophecy  for  the  class  of  '96  ; 
there  were  two  dozen  graduates  who  took  the  A.  B.  degree 
and  one  who  received  certificates  from  most  of  the  depart- 
ments. 

There  were  three  B's,  three  C's,  and  three  M's  :  —  Barber 
is  in  the  brokerage  business  in  Spartanburg.  Blake  is  an  insur- 


AlyUMNI  DEPARTMENT 


27 


ance  agent,  with  headquarters  in  the  same  city.  Clarence 
Boyd  holds  a  teaching  fellowship  in  the  University  of  Mis- 
souri, at  Columbia,  where  he  has  gained  the  confidence  and 
esteem  of  the  professors  and  students  with  whom  he  is  asso- 
ciated. 

Of  the  C's,  "Bill"  Connor  is  farming  in  North  Carolina  ; 
Clinkscales  is  a  telegrapher  in  Georgia,  according  to  my  latest 
information  ;  Fred  Cummings,  the  vocalist  of  the  class,  is 
pursuing  post-graduate  studies  at  Columbia  University,  New 
York. 

The  triplet  of  M's  are  :  McGee,  a  strong  man,  now  a  mem- 
ber of  the  South  Carolina  Conference,  and  stationed  at  Che- 
raw  ;  McKelvey,  who  is  farming  near  Greenville,  and  Moore, 
who  is  a  student  in  Germany,  having  accompanied  Professor 
Snyder  to  Gottingen. 

Two  letters  began  the  names  of  the  remaining  sixteen  men. 
Hardin  is  a  cotton  buyer  at  Chester  ;  Holler  is  a  minister, 

stationed  this  year  at  ;  D.  J.  Hydrick  has  finished 

his  course  at  the  Charleston  Medical  College  and  is  practising, 
I  think,  at  Orangeburg.  The  story  of  Augustus  S.  Hydrick 
is  a  very  sad  one.  He  was  thrown  from  a  horse  many  months 
ago,  and  has  for  a  long  time  been  confined  to  his  bed.  He 
would,  but  for  this  accident,  have  been  a  lawyer  at  his  home, 
Orangeburg. 

Among  the  W's  are  two  of  the  bright  men  of  the  class, 
Ksterling  Walker  and  James  J.  Wolfe.  The  former  is  in  rail- 
road work,  holding  a  responsible  position  at  the  Augusta 
depot  in  Spartanburg.  Wolfe  is  working  for  a  degree  in  the 
University  of  Chicago.  His  subjects  are  Biology  and  Botany. 
Williamson,  of  Charlotte,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  I  have  lost  sight 
of.  He  was  a  man  to  succeed,  however,  in  whatever  life  work 
he  has  undertaken. 

There  remain,  now,  two  G's,  two  I^'s,  two  R's,  and  S,  T. 
Professor  Gee,  of  the  Columbia  Female  College,  is  the  first  of 
these.  Fred  Grant,  of  Georgetown,  has  escaped  me.  Andrew 
Law  will  sell  building  and  loan  stock  to  his  old  classmates, 
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and  be  glad  to  see  them  at  the  Central  National  Bank  of 
Spartanburg.  Claude  I^eitner  seems  to  be  the  versatile  man 
of  the  class.  He  has  held  an  important  position  in  a  woman's 
normal  school  in  Vermont,  but  is  now  representingr  an  insur- 
ance company  in  the  North.  Ed  Ray  is  in  a  bank  in  Ashe- 
ville.  Jack  Roper  is'preaching'at  Greers.  W.  K.  Smith  is 
farming  at  Hampton.  Marion  Tucker,  the  literary  student 
of  the  class,  as  well  as  a  musician  of  talent,  is  working  for  a 
Ph.  D.  in  English,  at  Columbia  University.  His  future  will 
be  one  of  usefulness  and  pleasure  as  a  teacher  of  English  lit- 
erature. 

The  world  has  not  been  upset,  nor  set  right,  by  the  class  of 
'96,  but  two  principles  in  the  practical  teaching  of  Carlyle 
are  being  exemplified  by  these  men  :  silence  and  w^ork. 

W. 


Local  Departrnent* 


M.  AUI.D,  Editor. 


NEWS  ON  THE  CAMPUS* 


Spartanburg  is  to  have  the  opportunity  of  hearing,  on  the 
15th,  Booker  T.  Washington,  said  to  be  the  greatest  living 
man  of  the  negro  race.  It  is  to  Capt.  W.  E.  Burnett  that  we 
are  indebted,  he  having  been  untiring  in  his  efforts  to  get 
him.  He  will  lecture  in  the  opera  house,  and  not  in  Con- 
verse auditorium,  as  at  first  announced.  We  feel  no  hesi- 
tancy in  predicting  that  those  who  hear  him  will  never  have 
reason  to  regret  it.  He  comes  very  highly  spoken  of  by  both 
his  own  race  and  prominent  white  men.  Whether  or  not  we 
sympathize  with  his  views,  it  is  still  something  to  hear  him, 
and  no  doubt  he  will  have  a  large,  attentive  audience.  The 
lecture  will  be  a  success,  since  under  the  management  of  Capt. 
')'i'-iiett  it  could  not  be  otherwise. 

The  Sophomore  Exhibition  comes  off  in  a  few  weeks.  It 
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will  be  the  first  appearance  of  the  "Sophs"  before  the  public, 
but  there  is  material  for  good  speakers  in  their  class,  and 
there  is  no  doubt  that  they  will  acquit  themselves  well.  We 
have  not  been  able  to  learn  the  subject  of  all  the  speakers, 
but  they  will  be  good  speeches  and  well  delivered.  Messrs. 
W.  K.  Greene,  A.  H.  Merchant  and  ly.  Q.  Crum  represent 
the  Calhoun  Society,  while  L,.  D.  Thompson,  I.  E.  Curry 
and  M.  W.  Sloan  will  be  the  speakers  from  the  Preston,  with 
W.  C.  Owen  as  presiding  officer. 

Mr.  T.  F.  Watkins  has  been  elected  Junior  Debator  in  the 
Preston  Society  to  fill  the  place  of  N.  L,.  Prince,  who  was 
forced  to  resign  on  account  of  sickness. 

Dr.  Walker  I^ewis,  pastor  of  the  First  Methodist  Church  of 
Atlanta,  will  deliver  the  Baccalaureate  sermon  in  June. 

Grip  has  been  the  order  of  the  day  for  the  last  two  months. 
Many  of  the  boys  have  been  down  with  it,  but  every  one  is 
about  well  again. 

Mr.  Clarence  D.  Lee,  '00,  is  now  in  Spartanburg  taking  a 
business  course  in  the  Converse  Commercial  School.  He  is 
the  same  old  boy  and  his  many  friends  are  glad  to  behold  his 
beaming  countenance.  Mr.  W,  C.  Martin  is  also  expected  in 
a  few  days  to  take  a  similar  course. 

It  seems  that  the  Washington  trip  so  much  talked  of  by 
the  Seniors  has  failed  to  materialize.  Some  "hitch"  with 
the  railroad  in  regard  to  rates  is  the  cause.  Whether  or  not 
the  class  will  take  any  trip  at  all  now  is  doubtful. 

It  is  expected  that  work  will  begin  in  a  few  weeks  on  the 
new  Fitting  School  building.  It  bids  fair  to  be  a  very  hand- 
some, commodious  building,  and  will  be  an  honor  to  the 
campus.  At  present  the  work  of  the  school  is  going  on  as 
usual,  the  class  rooms  of  the  college  being  brought  into  use. 

BASEBALL. 


Our  baseball  season  opened  with  a  game  in  Greenville 
with  Furman  on  Thursday  the  4th.  Very  much  to  the  sur- 
prise of  every  one,  both  sympathizers  of  WofFord  and  Fur- 
man,  the  final  score  was  ^  to  ^  ii;  favor  of  Furman.  There 
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is  no  doubt  about  it,  our  team  outclasses  Furman  in  every 
point,  but  it  was  a  case  of  pure,  unadulterated  "hard  luck." 
Near  the  first  of  the  game  a  wild  play  or  two  gave  them  the 
most  of  the  scores  that  they  made,  while  some  very  curious 
decisions  toward  the  last  completed  the  list.  As  it  was,  Du- 
Pre  struck  out  i8  men,  seven  being  in  succession.  The 
ground  was  very  poor  and  not  fit  for  a  respectful  game  to  be 
played. 

Wofford  did  not  have  her  last  inning.  It  w^as  too  dark  to 
play  and  Capt.  Hudgens  would  not  allow  his  men  to  play. 
The  umpire  insisted,  and  when  Capt.  Hudgens  would  not 
return,  gave  the  game  to  Furman. 

This  game  is  no  sign  that  our  team  is  weaker  than  Fur- 
man's,  for  we  are  undoubtedly  far  better  and  more  scientific 
ball  players  than  Furman  can  ever  hope  to  be  this  season. 

On  the  9th  our  boys  met  on  the  diamond  the  team  of  Cor- 
nell University.  The  Cornell  men  have  had  the  very  finest 
training  that  the  country  can  afford,  and  certainly  have  ball- 
playing  down  to  a  fine  point.  Neither  of  the  pitchers  that 
were  played  on  this  game  can  be  put  in  the  same  class  at  all 
with  DuPre.  who  is  a  wonder  in  the  box;  but  the  support 
that  the  pitchers  received  from  every  man  on  the  team  was 
marvelous.  The  whole  team  moved  with  the  precision  of 
clock-work,  and  with  this  was  lightning  rapidity,  so  that  it 
was  almost  impossible  to  place  a  ball  in  a  position  where 
there  was  not  a  pair  of  hands  to  receive  it. 

Our  men  played  like  veterans,  however,  especially  towards 
the  last  of  the  game,  holding  down  the  Cornell  men  beauti- 
fully after  the  second  inning.  A  magnificent  hit  was  made 
by  Hudgens  the  first  time  that  he  took  the  bat,  driving  a 
home  run  far  over  the  left  fielder's  head.  By  the  fourth  in- 
ning DuPre  had  settled  down  to  good  work  and  pitched  a 
great  game  from  then  on.  All  of  tht  infield  men,  Bennett, 
Bra')ham,  Greene  and  Bates,  each  made  some  beautiful  plays. 

The  Cornell  men  speak  in  the  highest  terms  of  the  baseball 
al^ility  of  our  team,  thinking  them  much  more  able  than  they 
t  x'-ected.  A  victorv  was  not  such  an  easy  thing.  The  final 
score  stootl  6  to  2  in  favor  of  Cornell. 
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G*  LE  FOREST  WOOD. 

Under  the  auspices  of  the  Young  Men's  Christian  Associa- 
tion, Mr.  G.  lyC Forest  Wood,  a  noted  impersonator  and  de- 
lineator of  character,  from  Atlanta,  lectured  at  the  Court- 
house on  the  night  of  the  8th.  It  has  been  our  pleasure, 
through  the  I^yceum,  to  hear  many  varied  and  interesting 
lectures,  but  we  had  never  had  an  impersonator  here  before. 
Mr.  Wood  proved  to  all  to  be  an  impersonator  of  a  high  type, 
for  his  imitating  "An  Old  Colonial,"  the  "English  Dude,' 
and  the  "Westerner"  was  good,  not  only  in  dress  and  facial 
expression,  but  also  in  dialect.  After  the  impersonation  of 
these  characters  Mr.  Wood  came  out  in  evening  dress  and  en- 
tertained the  audience  with  jokes  and  short  selections  in  dif- 
ferent dialects,  changing  his  expression  and  language  from 
one  type  of  person  immediately  to  another,  and  in  that  way 
making  it  seem  more  real.  Mr.  Wood  imitated  the  humor- 
ous with  the  pathetic;  at  times  his  audience  roared  with 
aughter  while  at  other  times  it  was  on  the  point  of  tears. 
The  evening  was  a  most  enjoyable  one,  every  one  expressing 
himself  as  highly  pleased  with  the  performance. 

On  account  of  there  being  a  recital  at  Converse  on  the  same 
night  the  crowd  was  not  as  large  as  could  be  expected,  yet 
it  was  a  fair  crowd  and  the  Y.  M.  C,  A.  profited  by  it. 
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Cdofford  College  Directory 


JAS.  H.  CARI.ISI.K,  tf.  L.  D., 

J.  A.  Gamkwki<i., 
D. 


President. 

A.  M.,  Secretary. 

A.  DuPr^,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Calhoun  Literary  Society. 

President,  F.  W.  Fairey, 
Vice-President,  J.  B.  Crews. 
1st  Critic,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Secretary,  B.  H.  Brown. 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre.. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  M.  S.  Asbelle. 
Vice-President,  G.  C.  Bates. 
1st  Critic,  H.  G.  Eidson. 
Secretary,  R.  I.  Manning. 
Treasurer,  K.  A.  Montgomery. 

Wofford College  Journal. 

Editor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager,K.W.Littlejohn. 
Literary  Editor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Exchange  Editor,  D.  L.  Guy. 
Alumni  Editor,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Local  Editor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Asst  Literary  Editor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C-  A. 

President  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President  R.  E.  Sharp. 
Secretary  C.  H.  Varner. 
Treasurer,  .  C.  Owen. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas.,  C.  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  DuPre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  E.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J,  C.  Easter  ling. 

Sophomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  E.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas,,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Freshman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Ehrlich. 


AtHletic  Association. 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cooke, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Football  Department.  Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Assistant  Manager,  C.  H.  Varner.  Asst.  Manager,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Captain,     M.  Sullivan.  Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens. 
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Robertson 

wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Crook 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-time  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  spec/'ar  rates  to  College  Students. 

Learn  to  Write  ^  pla^in,  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.    Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read. 

Be  Up-ta-Date  !  '^^^^  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 —  1  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAIv  RATE 

TO  COIvIvEGE  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


I/.  NiCSl,  VERNON 


W.  H.  Zimmerman 
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...W.   F.  BARNES. 

 PRACTICAL... 

..BOOK   AND  JOB 


^Printer 


T 


.J9  Ma§:noIia  Street. 
.  Spa  f  t anb ar       S.  C. 
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Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 
Spartai> 

special  Inducements  to  vStudents 

D  00  little  &  Humph  rev 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.  J.  T.  Calto 

DENTIST 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburo,  S.  C. 

Leading  Conrectionery     CarDonated  Brinks 

S.  gecker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Risby's  Mm) 

Perftimery 
ToHet  Articles 

Cigfars  and  Smokers'  Goods 

stIjdeMts 

ARK  ESPECIAI^LY 

INVITED  TO 

H.  A.  Lipn's  Drug:  Store. 

SPARTANBURG 

steam  Laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 
30  Magnolia  Street              Plioiie  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 

jjr.  J.  L.  ueianu 

STUDENTS 
WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

«j  A .  DUCK:. 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Razor  Sharpening  a  Specialty. 

DENTIST 

N,  SHUR0H  STREET 
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^         QUALITY  ]| 

STYLE  * 

^  f 
4^    AND  LOW  PRICES  J 

are  inse per  ably  linked  at 

^      The  Cheapest  Store 
^  iiii;^  Palmetto  State  ^ 

I  JOHN  D.  COLLINS  | 

»^         'ir  *ir  'ir  *^  *iP 
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National  Bai-ik 

OF  SPARTNBURG,  S.  C 


Capital,  -  -  *100,000. 

StockHoldens'  Lial>ility,  100,000. 
Sut^plus,         -         -  78,000. 

^^T8,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  E.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS. 

Gko.  C0FIE1.-U,  President, 
J.  B.  CivKVKivAKD,  Vice-  President. 
W.  E.  BuRNKTT,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


Capital,  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  Cofikld,  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Ci.EVEi.AND,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.   H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  E.  Burnett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e. ,  on  the  last  days  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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^Palmetto   S^oo/c  Store. 

EVAN  3.  UIDE,  Managen . 

Headquarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 


HOPKINS 

THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


PETERSON.  ^ 

Artistic  ff^hoto^rapher. 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  Wofford  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 

For  Cigars  .Tobacco,  etc.,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwell  &  BroT~~ 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg  ""^ 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

Foif  Rates^  Schedules,  etc*,  call  on 

C.  W.  BosTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  Carlisi.:^,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Gno.  T.  Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Craig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  Ga. 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

JAS.  H.  CARLISLE,  LL.D.,  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronomy,  Mathematics,  Physics,  Chemistry  and  Geol- 
ogy, I^atin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  Eibrary  and  Eibrarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur- 
nett gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Eectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWElvIv,  Secretary, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffe^e  Fiffing  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Library  (7,000 
volumes, )  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

$107.00  pa^^s  for  Board,  Fuel  and  lyights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc.,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPRfi,  Head  Master, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Grooeries  at  J.  E.  ^well  S  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  it  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 
soLK  agp:nt  huyi.kr's  candies. 


GO  TO 

]N.  B,  Hallett 

TO  GET  m  CO  HI. 

JAMES  H.  WILLIAMS, 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Jewelry 
Pictures 
Cut  Glass 
Silver  Wa»e 
Silver  Novelties 
Fine  Umbrellas 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engravingf  with- 
out extra  charge* 

Prenfice  Luckeg 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairingf 


Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 

If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted. 

].  Williams 

Merchant  Tailor 


THE  REGENT 

SHOB 


THE  STETSON 

9S.OO  SHOB 

!^i'tin 

As  the  three  Rs  are  the  foundation  of  all 
learning,  so  is  square  dealing  at  the  base 
of  all  successful  retailing. 


2/ou  7?fen 


who  have  to  clothe  yourselves  in  a  manner 
befitting  your  standing,  can  find  here  a 
pleasing  variety  of  styles  in  qualities  that 
carry  their  own  recommendation.  What- 
ever price  you  pay  it  will  be  guaranteed  the 
least  at  which  it  would  be  possible  to  make 
an  equally  satisfactory  purchase  anywhere 
in  the  State. 

We  Are  Outfitters  of  Men 

We  cater  to  their  tastes;  we  study  their 
wants — it's  our  busines-,  and  our  time  is 
devoted  to  looking  for  and  placing  before 
the  public  the  best  and  newest  styles  on 
the  market.  Everything  we  sell  is  guar- 
anteed, and  your  money  back  if  you  want  it. 

E.  M.  WHffRTON 

Men's  Outfitter  and  Merchant  Tailor 


KNOX 
HATS 


LION  BRAND 
SHIRTS 
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GOOD  SHOES 

shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
faultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

"Edwin  Clapp, "  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  AN 

DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 
PERFECT  FIT 


are  the  characteristic 
points  of  our  large  and 
CONSISTENT  PRICES  attractive  line  of  Over- 
coats, Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests^  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cuts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
"Kaglan"  overcoats. 

FALL  HATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds 

Underwear,  Neckwear,  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 

M.  Greenewald 


23  W,  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 
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SOUTHERN  *  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  POINTS 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPMENT 


Route  of —  ■* 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect,  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  going  to  and  retttming  from  College 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  C.  Washington,  D.  C. 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Hardwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston.  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


K  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta,  Ga.  Washington,  D.  C. 


WOFFORD  COIvLEGK  JOURNAL  iii 

DuPre  ^  Wilson's 

BOOK 
STORE 


8  WEST  MAIN  STREET  TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  wdl  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


COiffian\stcT>     3vn\afe  ©offege 

For  full  information,  address 
Willlamston,  .  _  .  _       South  Carolina 
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We  solicit  your  business  in 


Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 


Shoes,  and  Gentleman's  Furnishing  Groods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents,  No  doubt  most  of  3^ou  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  your 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  noplace  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  you  as  they  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Cham,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 
we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Floyd  L.  Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


D.  C.  CORRELL 


JEWELER 


A/f  Keen  thTbest  Barber  Shop 


in  the  city.  Just  in 
rear  of  Spartanburg 


National  Bank. 


Special  Rates  to  Stvidents. 
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1K)8  Chestnut  St,  Philadelphia 
Fashionable  Engraving 

Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFIGI&L  BADGE  MAKERS  TO  ALL 
FRATERNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estimates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 

K^ir  &  CO. 
140-142  Woodward  Ave.,  Detroit,  Mich.  Jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

Drugs  and  Sundries 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfumes*  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

W*  E*  MADDUX  &  CO* 

PHARMACISTS 

Phone  222  54  Morgan  Square 


And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

N*  F*  TRAKAS  &  CO* 

21  E.  Main  St. 


Palmetto  Cori-ier 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits,  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  Parlor,    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
freshments in  season 

SCHMIDT  &  BRHDB,  Props. 

SHOES  SHOES  g||Q£g  SHOES 
SHOES       SHOES  SHOES 


TO  SUIT 
EVERYBODY 


SBB  MB  BBPORB  BUYING 


W.  F.  GILLILAND 


Wofford  College  Journal 


Literary  Departrient. 

J.  B.  Gibson,  Editor 


WHEN  FANQES  ROAM. 


The  Summer's  heat  has  gone.    Around  me  glows 
The  gentle  warmth  of  Autumn,  so  divine 
That  I  must  lose  my  soul  in  reverie 
And  let  it  wander  whither  fancy  leads. 
In  shadowy  vales  and  o'er  the  thousand  hills 
Whose  restful  green  brings  up  to  mind  Arcady 
The  fair,  the  dreamy,  peaceful  land  of  love 
Where  dwelleth  hope. 

The  winds  are  sleeping.    Scarcely  moves  a  breeze 
To  bathe  my  throbbing  temples  with  its  breath 
Of  gentle  mem'ry,  the  eternal  grace 
Which  gives  to  man  its  priceless  gift  of  peace. 
And  dreams  of  days  which  all-consuming  Time 
Is  hast'ning  toward  Lethe's  misty  vale 
From  whence  no  precious  mem'ries  e'er  return 
To  calm  my  soul . 

Indian  Summer  coming  o'er  the  land 
Brings  up  memories,  sacred  thoughts  of  her 
Who  with  me  wandered  in  those  days  of  old 
When  life  was  joy,  and  fancy  ever  free 
To  bear  us  whither  loving  hearts  would  lead. 
T'was  thus  we  roamed,  forever  hand  in  hand, 
Still  drinking  love's  deep  cup  without  the  dregs, 
Without  the  sighs. 

But  with  heavy,  killing  frosts,  fierce  Winter 
Came  rushing  on,  and  from  my  struggling  arms 
Snatched  her  whose  heavenly,  azure  eyes 
Had  been  my  all — my  very  light  of  life — 


2 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


From  which  my  soul  took  hope  and  drew  its  love. 
But  cursed  Winter  saw  my  wondrous  jo}-, 
And  left  me  mourning,  wretchedl)^  alone, 
To  weep  and  die. 

My  mem'ries  linger;  and  the  mystic  haze 
Embracing  all  around  me,  hovers  close; 
That  haze  within  whose  purple,  peaceful  clasp. 
Are  held  the  kingly  mountains,  on  whose  slopes, 
Long  years  ago,  we  wandered,  She  and  I. 
Her  spirit,  the  strong  soul  of  strongest  love. 
Roams  with  me  now,  rejoicing  in  the  mist. 
And  we  still  love. 

J.  W.  Dickson. 


CARLYLE^S  ATTITUDE  TOWARD  THE  PEOPLE. 


A  generation  ago,  the  condition  of  the  laboring  classes 
in  England  was  not  nearly  what  it  was  at  the  close  of  the 
Victorian  era-  In  1840  the  laboring  classes  were  being  sub- 
jected, in  Carlylesque  phrase,  to  slow  starvation  physically, 
to  stifling  suffocation  mentalh^  and  spiritually.  The  advent 
of  the  cotton  factory  was  having  its  effect  on  the  vigor  of  the 
people  of  Manchester;  the  industrial  stage  was  then  much 
the  same  in  England  as  it  is  to-day  in  our  Southland. 

In  Ireland,  oppression  of  the  poor  by  the  English  lords 
was  being  carried  to  an  extreme.  Throughout  Great  Britain, 
the  poor  and  idle  were  restless,  complaining;  and  the  quick 
eye  of  Carljde  caught  in  these  signs  a  tangling  such  as  pre- 
ceded the  French  Revolution.  The  people  belonging  to  the 
upper  classes  were  complacent  meanw^hile;  but  the  back  of 
Labor,  w^hich  for  years  had  been  acheing,  was  heaped  with  a 
load  which  could  not  be  borne.  The  governing  class,  if  it 
scratched  its  greasy  head  in  thought  as  to  the  condition  of 
the  masses,  straightway  went  to  w^ork  on  the  construction 
of  theories  ot  economic  importance,  'Xaissez  Faire,"  and 
other  maxims.  These  dabblers  were  making  confusion  worse 
confounded. 

Happily  there  appears  on  the  scene  a  son  of  Labor,  a 
hero  cast  by  nature  from  a  new  mould — a  Prophet  whose 
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wilderness  was  amongst  the  wildness  and  fierce  beasts  of  the 
lowest  society  in  England;  behold  "John  Baptist  risen  from 
the  dead?"  Hark,  with  what  thunder  tones  he  speaks,  and 
with  no  uncertain  sound:  "Repent,  ye  lazy  rascals,  dandies, 
nobles,  game-preserve-keepers;  or  else  I  swear  that  upon  you 
shall  fall  such  a  French  Revolution  as  that  ye  shall  not  be 
able  to  kill  one  another;  ye  shall  be  drowned  in  the  deluge  of 
blood!"  Terrible  language,  but  not  more  stirring  than 
necessary  to  rouse  sleepy  old  England.  In  his  own  words: 
"It  is  to  you  I  call,  the  mandate  of  God  to  his  creature  man 
is,  Work!  Your  world-hosts  are  all  in  mutiny,  in  confusion, 
destitution;  on  the  eve  of  fiery  wreck  and  madness!" 

Carlyle's  attitude  toward  the  people  is  brought  out  forci- 
bly by  his  contrast  of  the  dandy  with  the  Irish  family. 
What  pity  for  the  masses!  What  an  arraignment  of  the 
trivial  and  frivolous,  and  what  a  trumpet-blast  proclaiming 
the  rights  of  I^abor  and  the  degradation  of  the  laborer! 
We  can  tell  from  this,  and  in  spite  of  what  he  might  say  else- 
where, Carlyle  regarded  the  people  with  reverence  and  pity. 
Carlyle  believed  that  the  poor  were  wretched  and  the  rich 
oppressive  because  of  the  world's  greed  for  money-  Money- 
getting  had  stamped  all  moral  sense  out  of  the  educated  and 
aristocratic.  He  seems  never  to  have  reached  a  definite  con- 
clusion of  what  the  hunters  for  money  ought  to  do — or  the 
game-preserve -keepers — or  the  dandies.  He  knew  that  the 
people — probably  the  ruling  class  of  the  people — had  gone 
wrong  somewhere,  and  that  repair  had  better  begin  on  the 
social  machinery  at  once. 

If  Carlyle  saw  the  need  of  reform,  he  also  saw  that  men  in 
the  aggregate  are  like  animals,  and  that  the  leaders  must  guide 
and  teach  "the  common  herd."  In  "Past  and  Present" 
he  expresses  himself  as  follows :  '  *  Aristocracy  and  Priesthood , 
a  governing  class  and  a  teaching  class — these  two,  sometimes 
separate  and  endeavoring  to  harmonize  themselves,  some- 
times conjoined  as  one,  and  the  King  a  PontifE-King;  there 
did  no  society  exist  without  these  two  vital  elements;  there 
will  none  exist.  The  Wiser,  Braver,  do  develop  themselves 
into  an  Actual  Aristocracy." 
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He  therefore  addressed  himself  to  these  upper  class  leaders, 
to  urge  them  to  save  the  poor  and  the  nation.  He  seems 
never  to  have  thought  to  address  himself  to  the  mass  of  the 
people  except  when  writing  on  the  Sacredness  of  Work  and 
kindred  inspiring  topics.  Carlyle  stated  his  attitude  toward 
the  people  when  he  said  something  to  the  effect  that  they 
were  a  crowd  of  rufl&ans — "mostly  fools. "  While  acting  as 
Deliverer  of  the  People,  he  rather  thought  they  should  be 
delivered  as  sheep  from  a  storm.  Only  do  not  provoke  the 
people,  act  gently,  and  they  will  be  in  your  power.  But  Car- 
lyle gives  us  a  few  hints  as  to  what  would  happen  if  the  op- 
posite course  were  taken,  how  the  people  would  flare  and 
flame  and  shed  blood,  and  nobody  take  any  responsibility. 
Hence  he  thought  that  while  there  was  still  time,  the  indus- 
trial and  social  transition  should  be  made,  ere  it  be  *  'everlast- 
ingly too  late,"  W.  Z.  D.,  '02. 


TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  RUNS  IN  SMOOTH 
CHANNELS.'^ 


It  was  on  one  of  those  beautiful  days  in  the  month  of  May, 
when  the  birds  were  singing  their  sweetest  melodies,  and  it 
seemed  as  though  each  one  was  trying  to  sing  sweeter  than 
his  companion.  Slowly  walking  down  the  country  road,  a 
young  man  was  whistling  a  tune  and  seemed  to  be  perfectly 
happy.  But,  suddenly  he  hears  a  sound,  and  upon  looking 
behind  him  sees,  in  the  far  distance,  what  appears  to  be  a 
horse  coming  at  full  speed.  At  first  he  did  not  know  what 
to  do,  but  his  presence  of  mind  seized  him  and  he  determined 
to  stop  the  horse,  or  die  in  the  attempt;  so  he  stationed  him- 
self in  the  middle  of  the  road  and  awaited  the  approach  of 
the  frightened  animal.  In  a  few  minutes  the  horse,  blowing 
and  snorting  from  fright,  stood  still,  for  our  young  hero  had 
stopped  him  at  the  risk  of  his  own  life.  But  the  deed  of  this 
noble  young  man  was  not  to  go  unrewarded,  as  we  are  to  see. 

In  the  carriage  lay  a  beautiful  young  lady,  apparently 
dead,  and  to  the  young  man  another  difficulty  presented 
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itself,  as  he  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  the  lifeless  form 
of  this  stranger.  But  he  was  not  to  wonder  long,  for  in  a 
few  minutes  she  comes  to  life — she  had  only  fainted.  When 
Ruth  (for  such  was  our  young  lady's  name)  had  gained  suffi- 
cient strength  to  speak,  she  told  of  her  experience:  How, 
as  was  her  custom,  she  was  taking  her  morning  ride  into  the 
country,  and,  just  as  she  entered  a  body  of  pines,  was  com- 
manded by  four  rough  negroes  to  halt.  "I  do  not  know  how 
loud  I  screamed,  nor  how  long  I  cried  for  help,  but  it  seems 
that  it  scared  my  horse  so  that  he  ran  away.  From  that  mo- 
ment until  now  I  do  not  know  what  has  happened — how  far 
my  horse  has  run,  or  where  I  am,  or  anything — but  I  am 
greatly  indebted  to  you  for  risking  your  life  for  mine." 

He  modestly  received  the  thanks  the  young  lady  threw 
upon  him,  and  offered  to  drive  her  back  to  the  city,  because 
he  thought  it  would  not  be  safe  for  her  to  drive  the  fright- 
ened animal,  and,  besides,  she  did  not  know  where  she  was, 
or  anything  about  the  surrounding  country.  She  accepted 
this  offer,  and  soon  they  were  riding  quietly  back  towards 
Albany.  Our  young  hero  introduces  himself  as  John  Gir- 
dlestone,  and  talks  very  entertainingly  to  his  new  friend. 
Ruth  told  him  that  she  was  the  only  child  of  Henry  Werner, 
and  said  that  she  had  been  in  Paris  for  the  past  year  complet- 
ing her  study  of  art.  "You  will  be  handsomely  rewarded 
for  your  brave  deed,"  she  said.  But  he  vowed  that  he 
would  take  nothing  whatsoever,  and  that  he  had  done  noth- 
ing but  what  he  ought  to  have  done. 

By  this  time  they  had  arrived  at  her  home,  and  she  insist- 
ed that  he  come  in  and  take  tea  with  them,  but  he  declined 
until  she  said  emphatically  that  he  must  stay.  So  he  went 
into  the  house  and  was  introdvced  by  Ruth  to  her  father  and 
mother,  who  were  beginning  to  be  uneasy  about  the  unusual 
length  of  her  morning's  ride.  She  soon  told  of  her  awful 
experience,  and  how  this  young  man  had  snatched  her  from 
the  hands  of  death.  Mid  tears  of  joy  and  thankfulness  her 
mother  and  father  hugged  her  almost  to  death.  They  then 
told  John  that  whatever  he  should  ask  for  would  not  be  too 
much  for  what  he  had  done,  but  he  modestly  replied  that  he 
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deserved  nothing  for  doing  what  any  other  man  would  have 
done.  Mr.  Werner  insisted  that  he  take  somethini?,  because 
he  said  that  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  reward  him.  But  it 
was  all  in  vain,  for  John  would  accept  nothing. 

After  tea  he  bade  them  good-bye,  but  Mr.  Werner  would 
not  let  him  go  until  he  had  promised  to  come  back  to  see  him 
on  the  following  day. 

According  to  his  promise  he  came  back  on  the  next  day, 
prepared  to  stay  two  or  three  days  with  the  family,  for  by 
this  time  he  had  become  very  intimate  with  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Werner.  It  seems  that  John  was  beginning  to  like  Ruth  and 
Ruth  was  beginning  to  like  John  very  much,  and  their  liking 
for  each  other  grew  stronger  and  stronger  each  day.  But  it 
appears  that  their  love  w^as  not  destined  to  run  in  smooth 
channels.  Here  the  old  statement,  that  "True  love  never 
runs  in  smooth  channels,"  was  verified.  As  luck  would  have 
it,  John  had  won  the  love  and  confidence  of  the  old  folks  and 
as  you  may  know,  it  is  the  best  thing  to  do. 

As  Mr.  Werner  was  growing  old,  he  soon  found  the  need 
of  some  one  on  whom  he  could  rely  and  trust  to  run  his 
large  mercantile  establishment,  so  he  soon  found  this  person 
in  John  Girdlestone.  He  sent  for  John  one  morning  and 
asked  him  how  he  would  like  to  clerk  for  him.  John  replied 
that  he  had  always  desired  to  clerk  in  some  large  firm  like 
his,  but  had  never  had  an  opportunity  of  doing  so. 

"Well,  John,"  said  the  kind  old  gentleman,  "You  may 
consider  it  a  trade,  so  you  will  start  to  work  next  week." 

This  pleased  Ruth  and  John  very  much  for  they  had  grown 
to  like  each  other  so  very  much  that  they  were  not  happy 
unless  they  were  near  each  other.  Time  rolled  on  its  cease- 
less course  and  John  had  entered  upon  his  new  duties  with 
untiring  energy  .  Mr.  Werner  soon  found  that  he  could  trust 
his  clerk  and  put  more  and  more  responsibility  upon  him 
each  day  until  finally  he  was  made  manager  of  the  entire 
business. 

Although  John  had  been  attending  to  his  business,  yet  he 
had  not  ceased  to  pay  attention  to  Miss  Ruth.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Werner  did  not  have  their  eyes  closed  all  the  time,  but 
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saw  that  matters  were  getting  serious,  but  they  quietly- 
watched  the  proceedings  until  they  were  convinced  that 
some  change  would  have  to  be  made  in  order  that  John  might 
be  separated  from  Ruth.  They  thought  that  by  doing  this 
they  could  destroy  the  love  that  had  grown  up  between  their 
only  daughter  and  esteemed  friend.  But  this  was  not  to 
be. 

Time  rolled  on.  John  had  been  transferred  from  Albany 
and  had  been  sent  by  Mr.  Werner  to  Richmond,  Virginia,  to 
manage  another  one  of  his  concerns,  which  required  a  great 
deal  more  thinking  and  attention.  He  thought  that  by  put- 
ting John  so  far  away  from  Ruth  that  they  soon  would  for- 
get each  other,  but  this  move  did  not  break  those  tender 
cords  that  joins  one  heart  to  that  of  another.  John  and 
Ruth  wrote  continually,  each  getting  a  long  letter  daily, 
which  by  some  unknown  means  Ruth  had  kept  her  parents 
from  knowing. 

Mr.  Werner  at  first  thought  that  his  plan  was  working 
very  successfully,  but  he  soon  began  to  see  a  sudden  change 
coming  over  his  beloved  daughter.  Her  face  had  lost  that 
sweet  smile  that  it  used  to  have,  and  her  cheeks  that  rosy 
tint.  She  did  not  seem  to  take  any  interest  in  her  painting 
and  music  that  she  had  once  loved  so  dearly,  but  instead  of 
this  she  was  growing  thin  and  pale  from  day  to  day.  Her 
piano  that  had  so  lately  pealed  forth  those  sweet  notes  that 
only  an  affectionate  father  can  appreciate,  was  never  opened 
and  dust  had  covered  it  entirely.  So  as  was  very  natural, 
her  parents  began  to  get  very  anxious  about  her.  They 
could  not  imagine  what  could  be  the  cause  of  all  her  sadness 
and  determined  to  send  her  across  the  water  to  see  if  that 
would  not  bring  back  their  former  beautiful  Ruth. 

But  let  us  take  a  peep  at  John  as  he  goes  about  his  daily 
work  in  Richmond.  There  is  not  that  quick  step  and  beam- 
ing countenance  that  had  once  been  characteristic  of  John; 
but  there  was  a  lagging  in  his  footsteps  as  he  went  about  his 
daily  work,  something  seemed  to  be  eating  up  his  very  life, 
and  a  troubled  expression  had  come  over  his  once  pleasant 
face.    Although  his  duty  was  never  neglected  nor  his  regu- 
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lar  Weekly  letters  to  Mr.  Werner  were  never  slighted,  still 
his  companions  saw  that  something  was  terribly  the  matter 
with  their  loved  friend. 

Mrs.  Werner  and  Ruth  had  set  out  for  France  a  few  days 
after  Mr.  Werner  had  decided  to  send  her  away  from  home, 
hoping  that  the  change  of  climate  and  surroundings  might 
restore  her  to  health  again.  lyittle  did  they  think  that 
something  worse- than  sickness  was  killing  her.  Ruth  con- 
tinued to  grow  worse  and  worse  each  day.  After  they  ar- 
rived in  France,  until  finally  she  gave  completely  up  and 
took  her  bed.  Mrs.  Werner  immediately  sent  for  her  husband 
and  family  physician,  but  they  could  render  no  aid.  The  doc- 
tors had  given  up  the  case,  as  hopeless,  saying  that  they 
could  not  tell  what  was  the  matter  with  her. 

One  quiet  autumn  day,  just  as  the  sun  was  going  down 
behind  the  western  horizon  and  the  grief -stricken  parents 
were  waiting  for  the  angel  death  to  come  and  claim  their 
daughter  as  his  victim,  a  light  rap  was  heard  at  the  door  and 
John,  poor  and  broken-hearted,  entered  the  room.  At  the 
sight  of  him  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Werner  became  alarmed,  for  they 
had  not  seen  him  for  many  months  and  his  awful  condition 
startled  them  and  besides  they  could  not  imagine  why  he 
was  so  far  away  from  home  and  away  from  his  confining 
business. 

Ruth  screamed  for  joy  on  seeing  her  lover  once  more,  and 
one  could  see  her  face  as  well  as  his  grow  brighter. 

John  in  a  few  words  soon  explained  why  he  was  in  France. 

''I  wrote  to  Ruth  three  times  without  receiving  any  an- 
swer. I  could  stand  it  no  longer.  I  telegraphed  several 
times  but  to  no  avail.  I  could  not  imagine  why  I  did  not 
get  some  answer.  So  hastily  packing  my  trunks  I  took  the 
first  train  to  Albany,  but  it  was  only  to  meet  with  another 
sad  disappointment,  for  upon  arriving  I  was  told  that  you 
had  been  in  France  three  weeks,  and  that  four  days  ago 
Mr.  Werner  had  received  a  cablegram  stating  that  you  were 
desperately  ill.  Upon  hearing  this  statement  I  stood  for  fif- 
teen minutes  in  silence,  the  clerks,  I  suppose,  thought  I  was 
crazy.    I  then  went  to  New  York  and  immediately  took  a 
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ship  for  France.  I  had  to  wait  after  landing  in  the  old 
world,  about  two  hours,  which  were  the  longest  and  most 
anxious  hours  I  ever  spent.  Employing  a  guide  in  Paris  I 
soon  found  your  whereabouts.  This  all  I  have  to  say  con- 
cerning myself. ' ' 

Words  fail  to  express  the  happiness  that  John  and  Ruth 
seemed  to  have  in  each  others  presence. 

After  a  few  days  the  entire  party  set  out  for  America,  but 
another  sad  misfortune  was  yet  to  follow.  Mr.  Werner  was 
taken  suddenly  ill  on  the  ship  and  after  three  days  of  hard 
suffering,  quietly  passed  away.  Sadness  again  settled  on 
the  party,  who  such  a  short  time  before  had  been  so  happy. 
On  his  death  bed  he  called  John  and  Ruth  to  his  bedside, 
and  as  tears  flowed  down  his  cheeks  told  them  how 
sorry  he  was  for  having  given  them  so  much  trouble,  in 
keeping  them  from  enjoying  each  other's  company,  and  asked 
their  forgiveness.  In  his  will  he  left  his  entire  business  in 
John's  hands  and  when  Mrs  Werner  died  everything  was  to 
be  his. 

Ten  years  have  passed  since  John  saved  Ruth  from  the 
hand  of  death,  and  on  a  beautiful  street  in  the  city  of  Rich- 
mond you  can  find  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Girdlestone  surround- 
ed by  every  comfort  that  a  loving  husband  can  supply.  Mrs. 
Werner  who  has  now  passed  three  score  and  ten  years,  is 
telling  her  three  grandchildren  stories  and  singing  them 
songs,  while  they,  leaning  upon  her  feeble  knees,  listen  very 
attentively. 

S,  F,  Cannon,  '04. 


THE  POETS  OF  THE  REVOLUTION* 


In  studying  the  poetry  of  the  Revolution,  the  fact  that 
impresses  itself  most  strongly  upon  us  is  the  lack  of  great 
poets  in  that  period  of  our  history  Carlyle  tells  us  that 
great  men  are  born — that  they  have  by  nature  "the  great 
heart,  the  deep,  clear-seeing  eye,"  but  that  the  direction  in 
which  their  genius  is  turned  is  determined  by  their  sur- 
roundings.   The  Blizabethian  age  produced  a  Shakespeare; 
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the  French  Revolution  saw  its  ultimate  outcome  in  a  Na- 
poleon; the  inquiry  of  the  15th  century  sent  Columbus  to 
discover  a  new  world.  I^et  us  inquire  briefly,  then,  what 
are  the  causes  which,  in  an  age  which  saw  such  a  glorious 
constellation  as  Washington,  Adams,  Jefferson,  Hamilton  and 
Morris,  in  the  secular  world,  prevented  a  like  or  greater 
constellation  in  the  literary  world. 

New  England  was  inhabited  by  the  Puritans,  a  people  of 
austere  and  stolid  religious  convictions.  They  had  come 
to  this  country  in  a  struggle  for  religious  freedom,  and  life 
here  had  continued  as  a  struggle  from  the  very  first.  They 
were  blind  to  the  beauty  of  nature;  they  were  impressed 
only  by  the  sublimity,  the  awfulness,  even  the  threaten- 
ings  of  their  natural  surroundings.  The  seas  that  beat  upon 
their  shores  lulled  them  not  into  an  enjoyment  of  the  present, 
but  rather  reminded  them  of  the  terrible  reality  of  life — 
that  it  was  to  be  a  conflict — a  great  preparation  for  the  here- 
after. Be  it  said  to  their  lasting  credit,  no  sooner  had  they 
built  a  log  cabin  to  break  the  force  of  their  rugged  climate, 
and  keep  out  the  cunning  Indian,  than  they  began  to  lay 
the  foundations  of  our  great  educaitonal  system  of  to-day. 
But  their  schools  were  conducted  on  the  same  principles  of 
severity  and  gloom  we  have  noticed  above.  Their  literature 
found  its  expression  in  long  sermons  and  ringing  speeches 
for  liberty  rather  than  in  poetry.  In  the  Middle  colonies, 
the  Quakers  and  the  Roman  Catholics  had  come  to  this 
country  for  the  express  purpose  of  founding  religious  asy- 
lums, and  their  efforts  were  spent  in  trying  to  make  thir  col- 
onies attractive  to  their  respective  sects.  They  had  no  po- 
etic dispositions  whatever;  their  chief  ambition  was  to  live 
quietly  at  home,  at  peace  with  the  world.  The  "  'thee'  and 
'thou'  to  friend  and  foe"  has  become  historical.  The  South- 
ern colonists  lived  on  large  estates,  scattered  along  the 
coasts,  and  in  some  instances  extending  far  into  the  interior. 
They  were  thus  deprived  of  the  intellectual  polish  and  stimu- 
lous  of  mutual  contact.  Moreover,  the  country  was  filled 
with  slaves,  and  the  energies  of  the  settlers  were  employed 
in  directing  the  efforts  of  these  slaves  towards  the  cultivation 
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of  their  vast  estates.  So  in  no  part  of  the  country  were  con- 
ditions favorable  to  poetry.  Men  turned  rather  to  military 
or  political  duties;  and  we  have  an  era  not  surpassed  by  any 
in  our  history  in  the  production  of  great  men  in  these  spheres 
of  action.  But  we  intended  to  say  something  about  several 
of  the  most  prominent  of  our  Revolutionary  poets.  Though 
they  are  not  what  the  world  would  call  great,  still  they  have 
a  peculiar  claim  on  our  interest,  in  that  they  are,  to  a  certain 
extent,  the  expression  of  a  great  turning  point  in  our  history. 

The  first  one  whom  we  shall  notice  is  John  Trumbull, 
''the  most  conspicuous  literary  character  of  his  day  in  this 
country."  He  hails  from  Woodbury,  Conn.,  where  his  life 
began  April  24,  1750.  It  is  related  that  he  passed  the  en- 
trance examination  for  Yale  at  the  age  of  seven  years,  sit- 
ting upon  the  knees  of  its  president.  On  account  of  ill 
health,  however,  he  did  not  enter  school  till  some  years 
later.  He  graduated  in  1767,  and  several  years  later  became 
a  tutor  in  his  alma  mater.  He  afterwards  studied  law  in  the 
office  of  John  Adams,  in  Boston,  and  finally  became  Judge 
of  the  Superior  Court  at  Hartford,  which  position  he  held 
till  his  retirement  to  private  life  in  18 19.  He  died  in  Detroit 
in  1831. 

He  is  known  chiefly  by  two  poems,  the  "Progress  of  Dull- 
ness" and  "McFingal."  The  former  is  a  satire  in  three  parts: 
( I )  on  the  neglect  in  education  of  all  the  higher  ranges  of 
literature  and  the  humanities,  (2)  on  dudes,  and  (3)  on 
the  flirt: 

Deck'd  in  her  most  fantastic  gown 
Because  a  stranger's  come  to  town. 

"McFingal,"  which  closely  imitates  Butler's  "Hudi- 
bras,"  is  a  boisterous,  slip-shod,  witty  satire  of  the 
loyalists  and  tories.  Trumbull  employed  the  mighty  weapon 
of  ridicule  against  the  mother  country,  and  thus  played  his 
part  in  urging  the  colonists  to  separation.  This  poem  reached 
a  sale  of  thirty  editions.  D wight,  a  contemporary  of  Trum- 
bull, said:  "It  maybe  observed,  without  any  partiality,  that 
McFingal  is  not  inferior  in  wit  and  humor  to  Hudibras,  and 
in  every  other  respect  is  superior."    Dr.  A.  P.  Peabody  at- 
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tributes  its  decadence  "not  to  a  deficiency  in  genuine  wit 
and  humor  ^  but  to  a  lack  of  picturesqueness  in  the  story, 
and  of  all  elements  of  permanent  interest  in  its  heroes. ' ' 

Joel  Barlow,  another  Connecticut  man,  was  five  years 
younger  than  Trumbull.  He  also  graduated  at  Yale,  in 
1778.  He  at  first  entered  the  army  as  a  soldier,  but  prob- 
abl}^  finding  this  kind  of  life  rather  unpleasant,  became  a 
chaplain.  After  the  war  he  studied  law,  and  for  a  time 
edited  a  newspaper.  A  gigantic  fraud,  known  as  the  Scioto 
Land  Company,  being  formed,  he  went  to  Paris  as  its  repre- 
sentative. Let  us  charitably  suppose  that  he  was  really  ig- 
norant of  the  extent  of  the  fraud  he  was  practicing.  Through 
Mr.  Humphreys,  U.  S.  minister  at  Lisbon,  he  was  sent  by 
our  Government  to  Algiers  to  arrange  matters  with  the  Dey, 
who  was  capturing  American  ships  in  the  Mediterranean- 
He  was  very  skillf  il  in  diplomatic  negotiations,  and  secured 
a  settlement  very  favorable  to  the  United  States;  but  in  the 
meantime  there  had  taken  place  a  very  material  expansion 
in  the  private  circumstances  of  Mr.  Joel  Barlow.  After  18 
years  he  returned  to  America. 

In  181 1,  he  again  went  to  Europe,  this  time  as  ambassa- 
dor to  France.  His  duties  led  him  to  follow  Napoleon  on  his 
Russian  expedition.  On  the  defeat  of  the  emperor.  Barlow 
was  caught  in  a  Polish  inn,  where,  fevered  by  exposure  and 
and  threatened  by  Cossacks,  he  died,  in  1812. 

Barlow  is  chiefly  noted  for  his  "magnificent  failure  to 
produce  a  great  epic."  In  "Columbiad"  he  attempted  to 
foreshadow  the  greatness  of  America.  It  represents  a  vision 
in  which  Hesper,  the  genius  of  the  western  continent,  reveals 
to  Columbus  in  prison  the  future  history  of  the  new  world. 
The  work  had  been  extensively  advertised  and  was  elabor- 
ately published  in  1808,  but  failed  to  live,  because  it  was 
recognized  at  once  as  a  deception — as  so  much  of  Barlow's 
life  was.  It  fell  flat  because  it  was  so  far  short  of  what  it 
pretended  to  be.  One  of  its  obvious  faults  was  an  improper 
arrangement  and  relation  of  parts.  Inferior  personages 
take  up  as  much  room  as  the  more  important  ones.  Charac- 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


ters  appear  once  and  then  pass  out  of  sight;  so  that,  as  some 
one  says,  **it  is  more  like  a  procession  than  a  drama." 

Next  to  "McFingal,"  the  best  known  example  of  our 
early  poetry  is  "Hasty  Pudding,"  which  is  also  the  product 
of  Barlow's  brain.  Being  in  Savoy,  he  saw  a  dish  called 
Polenta,  which  reminded  him  very  forcibly  of  New  England 
pudding.  Whereupon  he  set  to  work,  and  the  poem  called 
"Hasty  Pudding"  is  the  result. 

The  next  and  last  of  these  poets  whom  we  shall  consider 
is  Phillip  Freneau,  a  New  Yorker,  who  came  into  existence 
in  1752.  He  attended  school  at  Princeton  from  1767  to  1771, 
where  he  was  a  fellow  with  James  Madison  in  Nassau  Hall. 
In  1776  he  visited  the  Danish  West  Indies,  where  he  wrote 
the  "House  of  Night,  a  Vision."  He^  was  a  many-sided 
man,  being  at  different  stages  of  his  career,  sea  captain,  edi- 
tor, and  poet.  He  was  an  intense  supporter  of  liberty,  and 
sympathized  deeply  with  the  French  people  in  their  later 
struggle.  He  perished  in  a  snow-storm,  near  Freehold,  New 
Jersey,  December  18,  1832. 

"The  House  of  Night"  has  been  called  "the  best  poem 
written  in  America  before  1800."  It  consists  of  136  four- 
line  stanzas.  In  it  Death  lies  dying  at  midnight.  The  doc- 
tors surround  him;  a  young  man  whose  love  Death  has 
killed,  forgivingly  ministers  to  him.  Dut  in  vain.  Death 
composes  his  own  epitaph,  dies ,  and  is  buried  in  a  grave 
doubly  defended  against  the  devil.  Freneau  draws  from 
this  the  lesson  of  righteousness,  earthly  life  and  unending 
immortality.  It  is  original  in  conception  and  sometimes 
strong,  and  even  stately,  in  verse. 

To  show  the  tender  poetic  fancies  of  which  the  bluff  old 
sea  captain  was  capable,  we  will  quote  just  one  stanza: 
By  midnight  moons,  o'er  moistening  dews, 
In  vestments  for  the  chase  arrayed, 
The  hunter  still  the  deer  pursues, 
The  hunter  and  the  deer — a  shade. 

The  estimation  in  which  he  was  held  at  the  time  of  his 
death  may  be  seen  by  the  following  quotation  from  the  Mon- 
mouth Inquirer  oi  1832:    "The  productions  of  his  pen  ani_ 
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mated  his  countrymen  in  the  darkest  days,  and  the  effusions 
of  his  muse  cheered  the  desponding  soldier  as  he  fought  the 
battle  of  freedom."  D.  S.  Murph. 


THE  OAK^S  ADVICE. 


upon  yon  high  and  wooded  hill, 
Which  rears  itself  beside  the  rill. 
There  stands  an  oak  of  hoary  age; 
A  veteran  of  the  woods;  a  sage 
Who  rears  his  mighty  head  on  high, 
And  towering  upward  meets  the  sky. 

One  day  despondent  there  I  laid 
Myself  down  beneath  its  shade, 
To  dream  of  nature's  book,  and  lore, 
Of  men-who  lived,  but  are  no  more. 

How  long  I  slept  I  do  not  know, 
When  soon  began  a  breeze  to  blow, 
The  gentle  zephyr  from  the  west. 
The  balmiest  of  the  breezes  blest. 

Then  rustling  softly  from  above, 
The  giant  limbs  began  to  move 
In  accents  soothing,  soft  and  long, 
To  permeate  the  dells  among. 
He  bent  his  boughs  upon  my  face. 
And  locked  me  tight  in  his  embrace, 
And  then  he  whispered  in  my  ear; 
"Be  not  dismayed  while  I  am  near. 
But  listen  first  while  I  advise, 
And  then  I  know  3'ou'll  say  I'm  wise. 
There  is  no  joy  which  comes  to  man 
Where- er  you  look,  where'er  you  scan. 
Like  when  he  helps  his  fellowman. 
Nor  is  there  cloud  so  drear  and  dark, 
That's  null  and  void  of  lively  spark. 
That  when  you  penetrate  behind 
A  veil  of  silver  there  you  find. 
And  so  it  is  with  human  life. 
Though  some  is  joy  and  some  is  strife; 
A  littlejgrief  is  mixed  with  joy, 
For  nothing  is  without  alloy. 
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Now  take  these  thoughts  away  with  you, 
And  write  them  down  in  red  and  blue; 
Where'er  you  roam — o'er  land  or  sea, 
Do  not  forget  your  old  oak  tree." 


HIS  FIRST  DAY  AT  COLLEGE. 


Kdward's  father  promised  to  send  him  to  College  in  the 
fall  if  he  should  stay  at  home  during  the  summer  and  help 
him  with  the  crop.  Edward  gladl}^  consented  and  looked 
forward  with  much  joy  to  the  day  when  he  should  wear  a 
uniform  and  be  called  a  cadet. 

Time  wore  on  and  soon  the  day  came  for  Edward  to  bid 
farewell  to  his  home.  The  day  of  parting  was  not  as  joyous 
as  Edward  had  expected,  for  he  had  never  spent  a  week 
from  home  during  his  life.  But  he  braved  it  like  a  man,  and 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  started  for  the  depot. 

Soon  the  train  came,  and  as  it  darted  down  the  track,  Ed- 
ward stood  casting  a  farewell  glance  to  the  home  he  loved  so 
well. 

Edward  saw,  as  he  entered  the  car,  a  group  of  boys,  who 
seemed  to  be  having  lots  of  fun.  He  knew  by  their  uni- 
forms that  they  were  cadets  of  the  Military  Academy.  At 
the  first  opportunity  that  presented  itself  he  introduced  him- 
self to  one  of  the  group.  The  cadet  took  Edward  over 
where  his  companions  were,  and  introduced  him,  to  Ed- 
ward's astonishment  and  chagrin,  as  a  "rat." 

The  cadets  treated  him  very  coolly,  and  were  soon  playing 
all  manner  of  jokes  on  him.  With  such  treament  the  "rat" 
became  very  disgusted  and  soon  had  a  bad  case  of  home- 
sickness— a  disease  common  to  all  students,  and  especially  to 
new  ones. 

Edward's  father  could  not  get  a  "through  ticket" — that  is 
a  ticket  from  his  home  to  the  Academy,  so  he  had  to  change 

cars  and  get  a  new  ticket  at  B  ,  a  station  somewhere  on 

the  road.  He  made  the  fact  known  to  his  companions,  and 
asked  them  to  please  tell  him  when  he  reached  B  .  Soon 
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the  train  stopped  at  a  little  station,  and  one  of  the  boys  told 
Edward  this  was  B  . 

He  jumped  off  the  train,  ran  to  the  ticket  office,  but  found 
it  closed,  and  there  was  no  one  in  the  depot.  As  he  turned 
he  saw  the  train  leaving  the  station  and  the  boys  were  on  the 
platform  calling  to  him  to  come  on  without  a  ticket.  He 
caught  the  train  and  the  boys  told  him  it  was  only  a  joke, 

that  B  was  still  thirty  miles  up  the  road,  and  then  they 

called  him  a  "green  rat." 

Late  in  the  afternoon  the  train  stopped  at  the  Military 
Academy.  The  boys  rolled  out  of  the  cars  more  like  a  drove 
of  Texas  cattle  than  college  students.  They  began  a  rush 
for  the  barracks  as  if  they  were  glad  to  get  back.  The  "rats" 
followed  because  there  was  nothing  else  to  do. 

They  soon  reached  the  college,  and  some  of  the  cadets 
lined  themselves  up  on  each  side  of  a  gangway  which  led 
into  the  barracks,  armed  with  paddles,  and  prepared  to  in- 
troduce the  *  'rats* '  into  '  'quarters. "  As  a  recruit  would  come 
puffing  into  the  crowd,  a  very  dignified  cadet  would  step  up  to 
him  and  say:  "Now,  'rat,'  take  it  like  a  man."  And  saying 
this,  he  would  give  the  new-comer  a  start  down  the  gang- 
way. And  once  started,  he  dare  not  tarry,  stop,  nor  turn 
back.  By  the  time  he  had  gone  through  this  mob  three 
times,  he  was  fully  introduced  into  "quarters."  Edward 
took  his  part  well. 

Edward  was  assigned  to  room  No.  15,  and  we  next  see 
him  pulling  his  trunk  up  the  long  hall.  Taps  sounded 
for  supper,  so  he  closes  his  door  and  goes  down  to  "mess." 
As  he  opened  the  door  several  biscuits  were  hurled  at  him, 
and  a  cry  of  "rats!  rats!"  went  up  from  every  throat. 

After  supper  Edward  went  back  to  his  room;  as  he  opened 
the  door  a  pan  of  water  fell,  hitting  him  on  the  head,  and  the 
water  trickled  down  his  body.  He  struck  a  match  to  light 
his  lamp,  but  lo!  the  lamp  was  gone-  He  looked  for  his 
trunk,  and  it  was  also  gone.    What  was  poor  Edward  to  do? 

After  wandering  about  in  this  condition  he  finally  found 
his  trunk  and  lamp  where  they  had  been  hidden  in  a  lumber 
room  on  the  next  floor  of  the  barracks. 
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He  carried  the  trunk  and  lamp  back  to  his  room,  where  a 
mob  of  cadets  came  in  and  asked:  "  'Rat,'  can  you  dance?" 
Certainly  "no"  was  the  reply,  but  after  a  few  moments  of 
hesitation  he  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  resist,  so  finally 
he  climbed  upon  the  table  and  "cut  a  step,"  as  they  had 
commanded.  Kdward  had  always  distinguished  himself  as 
an  orator  of  the  "old-field  school."  Whether  or  not  the 
cadets  knew  it  we  are  unprepared  to  say,  but  they  insisted 
that  he  speak,  and  after  some  coaxing  he  did  so.  When  he 
had  finished  they  cheered  him,  and  said  as  he  had  done  so 
well  in  his  former  performances  they  would  like  to  hear  him 
sing.  Edward  thought  that  he  had  done  enough,  but  the 
cadets  insisted  that  he  sing.  Finally  seeing  that  was  the  best 
and — yes — only  thing  to  do,  he  began: 

How  sweet  'tis  'neath  a  fond  father's  smile 

And  the  cares  of  a  mother  to  soothe  and  beguile! 

Let  others  deUght  'mid  pleasures  to  roam 

But  give,  oh!  give  me  the  pleasures  of  home! 

Home!  home!  sweet,  sweet  home! 

There's  no  place  like  home!  there's  no  place  like  home. 

The  boys  now  asked  Edward  to  go  around  and  see  the 
other  "rats"  perform  their  dues,  but  he  declined,  saying  he 
was  tired  and  his  head  ached  dreadfully. 

Edward  soon  went  to  bed,  but  it  was  long  ere  he  slept. 
His  thoughts  turned  homeward.  Finally,  however,  he  fell 
asleep  thinking  of  mother.  How  long  he  lay  peacefully  in 
the  arms  of  Morpheus  he  never  knew,  but  he  soon  felt  a 
sudden  jerk,  heard  a  noise  and  awoke  to  find  himself  on  the 
floor  with  his  bed  upside  down  on  top  of  him.  He  had  only  \ 
been  "turned,"  a  term  familiar  to  many  students.  He  heard 
laughing  down  the  hall,  which  explained  it  all.  He  crawled 
out,  turned  his  bed  over  and  was  soon  asleep  again,  and  was 
Jeft  peacefully  alone  the  rest  of  the  night. 

F.  Earlk  Bradham. 


^^THE  REWARD/' 


Spring  at  last  had  come,  and  all  the  world  seemed  beaming 
with  joy  as  though  nature  herself  was  in  harmony  with  its 
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approach.  The  massive  oak,  no  longer  bare  and  rugged  in 
its  outline,  had  now  taken  on  a  new  life,  putting  forth  its 
green  foliage  and  shedding  its  old  decayed  look:  and  even 
the  earth  itself  seemed  transformed  and  was  most  beautiful 
in  the  extreme.  The  merry  chirp  of  the  birds  gave  evidence 
that  the  intolerable  cold  of  winter  had  now  passed,  and 
instead  of  gazing  steadily  on  nothing  but  cold  snow  and  ice, 
and  listening  to  the  moaning  wail  of  the  winter  wind,  and 
witnessing  the  hardships  which  the  poorer  classes  of  people 
must  suffer  and  endure,  the  heating  rays  of  the  sunshine 
had  cast  beams  of  hope  and  joy  into  the  life  of  many  indi- 
viduals. The  calm  blue  sky,  no  longer  dotted  here  and  there 
with  drooping  clouds  that  continuously  put  forth  a  cold, 
drizzling  rain,  but  the  sun  shone  in  all  its  splendor  and 
glory,  adding  much  pleasure  and  happiness  to  college  life  at 


It  was  with  unlimited  pleasure  that  this  happy  and  light- 
hearted  throng  of  students  looked  forward  to  the  not  dis- 
tant day  when  for  a  time  they  would  be  given  up  for  rest 
and  recreation.  A  large  Senior  class  looked  forward  to  the 
receiving  of  their  diplomas  with  great  joy,  and  each  had 
built  many  "castles  in  the  air,''  being  eager  and  ready  for 
the  battle  of  life,  confident  of  an  easy  victory.  Yet  in 
looking  forward  to  this  crowning  event,  a  tinge  of  deepest 
feeling  crept  over  them,  and  they  also  looked  in  another 
direction — backward.  Looked  backward  at  their  college 
days,  after  all  the  most  pleasant  and  happiest  that  come  to 
one  in  life.  A  serious  feeling  possessed  them  as  they  thought 
of  being  near  the  starting  point  of  life's  real  journey,  and 
realizing  if  their  golden  opportunities  for  self-culture  and 
refinement,  intellectually  and  mentally,  had  been  seized  and 
put  to  use,  in  a  right  spirit  and  manner. 

Such  were  the  thoughts  of  James  Malleroy,  as  he  sat  in 
his  study,  with  his  eyes  upon  his  ponderous  volume  of  Shake- 
speare, but  his  mind  wondering  back  to  those  pleasant  days. 
Closing  the  book  and  laying  it  upon  the  table  he  gave  him- 
self up  to  his  thoughts,  in  other  words  to  idleness.  He  had 
not  remained  in  this  state  of  mind  long,  however,  before  he 
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was  suddenly  aroused  by  a  sharp  knock  on  his  door,  as 
though  the  visitor  was  impatient  about  entering.  Upon 
opening  the  door  he  recognized  his  classmate  and  friend, 
Frank  Thurston. 

"Why,  hello  Frank,"  exclaimed  James,  curious  to  know 
what  this  late  visit  meant,  for  the  midnight  hour  was  draw- 
ing near.  There  was  a  smile  of  joy  upon  his  lips,  yet  he 
seemed  to  be  suffering  under  a  fever  of  excitement  over 
the  coming  event. 

"I  was  just  thinking,"  said  James,  "of  our  past  college 
days,  how  short  they  now  seem!  I  am  afraid  that  of  all 
the  advantages  that  have  been  actually  thrown  into  our 
paths,  the  benefits  we  have  reaped  are  few,  and  our  neglects 
are  many." 

"You  let  too  small  and  trifling  matters  worry  you,  old 
fellow,"  replied  Fjank.  "You'll  see  many  more  days  yet  to 
grieve  over  'spilt  milk.'  " 

James  was  an  ambitious  boy,  who  was  desirous  and  intent 
upon  seeing  the  hard-earned  coins  of  his  father  well  spent. 
While  Frank  was  a  wild  and  careless  fellow,  not  near  so 
amoitious,  and  consequently  spent  his  valuable  time  and 
money  recklessly  and  carelessly. 

"Say,  Jim,  have  you  prepared  your  graduation  speech? 
I  don't  know  what  in  the  world  I  am  to  do  on  that  'august' 
occasion.  I  cannot  manage  to  prepare  one  now  that  would 
be  of  any  honor  to  me,  or  to  my  family,  so  I  have  just  come 
over  to  see  if  we  couldn't  close  a  bargain." 

"Well,  let's  hear  it,"  said  Jim,  overflowing  with  curiosity. 

"I  can  hardly  realize,"  begins  Frank,  "that  in  less  than 
two  months  we  must  "mount  the  rostrum"  for  our  gradu- 
ation speech,  and  I  havn't  prepared  a  single  line,  and  more- 
over I  havn't  selected  a  subject.  I  know  that  in  you  there 
lies  the  ability  to  write  a  speech  that  would  make  any 
mother's  heart  glad,  so  I  want  you  to  consider  the  proposi- 
tion of  writing  me  a  ' ' 

"If  you  mean,"  broke  in  James,  "that  I  am  to  write  you 
your  speech,  you  may  as  well  stop  now. " 

"Why,"  replied  Frank,  "you  have  translated  your  Homer 
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and  Virgil,  increasingly  and  unhesitatingly  for  'the  boys,' 
and  I  see  no  reason  under  heaven  why  it  would  be  wrong  to 
write  me  a  short,  snappy  speech,  on  some  live,  popular  sub- 
ject." 

But  James  was  not  to  be  flattered  to  such  an  extent,  and 
to  make  a  long  conversation  of  argument  and  discussion 
brief,  he  positively  refused  to  consider  any  oUch  proposition. 

James  Malleroy  was  the  most  influential  boy  at  this  col- 
lege. In  his  life  there  was  an  under-current  which  the  boys 
could  not  understand.  There  was  a  motive  and  a  purpose 
in  his  heart  for  which  he  steadily  and  incessantly  worked, 
without  at  any  time  being  discouraged  in  the  effort 
to  accomplish  high  and  honorable  achievements  in  the 
battle  of  life,  and  at  length  the  height  of  his  ambition  was 
reached,  and  he  reaped  a  well-earned  reward. 

Commencement  week  was  near  at  hand.  Forty-three 
busy  Seniors  were  to  be  found  always  in  a  hurry,  and  in  a 
state  of  great  excitement.  Perhaps  it  was  the  fact  breaking 
in  upon  their  minds  that  shortly  they  would  be  called  upon 
to  put  forth  their  best  efforts,  for  college  spirit  at  this  place 
was  certainly  not  at  a  low  ebb.  It  was  a  position  of  pride 
and  honor  when  one  attained  the  reputation  of  not  only  lead- 
ing his  class,  but  also  leading  the  college  in  oratory.  James 
had  always  lead  his  class,  but  as  for  the  oratorical  art  he 
had  not  been  considered  a  genius,  yet  in  debate  and  in  Soci- 
ety work  he  always  showed  a  determined  spirit  that  will 
make  one  inevitably  succeed. 

The  long-looked -for  event  at  last  arrived.  Commence- 
ment week  had  begun.  The  first  night  was  given  up  to 
Society  celebrations.  Each  society — and  there  were  three — 
put  forth  two  representatives  to  contest  for  the  handsome 
gold  medal,  and  the  honor  that  attended  it.  James  having 
been  chosen  from  his  society,  was  called  upon,  after  several 
deliberations  had  been  made,  and  he  showed  a  marvelous 
and  decided  improvement  in  his  manner  of  speaking.  It 
was  announced  that  the  medal  would  be  awarded  on  Grad- 
uation Day. 

This  day  at  last  arrived,  and  it  was  customary  for  one 
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of  the  parents  of  the  boy  to  attend  the  exercises,  and  occu- 
py a  prominent  place  on  the  stage.  James's  mother  at- 
tended, but  she  wore  neither  silk  nor  satin  nor  fancy  garb, 
but  clad  in  an  old  faded  dress,  she  occupied  a  seat  on  the 
front  row,  being  unwilling  to  go  upon  the  stage.  One  after 
another  was  called  upon  to  put  forth  the  best  qualities  in 
him.  One  after  another  responded,  but  Frank  Thurston  made 
a  miserable  failure.  When  James  arose  he  was  received  with 
a  slight  applause.  He  began  in  a  calm,  cool  and  deliberate 
manner,  weighing  each  word  in  the  balances  of  the  oratorical 
art.  The  old  hall  fairly  echoed  with  the  oratory  of  his  pow- 
erful voice.  The  entire  audience  became  his  admirers.  He 
sat  down  mid  a  thundering  and  continuous  applause.  The 
best  speech  of  the  day  had  been  made! 

Feeling  ran  high  when  the  honored  president  of  the  col- 
lege, occupied  the  center  of  the  platform,  with  two  beautiful 
gold  medals  in  his  hand.  To  whom  were  they  to  be  awarded? 
Who  was  fortunate  enough  to  come  out  a  victor?  He  de- 
clared that  "the  medal  for  debate  had  been  awarded  to  Mr. 
James  Malleroy;"  the  other,  he  continued,  "for  scholarship 
and  diplomacy  had  been  awarded  to  the  same  distinguished 
gentleman,"  and  he  pronounced  them  "most  deservedly 
won. ' '  In  presenting  them  he  declared  that  in  these  contests 
he  had  shown  himself  a  "foeman  worthy  of  his  steel,"  and 
it  had  fallen  his  pleasant  duty  to  present  them  to  such  a 
one.  James,  hardly  knowing  what  to  say  in  reply  to  the 
cheers  that  arose  on  every  side,  for  enthusiasm  now  knew  no 
bounds,  his  emotional  qualities  having  arisen,  he  stepped 
down  off  the  stage  to  his  aged  mother,  who  was  almost  weep- 
ing with  joy,  throwing  his  arms  around  her  neck,  he  ex- 
claimed: "She  has  made  me  what  I  am!" 

There  is  a  moral  to  this  story,  and  as  true  as  it  is  old. 
There  are  many  boys  who  attend  college,  but  who  let  their 
golden  opportunities  and  priceless  advantages  slip  through 
their  fingers,  and  they  only  realize  after  they  have  become  a 
failure  and  wreck  in  life  that  their  hours  may  have  been 
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better  spent,  and  hence  more  heartily  enjoyed.  But  there 
are  those  few,  who  ever  reahzing  the  duties  resting  upon 
them,  put  forth  their  supreme  efforts,  and  ultimatel}'  reap 
the  desired  crown  of  reward. 

J.  E.  Vaughan,  '04. 
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"Che  Study  of  RistOl*y«  It  is  surprising  to  know  how  alarm- 
ingly general  the  ignorance  of  the 
intricacies  of  the  history  of  our  country  is.  In  the  common 
schools  the  pupils  are  taught  that  Columbus  discovered  Amer- 
ica in  1492,  that  the  Pilgrims  landed  and  settled  in  the  wilder- 
ness, that  England  oppressed  the  Colonies,  that  they  fought 
for  seven  years  under  the  leadership  of  the  great  Washington 
and  won  their  independence  from  England,  that  another  war 
was  fought  with  England  in  18 12,  that  the  Civil  War  di- 
vided the  conntry  in  the  sixties,  and  that  everything  was 
set  to  moving  smoothly  again  after  Appomattox.  These  are, 
in  one  sense,  the  leading  points  in  American  history,  but  in 
a  more  strict  sense  they  are  not;  and  the  person  who  learns 
only  what  is  taught  in  the  common  schools — and  there  are 
many  such  in  America — has  an  accurate  knowledge  of  the 
leading  events  in  the  history  of  his  country  coupled  with  a 
profound  ignorance  of  the  causes  of  those  events. 
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It  is  perhaps  an  impossibility  to  impart  to  the  average 
student  in  the  common  schools  a  knowledge  of  the  political 
principles  which  formed  the  causes  of  some  of  the  leading 
events  in  our  history,  and  at  the  same  time  give  him  a 
sufficient  amount  of  time  to  be  used  on  the  other  branches 
of  his  course.  It  is  perhaps  doing  as  well  as  could  be  ex- 
pected, if  he  secures  a  knowledge  of  the  events  without 
knowing  their  causes.  Ver}^  few  immature  minds  can  un- 
derstand such  things  as  the  great  compromises  in  our  his- 
tory, the  various  important  decisions  of  the  Supreme  Court 
which  had  so  great  an  influence  upon  the  early  history  of 
the  country,  or  the  condition  of  affairs  that  brought  about 
the  Nullification  troubles.  The  intricate  causes  of  the  form- 
ation and  dissolution  of  the  leading  political  parties  from 
time  to  time  are  too  involved  for  the  mind  of  the  average 
school  boy. 

To  the  more  careful  student  it  is  quite  plain  that  principles 
like  these  are  really  more  important  in  a  knowledge  of  his- 
tory than  are  the  incidents  that  occur  in  connection  with 
them.  But  the  average  man  fails  to  get  a  knowledge  of 
these  principles;  and,  since  the  average  man  is  so  largely  in 
the  majority,  this  ignorance  is  very  general. 

We  do  not  know  whether  or  not  the  present  condition  of 
things  in  regard  to  the  stud}^  of  history  could  be  easily  or 
quickly  improved.  But  it  seems  that  a  more  general  atten- 
tion to  constitutional  history  in  colleges  would  soon  produce 
a  decided  improvement.  Articles  upon  historical  subjects 
and  explanatory  of  historical  principles,  in  popular  magazines 
and  newspapers,  would  be  of  great  use.  The  use  of  the  his- 
torical novel  contributes  something  to  the  same  purpose, 
though  the  historical  element  may  be  not  altogether  true 
to  history,  as  we  believe  has  been  the  case  with  some  of  the 
recent  so-called  historical  novels. 

We  fear  that  the  ignorance  of  our  own  past  is  moie 
widespread  in  America  than  any  other  civilized  country,  as 
our  development,  politicall)^,  has  been  so  rapid  and  extensive, 
and  our  population  has  been  so  greatly  augmented  by  im- 
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migration.  But  we  hope  that  more  attention  will  be  given 
to  this  important  branch  of  every  man's  education. 

"Cbe  Cotton  JMUl  itl  It  is  a  quite  well  known  fact  that 
Southern  Literature,  every  phase  of  life  in  a  civilized 
country  will  sooner  or  later  find  its 
way  into  literature.  I^iterature  is  an  instinctive  record  of 
life.  If  literary  production  is  strained  or  affected,  or  untrue 
to  the  life  which  it  pretendedly  reflects,  it  fails  of  its  pur- 
pose, and  cannot  properly  be  called  literature.  We  do  not 
believe  that  any  person,  the  production  of  one  set  of  condi- 
tions and  environments,  can  truly  and  properly  portray  in 
literature  the  life  of  a  class  of  people  of  some  other  set  of 
conditions  and  environments.  He  may  throw  himself  for  a 
while  into  that  life,  and  perform  all  the  duties  and  tasks,  un- 
dergo all  the  triads,  and  enjoy  all  the  pleasures,  that  fall 
to  the  lot  of  those  who  form  that  class  of  people,  but  he  can 
not  thoroughly  feel  and  understand  the  reality  of  the  condi- 
tions of  any  other  phase  of  life  than  that  in  which  his  life 
has  been  cast.  True  insight  into  life  comes  only  from  the 
living  of  life. 

Taking  this  view  we  believe  that  the  new  element  in 
Southern  life — that  introduced  by  the  introduction  of  the 
cotton  mill  and  the  cotton  mill  village — will  soon  find  liter- 
ary expression,  not  from  the  efforts  of  the  professional  liter- 
ary man  who  studies,  from  the  outside,  however  closely,  the 
conditions  of  cotton  mill  life.  We  believe  that  the  stories  of 
this  phase  of  life  will  be  the  natural  product  of  the  life,  and 
will  be  produced  by  the  people  who  have  lived  and  loved 
and  labored  in  cotton  mill  villages  from  earliest  infancy, 
and  who  have  actually  felt  the  sorrows  and  joys,  the  longings 
and  aspirations,  the  heartaches  and  disappointments  that 
come  into  that  life. 

We  believe  that  this  new  element  in  the  life  of  our  sunny 
South  is  becoming  more  and  more  interesting  as  it  increases 
and  extends,  and  that  in  future  years  stories  and  songs  ex- 
pressing the  incidents  of  cotton-mill  life  will  form  a  deeply 
interesting  part  of  our  Southern  literature. 
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Cbe  Inter-Colkgiate    Within  the  past  few  years  there  has 
8pmt*  been  an  increasing  inter-collegiate  re- 

lation among  the  colleges  of  the 
South,  which  is  forming  a  topic  for  some  very  interesting 
and  timely  thought,  to  those  who  are  most  directly  con- 
cerned in  collegiate  affairs.  There  are  several  causes  that 
enter  into  the  production  of  this  relation.  One  lies  simply 
in  the  fact  that  the  colleges  have  come  to  be  more  closely 
connected  with  the  people  who  are  engaged  in  the  business 
of  the  country;  and  students  go  from  one  section  of  the 
country  to  different  institutions.  Another  cause  is  found 
in  the  publication  and  exchange  of  college  magazines,  which 
serve  to  keep  the  colleges  in  touch  with  each  other  in  many 
other  respects  than  simply  as  literary  exchanges.  The  most 
effective  cause,  however,  is  probably  the  growth  of  inter- 
collegiate contests,  in  literary  effort,  in  oratory,  and  in  ath- 
letics. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  competition  is  one  of  the  strongest 
incentives  to  efi-ort  by  which  we  are  influenced.  Those  of 
us  who  take  part  in  contests  put  forth  our  best  efforts,  and 
those  who  only  hear  or  read  reports  take  an  interest  prin- 
cipally because  some  one  must  win.  It  is  in  accordance 
with  a  very  strong  element  of  human  nature. 

But  just  at  present  there  seems  to  be  a  danger,  lest  the  ele- 
ment of  contest  should  reach  undue  proportions,  and  the  real 
object  sought  for  by  the  establishment  of  these  contests 
should  be  lost  sight  of,  in  the  struggle  for  victory.  We 
believe,  however,  that  it  is  necessary  only  for  the  colleges  of 
the  country  to  recognize  this  tendency  in  order  to  check  it  at 
once,  and  to  keep  the  relations  between  the  colleges  of  the 
niOvSt  pleasant  and  helpful  kind. 

JacksonvUk.  Last  autumn  the  world  was  shocked  to  hear 
of  the  terrible  disaster  which  destroyed  the 
city  of  Galveston,  and  demolished  so  many  houses  and  so 
much  property.  On  May  4,  the  papers  all  over  the  country 
told  tales  of  terrible  ruin  in  the  beautiful  city  of  Jackson- 
ville, wrought  by  fire-    The  loss  of  property  and  the  number 
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of  people  who  are  left  homeless,  according  to  the  reports,  are 
enough  to  appeal  very  strongly  to  the  people  of  the  whole 
country. 

The  people  of  our  country  have  always  been  generous  in 
emergencies  like  this  one  in  Jacksonville,  and  it  is  gratifying 
to  observe  the  readiness  and  the  liberality  with  which  they 
responded  to  the  appeal  from  the  ruined  city.  Another 
fact  that  is  gratifying  to  all  is  that,  although  both  of  these 
cities  are  in  the  territory  of  the  Confederate  States,  the  aid 
sent  to  them  was  not  from  the  South  alone,  but  from  the 
North  as  well. 

No  doubt  the  city  will  again  be  rebuilt  upon  the  site  of  the 
charred  ruins.  The  new  buildings  will  be  more  substantial 
than  were  those  which  were  destroyed,  and  the  indomitable 
energy  and  courage  which  are  becoming  so  strongly  charac- 
teristic of  the  South,  since  the  extinction  of  the  stagnating 
system  of  slavery,  will  soon  have  transformed  the  smoulder- 
ing city  into  a  thriving  and  busy  place. 

Cbe  jVcCflected    Here  is  something  for  us  as  students  to 
Booh*  think  about.    There  is  a  book  whose  sales 

last  year  amounted  to  the  combined  sales  of 
the  next  five  most  popular  works  multiplied  by  four,  and 
which  is  yet  rarely  studied  by  the  students  of  our  colleges. 
We  refer  to  the  Bible.  Perhaps  there  are  many  of  us  who 
read  it — say  five  chapters  on  Sundays,  or  a  chapter  every 
night  after  our  other  books  are  pored  over  until  we  are  too 
tired  to  study  longer — or  at  some  other  established  time, 
and  in  some  other  set  quantity.  This  the  larger  number 
of  us  do  because  of  a  habit  acquired  from  early  religious 
training;  a  smaller  number  from  personal  religious  motives. 
However,  this,  in  very  nearly  every  case,  is  mere  reading, 
and  reading  of  the  poorest  kind,  (and  in  exceptional  cases, 
study),  many  times  merely  to  get  over  the  required  amount 
as  quickly  as  we  may.  Were  we  to  read  our  text-books,  or 
any  other  of  the  great  literary  works  in  the  manner  in  which 
the  most  of  us  read  the  Bible,  we  would  lose  all  intellectual 
self-respect. 
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To  speak  of  the  many  advantages  to  be  derived  by  the 
student  from  his  study  of  the  Bible  would  take  much  more 
space  than  we  have  at  hand.  There  is  no  need  to  speak  of 
the  spiritual  food  to  be  thus  obtained,  nor  the  consequent 
change  of  our  moral  conceptions  and  standards  which  results 
in  a  personal  life,  stronger  and  deeper.  Because  of  our  con- 
stantly associating  the  Bible  with  things  strictly  * 'religious" 
there  is  one  fact  about  the  Book  we  overlook.  This  is  that 
the  Bible  is  a  piece  of  literature — a  piece  of  literature  of  the 
highest  excellence.  We,  as  students,  cannot  afford  to  miss 
the  interpretations  of  life  and  the  human  heart  of  which  this 
is  the  fullest  of  books;  nor  its  beautiful  imagery;  nor  its  in- 
terweavings  of  nature  scenes.  In  no  book  do  we  find  more 
nor  more  beautiful  glances  of  nature.  There  is  a  strength 
and  vigor  of  style  that  has  had  and  is  still  exerting  a  most 
remarkable  influence  on  our  literature.  More  than  all  other 
books  combined  has  it  influenced  the  thought  and  spirit  of 
our  great  men  in  every  department  of  life.  Ruskin  and  Car- 
lyle  acknowledge  a  great  indebtedness  to  this  Book.  Can 
we  be  educated  men  and  still  be  ignorant  of  this  Book  of 
all  books?  N.  L.  P. 


FxGhange  Department 

D.  Iv.  Guy,  Editor. 


Generally  there  is  a  decided  improvement  in  the  April 
magazines.  But  this  is  what  we  might  have  expected — the 
Spring  bringing  to  life  new  energies,  not  only  in  all  inani- 
mate things  but  even  in  the  dormant  sleeping  faculties  of 
college  men  and  women.  Most  every  Spring  brings  forth  a 
new  crop  of  poets  with  a  great  outburst  of  sentimental  verse, 
and  we  hardly  think  this  one  will  be  an  exception  to  the 
rule.  Notwithstanding  the  chilly  wind  and  rain  of  Winter 
to  have  extended  far  into  the  first  part  of  Spring,  we  look 
forward  with  pleasure  to  losing  ourselves  in  the  poetical 
flights  of  the  loving  "Spring  poets"  when  the  May  issues 
reach  us. 

The  Roanoke  Collegian  is  full  of  good,  readable  matter. 
Our  attention  was  especially  called  to  "Unhonored  Great- 
ness." The  author  treats  his  subject  in  an  attractive  style, 
and  winds  up  with  a  climax  hard  to  beat.  There  is  no 
doubt  but  that  he  has  the  right  idea  of  true  greatness,  and 
possesses  it  in  a  remarkable  degree,  which  we  hope  will  some 
day  be  honored. 

We  welcome  The  Wesleyan  and  cordially  give  it  a  place 
with  our  other  exchanges.  We  think  that  the  right  motives 
have  prompted  the  issuing  of  the  neat  and  attractive  maga- 
zine. There  are  no  long  stories  in  the  April  number,  but 
several  good  short  articles. 

It  is  a  pleasure  to  peruse  the  pages  of  The  Georgian. 
"Ambition"  shows  talent  not  of  the  kind  that  "spring  poets" 
usually  write,  but  that  which  will  be  inspiring  even  in  dead 
winter.  "Scientific  Farming"  would  do  credit  to  some  agri- 
cultural journal.  The  writer  evidently  has  had  good  train- 
ing in  chemistry,  and  understands  the  different  constituents 
of  the  soil.    Upon  the  whole  every  department  of  the  April 
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number  is  well  gotten  up.  The  literary  department  is  some- 
what lacking  in  editorials  x)f  the  right  kind,  but  at  this  time 
of  the  year  the  long  editorial  on  athletics  may  very  easily  be 
excused. 

There  seems  to  be  no  lacking  for  material  in  the  Wake  For- 
est Student.  Our  attention  is  attracted  by  the  first  article, 
"How  We  May  Stimulate  the  Production  of  lyiterature  in 
North  Carolina."  The  author  discusses  the  subject  from 
the  right  standpoint.  "The  Fox  Hunt"  is  a  thrilling  story 
of  that  delightful  sport,  and  it  brings  to  our  mind  the  recol- 
lection of  the  good  old  days  of  long  ago  when  we  to6k  part 
in  the  fox  chase,  especially  the  first  one  when  we  undertook 
to  keep  up  with  the  hounds  on  foot.  '  'The  Poetry  of  Words- 
worth" is  a  good  description  of  the  well  beloved  nature  poet. 
We  had  looked  upon  Wordsworth  as  being  inferior  to  Shake- 
speare, but  after  reading  this  article  we  see  that  he  was  as 
great  in  his  sphere  as  Shakespeare  was  in  his.  We  do  not 
think  that  men  have  yet  appreciated  nature  as  they  should, 
and  as  this  spirit  grows  Wordsworth's  fame  will  increase  and 
his  poems  will  ring  more  in  the  hearts  of  the  people. 

The  Orange  and  Blue,  from  Auburn,  Ala.,  not  only  gives 
the  news  of  the  campus,  but  many  other  important  happen- 
ings all  over  our  country.  This  is  a  neat  two-page  folio. 
The  only  criticism  that  we  wish  to  make  is  that  the  student 
body  is  not  benefitted  by  this  kind  of  publication.  If  the 
students  would  arrange  to  have  it  printed  in  magazine  form, 
so  they  could  contribute  to  it,  they  would  be  a  great  deal 
more  benefitted. 

We  cannot  refrain  from  complimenting  the  intelligent  ap- 
pearance of  the  journal  staff  in  the  frontis-piece  of  The  Con- 
verse Concept.  There  is  also  several  well  written  articles  in 
the  April  number.  ' 'Shakespeare's  Relation  to  Music. ' '  The 
author  has  admirably  described  this  quality  of  the  great  poet. 
The  poetry  of  this  issue  is  excellent.  In  our  judgment 
"The  Universal  Music"  is  the  best. 

The  third  number  of  2he  Palmetto  has  reached  us,  and  it  is 
full  of  splendid  articles.    "A  War  Time  Wedding"  is  a  very 
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good  imitation  of  the  negro  dialect,  but  a  little  overdone. 
It  is  right  hard  to  be  natural  when  trying  to  talk  like  others. 
One  can  easily  fail.  The  editorials  in  the  journal  are  very 
good.  Although  they  are  few  they  express  their  views  can- 
didly. 

What  has  become  of  the  Clemson  Chronicle?  The  last 
few  issues  have  not  reached  us.  This  magazine  is  greatly 
missed.  We  would  be  glad  that  the  business  manager  see 
that  one  is  mailed  to  us  each  month.  Hoping  that  we  will 
not  be  disappointed  again,  we  will  expect  this  journal  next 
month. 


CLIPPINGS. 

ON  THE  BANKS  OF  WII.D  CAT  CREEK. 
BY  IRA  D.  MUI^IvINAX. 

There  are  spots  we  all  look  back  to 

With  a  smile  or  with  a  tear, 
As  we  think  of  forms  and  faces 

Vanished  now  for  many  a  year; 
Such  a  place  do  I  look  back  to 

As  with  tenderness  I  speak 
Of  the  happy  days  of  boyhood, 

On  the  banks  of  Wild  Cat  Creek 

Ivet  me  stroll  once  more,  barefooted. 

O'er  the  warm  and  shining  sands 
As  I  did  with  young  companions 

E'er  they  fled  to  foreign  strands; 
Ivet  us  wander  through  the  meadows 

Where  the  cattle,  fat  and  sleek, 
Feed  upon  the  tender  blue  grass 

On  the  banks  of  Wild  Cat  Creek. 

Some  of  us  sleep  on  yon  hillside; 

Some  are  gone  to  climes  unknown; 
Others  tread  the  field  of  battle, 

Bronzed  and  rugged  warriors  grown; 
But  we  all  would  like  to  ramble 

Once  again  the  flowers  to  seek. 
Just  as  tho'  we  ne'er  had  wandered 

From  the  banks  of  Wild  Cat  Creek. 
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Ancient  Nile  may  have  his  wonders, 

Jordon's  stream  be  fair  to  see, 
Tiber,  Avon,  Rhine  and  Hudson 

Wondrous  sights,  perhaps,  may  be; 
But  my  heart  leaps  up  within  me 

Till  the  salt  tears  wet  my  cheek, 
When  I  stroll  alone  with  Memory, 

On  the  banks  of  Wild  Cat  Creek. 


COLLEGE  VERSE  —  MORNING  AND  EVENING- 
When  the  mists  grow  bright  with  the  morning  lights, 

And  the  winds  come  fresh  from  the  sea. 
Our  boats  beat  down  from  the  waking  town, 

And  the  cordage  sings  in  glee 
As  the  leaping  hull  like  some  great  gull 

From  the  salt  sea  shakes  her  free. 

When  the  day  is  done,  and  the  sinking  sun. 

Slips  down  in  the  after  glow. 
Our  boat  drifts  back  on  a  silver  track 

That  the  moonbeams  gently  jshow, 
A  starlit  way  at  the  close  of  day, 

For  stately  ships  to  go.       —  Wesleyan  Literary  Monthly. 
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M.  AUI.D,  Kditor. 


SOPHOMORE  EXHIBITION. 


On  Monday  evening,  April  29,  the  Sophomore  class  held 
their  annual  exhibition.  It  is  a  great  time  with  the  "Sophs" 
and  is  looked  forward  to  by  them,  and  indeed  by  all  the  col- 
lege community  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure.  It  is  the  first 
appearance  of  the  Sophomores  before  the  public,  and  while 
there  must  necessarily  be  at  times  an  accompaniment  of  nerv- 
ousness and  fright,  yet  as  a  general  rule  they  acquit  them- 
selves well,  and  the  class  of  this  year  was  by  no  means  an 
exception.  It  was  feared  that  on  account  of  several  other 
entertainments  in  town  for  that  evening  that  the  attendance 
might  be  small,  but  the  chapel  was  comfortably  filled  when 
the  young  declaimers  appeared.  They  were  greeted  with  en- 
thusiastic applause,  and  were  given  the  best  of  attention  dur- 
ing the  whole  of  the  several  speeches. 

Mr.  W.  C.  Owen  presided,  while  Mr.  H.  W.  Wright  acted 
as  chief  marshal,  with  W.  W-  Boyd,  J.  R.  Owen  and  M.  B. 
Stokes  from  the  Preston,  and  W.  H.  Sullivan,  A.  M.  Brab- 
ham and  F.  C.  Rogers  from  the  Calhoun,  as  assistants. 

Space  will  not  allow  a  synopsis  of  each  declamation,  but 
the  folloUowing  is  the  program: 

Prayer — Rev.  W.  R.  Richardson. 

Music. 

D.  Thompson  (N.  C.)— Continuity  of  Races. 
Music. 

Lf.  Q.  Crum,  Orangeburg — The  Greater  Republic. 
Music. 

M.  W.  Sloan.  Anderson — Future  of  Anglo-Saxon  Race. 
Music. 
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W.  K.  Greene,  Greenwood — The  Trusts. 
Music. 

I.  E.  Curry,  Laurens — True  Grandeur  of  Nature. 
Music. 

A.  H.  Marchant,  Orangeburg — Our  Honored  Dead. 

Where  all  did  so  well  it  was  almost  impossible  to  say  which 
did  best,  so  we  will  not  give  an  opinion,  but  extend  congrat- 
ulations to  all  of  them.  They  all  spoke  with  ease  and  grace, 
and  indeed  surprised  their  friends  by  their  seeming  familiar- 
ity with  the  platform.  If  we  can  take  a  general  expression 
of  opinion,  it  was  an  enjoyable  exercise  for  all  who  were 
present. 

After  the  exercises  were  over  a  reception  was  tendered  in 
the  Society  halls.  Quite  a  number  remained,  and  those  who 
did  were,  we  think,  very  much  pleased.  It  was  under  the 
management  of  Mr.  T.  C.  Moss,  chairman  of  the  Sophomore 
Reception  committee,  who  with  the  aid  of  his  committee  and 
the  chaperones,  endeavored  to  make  every  one  have  a  nice 
time.  We  think  the  whole  evening  a  very  enjoyable  occasion. 


BASEBALL. 


Wofford  has  not  won  every  game  of  the  season,  as  we  did 
last  year.  It  is  not  because  we  have  not  a  fine  team,  for  un- 
doubtedly we  have  a  splendid  team,  but  we  have  had  a  streak 
of  pure  "hard  luck."  However,  we  have  the  grace  to  take 
the  contrary  winds  like  little  men. 

The  first  game  was  with  Furman  on  the  4th  of  April,  when 
the  game  was  given  to  them  on  a  score  of  9  to  o.  The  next 
game  was  with  Cornell,  April  9,  when  we  were  defeated  by  a 
score  of  6  to  2.  The  other  games  that  have  been  played  are: 
Bingham,  at  Spartanburg,  Aprtl  16 — Wofford  16,  Bingham 
5;  Clemson,  at  Clemson,  April  26 — Wofford  5,  Clemson  7; 
Carolina,  at  Spartanburg,  May  i — Wofford  4,  Carolina  6; 
Clemson,  at  Spartanburg,  May  3 — Wofford  5,  Clemson  8. 
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BOOKER  T.  WASHINGTON* 


On  the  15th  of  April,  Spartanburg  had  the  pleasure  of 
hearing  the  famous  negro  educator  and  orator,  Booker  T. 
Washington.  It  was  through  the  efforts  of  Capt.  W.  E. 
Burnett  that  he  was  gotten,  an  opportunity  that  might  be 
one  of  a  life  time.  The  opera  house  was  crowded  to  its  ut- 
most, the  gallery  being  reserved  for  negroes-  We  in  the 
South  are  very  prone  to  have  prejudice  against  the  negro 
race,  many  of  us  thinking  at  times  that  nothing  good  can 
come  from  them,  but  we  must  necessarily  lay  aside  our  preju- 
dice in  this  case  and  admit  that  he  is  a  remarkable  man.  He 
showed  a  broadness  of  view,  and  a  clearness  of  insight  into 
the  present  condition  of  the  race  problem  that  was  truly  won- 
derful in  such  a  man.  His  lecture  from  beginning  to  end 
showed  time  and  thought  and  hard  study,  and  was  streaked 
with  a  vein  of  humor  the  whole  way  through.  He  spoke 
very  forcibly  of  the  status  of  the  negro,  what  ought  to  be 
done  for  his  building  up,  both  mentally  and  morally,  and 
what  he  in  his  school  was  endeavoring  to  do.  For  nearly 
two  hours  he  held  the  close,  undivided  attention  of  the  large 
audience,  making  a  profound  impression  upon  every  one  who 
heard  him. 

The  next  morning  he  made  a  talk  to  the  boys  in  the  chapel, 
following  the  same  line  of  thought  of  the  evening  before. 
It  was  much  enjoyed  by  every  one. 

We  cannot  deny  the  fact  that  Prof.  Washington  is  a  man 
of  ability  and  culture,  and  is  doing  a  great  work  for  his  race. 
He  is  not  ashamed  of  being  a  negro,  and  has  great  hopes  for 
the  negro.  He  of  course  is  an  isolated  case,  but  he  is  a  type 
of  what  the  negro  can  accomplish  when  taught  and  trained 
in  the  proper  way. 


MAY  FESTIVAL. 


The  Festival,  one  of  the  best  that  the  city  has  ever  had,  is 
just  over.    The  week  has  been  one  of  gayety  and  pleasure 
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with  every  one.  The  streets  were  filled  at  all  times  of  the 
day  with  the  crowd  of  pleasure  seekers,  all  in  a  good  humor 
and  bent  on  having  the  most  fun  possible.  Things  will  no 
doubt  seem  rather  dull  and  uninteresting  for  awhile,  but  it 
would  not  do  to  have  festivals  every  week — we  could  hardly 
stand  the  strain. 

The  Faculty  were  kind  enough  to  give  us  one  holiday, 
and  the  boys,  it  is  certain,  made  good  use  of  it. 

It  would  be  useless  to  say  anything  about  the  music  at  the 
several  performances.  It  was  of  course  as  good  as  the  talent 
of  the  country  can  afford.  The  great  star  of  the  festival  was 
Signor  Campanari,  and  the  one  evening  he  sang,  round  after 
round  of  applause  greeted  him  every  time  he  appeared  on 
the  platform. 

The  excitement  is  over,  the  crowd  is  gone,  and  the  boys 
are  ready  now,  we  think,  for  the  home  stretch  till  Commence- 
ment. 


NEWS  ON  THE  CAMPUS, 


Not  only  Spring,  but  genuine  Summer,  is  here  at  last.  The 
campus  is  looking  beautiful  in  its  new  Spring  robes;  and  it 
seems  as  if  the  grass  under  the  trees  is  the  most  popular  place 
on  the  whole  campus. 

Quite  a  number  of  the  boys  spent  Kaster  at  home.  They 
all  report  a  splendid  time.  We  learn  that  with  some  there 
was  a  stronger  attraction  than  home.  Possibly  that  accounts 
for  their  extended  stay. 

The  following  elections  have  taken  place  in  the  Preston 
Society.  With  this  last  term  the  class  of  1901  hands  over 
to  their  brethren  of  1902  the  reins  of  the  Society,  the  newly 
elected  president  being  the  first  one  from  the  rising  Senior 
class.  We  feel  sure  that  the  management  is  in  good  hands, 
and  predict  a  most  successful  year  for  the  Society.  The 
officers  elected  at  this  time  serve  until  the  first  of  November. 
Mr.  B.  A.  Bennett  was  the  choice  of  the  Society  for  its  first 
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president,  with  T.  C-  Esterling  vice-president;  M.  Hoke,  ist 
critic;  R.  I.  Manning,  2d  critic;  W.  W.  Boyd,  secretary;  M. 
B.  Stokes,  treasurer;  C-  ly-  Smith,  corresponding  secretary; 
T.  ly.  Cely,  I  St  censor;  A.  T.  Helms,  2d  censor.  For  repre- 
sentatives on  the  Journal  for  next  year  the  Prestons  elected 
T.  E.  Ksterling,  business  manager;  T.  F.  Watkins,  literary 
editor;  R.  K-  Sharpe,  alumni  editor;  H.  W.  Wright;  assist- 
ant literary  editor.  Mr.  T.  C.  Ksterling  was  elected  anni- 
versarian  for  the  coming  year,  with  N.  ly.  Prince  Iternate. 

Clemson  brought  with  them  on  the  3d  a  goodly  number  of 
"rooters"  who  have  about  as  good  lung  power  as  you  gener- 
ally see,  and  who  used  it  during  the  game.  They  staid  with 
friends  on  the  campus  and  seemed  to  enjoy  themselves  very 
much. 

This  is  not  the  first  time  in  the  last  few  years  that  such  a 
thing  has  been  attempted,  but  the  Glee  Club  seems  now  to  be 
a  fixture.  They  practice  several  evenings  in  each  week  and 
are  making  good  music.  Those  of  us  boys  who  are  not  gifted 
with  the  great  musical  talent  of  our  brothers  should  neverthe- 
less give  them  our  hearty  support,  and  there  is  no  reason 
why  the  Glee  Club  should  not  be  a  grand  success.  It  can  be 
done.  We  have  the  boys  who  can  carry  it  through,  and  with 
the  proper  support  from  us  they  will  do  it. 

Work  is  being  done  fixing  up  and  beautifying  the  campus, 
and  by  Commencement  it  will  be  truly  a  pretty  place. 

The  Seniors  are,  in  their  imagination,  already  in  sight  of 
the  goal  past,  after  a  four  years'  race.  The  time  is  drawing 
near  when  they  will  bid  farewell  to  the  college,  which  has 
been  so  much  like  home  for  four  happy  years.  It  is  not  with- 
out feelings  of  regret,  either,  that  we  see  June  approach,  for 
Wofford  College  occupies  a  warm  spot  in  our  hearts.  How- 
ever, the  time  draws  near,  and  if  we  do  not  stumble  on  our 
last  trip  across  the  rough,  stony  path  of  "exams,"  a  few  more 
weeks  will  see  the  story  of  the  class  of  1901  told. 

We  were  glad  to  see  back  on  the  campus  the  smiling  face 
of  Henry  J.  Brabham,  Jr.,  of  the  class  of '99.    He  is  the 
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same  old  boy,  and  we  are  glad  to  see  him.  Among  other 
boys  who  spent  awhile  during  the  Festival,  with  friends  o^ 
relatives,  were  Messrs.  H.  C.  Sullivan,  J.  H.  Bennett,  R. 
Covington,  W.  Gill  Hollis,  C  M.  McWhirter.  We  are  always 
glad  to  see  the  old  boys  back. 


Cdofford  College  Directory 


JAS.  H.  CARI.ISI.E,  L.  L.  D., 
J.  A. 

D. 


President. 

A.  M.,  Secretary. 

A.  DuPr^,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Calhoun  Literary  Society. 

President,  F.  W.  Fairey. 
Vice-President,  J.  B.  Crews, 
ist  Critic,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Secretary,  B,  H.  Brown. 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre.. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  M.  S.  Asbelle. 
Vice-President,  G.  C.  Bates, 
ist  Critic,  H.  G.  Eidson. 
Secretary,  R.  I.  Manning. 
Treasurer,  E.  A.  Montgomery. 

Wof ford  College  Journal. 

Editor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager, K.W.Littlejohn. 
Literary  Editor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Exchange  Editor,  D.  h.  Guy. 
Alumni  Editor,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Local  Editor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager,  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Asst  Iviterary  Editor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C-  A. 

President  N.  L,.  Prince. 
Vice-President  R.  E.  Sharp. 
Secretary  C.  H.  Varner. 
Treasurer,  W.  C.  Owen. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  and  Treas.,  C.  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  DuPre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  E.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J,  C.  Easterling. 

Sophomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene, 
Vice-President,  I.  E.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Freshman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Ehrlich. 


Athletie  Assoelotion. 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cooke, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Football  Department.  Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins.  Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Assistant  Manager,  C.  H.  Varner.  Asst.  Manager,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Captain,  J '  M.  Sullivan.  Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens. 
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^oSertson 

wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Croo/c 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-time  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  special  rates  to  College  Students. 

Learn  to  Write  ^  pl^iii*  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

  "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read. 

Be  Up-to-Date  !  Take  our  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 —  1  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAL  RATE 

TO  COLLEGE  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


L.  NKKI/  VURNON 


W.  H.  Zimmerman 
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F.  BARNES*., 

 PRACTICAL  

..BOOK   AND  JOB.. 


Printer 


J9  Magnolia  Street 
Spar tanbttf S.  C. 
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National  Batik 

OF  SPARTNNBURG,  S.  C. 


Capital,  -  -  *100,000. 

StockHolders'  Uiatoility,  100,000. 
Sut-plus,  -  -  '78,000. 

*25T8,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  K.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS- 

Geo.  Cofikld,  President, 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Vice-  President. 
W.  K.  Burnett,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C 


Capital  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  Cofield,  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Cleveland,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.   H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  E.  Burnett,  J.  B.  Cleveland. 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e. ,  on  the  last  d<ays  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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%  QUALITY  % 

^  STYLE  ]t 

f*  AND           PRICES  * 

are  inseperably  linked  at 

I  ?■//£  5££  HIVE  % 

^  The  Cheapest  Store  * 

*  Palmetto  State 

I  JOHN  D.  COLLINS  | 

5C5  «^  «A»         «^                          »A»  •St  'it 
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Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 
Spartat> 

special  Inducements  to  Students 

D 00 little  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.  J.  T.  Calvert 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Leading  Conlectionery      carDonated  BrmKs 

S.  Becker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Rigbjf's  Pharmacf 

DftJ§:s,  Medicines 
Peffttmery 
ToMet  Articles 

Cigfafs  and  Smokers'  Goods 

st1jde]\[ts 

ARB  KSPE:CIAI,I,Y 

INVITED  TO 

H.  ll.[Li?on's  Dru?  Store. 

SPARTANBURG 

Steam  laundry 

j.  U.  hKWlJN,  rroprietor 
30  Magnolia  street              Plione  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 

L/l .  Jt  V.  vCmllu 

STUDENTS 
WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

.s  A  .  D  U  C  K  s« 

Rear  Floyd  Liles. 

Razor  Sharpening  a  Specialty. 

DENTIST 

N,  (BHURSH  STREET 

xii.  WOPFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 

S^almetto   ^ook  Store. 

J,  H.  CARLISLE,  Jf, 
EVAN  J.  LIDE,  Matiagef. 

Headquarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 


HOPKINS 

THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


RETBRSON,.=^ 

j{rtistic  S^hotoej^rapher, 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery — putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  Woflord  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 


For  Cigars  Jobacco,  etc,  go  to  J.  E.  Bagwell  &  Bro's. 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

For  Rates^  Schedules^  etc*^  call  on 

C.  W.  BoSTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  CarIvISIvE,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Gko.  T.  Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Craig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  Ga. 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

J  AS.  H.  CARLISLE,  LLD.,  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronomy,  Mathematics,  Physics,  Chemistry  and  Geol- 
ogy, Latin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History 
and  Economics.  I^ibrary  and  lyibrarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur- 
nett gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWELL,  Secretary, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffegre  Fiffingr  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Library  (7,000 
volumes, )  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

$107.00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  Lights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc.,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPR^:,  Head  Master, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


firoGories  at  J.  E.  Bagwell  S  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  in  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 
SOLE  AGENT  HUYLER'S  CANDIES. 


GOTO 

)N.  B.  Hallett 

TO  BET  YDO  CfljlL. 

JAMES  H.  WILLIAMS, 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Jewelry 
Pictures 
Cut  Glass 
Silver  Wa«e 
Silver  Noveltks 
Fine  Umbrellas 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engraving  with- 
out extra  charge* 

Prenfice  Luckeg 

JEWELER 
Expert  Repairing 


Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 


If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted. 


J*  Williams 

Merdiant  Tailw 


i»mmmHHM!iimnn!imi'i'Mmin'iin»^»)i!;f 


PreBented  March  25,   1988,  by 
Mrs.  C.  B.  Goodlett,  Box  73, 
Travelers  Rest,  SC  29690, 
vldow  of  Claude  Bernard  Good 
lett;  1 90'V-^raTlrmt^-Trf -Wcrf - 
ford  CollegpJ^^ 

Sandor  Tcszlcr 
Library 


worrono  cot  lfgf 

SPARTANBURG.  C.  ?^30l 


llll*lllll!l^,iJlyl.^la^l^l|^;lml!l,'|||^ 


SPARTANBURG,  5,       (JUNE,  190t 


GOKTRNT8 


Advertisements  

Literary  Department- 
Class  Poem  — 

Portia  and  Jessioa— A  Character  Study 

Frank's  Vindication  

Carlyle's  Conception  of  God.  

A  Sad  Cliange  

Tlie Debate   .. 

A  Romantic  Old  Place  

A  Short  Sketch  of  the  Class  of  1901. . . 
The  Battle  of  the  Strong  

Editorial  Department  .., 

Exchange  Department .   

Local  Department  , 

College  Directory 
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GOOD  SHOES 

shoes  that  give  the  best  wear,  and  at  the  same  time  pos- 
sess the  most  of  style  and  the  best  of  appearance,  fitting 
faultlessly,  are  the  kinds  we  display  for  your  selection 
this  season. 

"Edwin  Clapp,"  "N.  Hess  &  Son's"  and  other  such 
makes,  known  the  world  over  as  the  best  men's  shoes 
made,  are  here  in  the  shapes  and  styles  that  are  most 
fashionable  this  season.  Call  on  us  for  your  footwear — 
we  guarantee  satisfaction  and  saving 

JOHN  A.  WALKER 

Duncan  Building  THE  SHOE  MAN 

DURABILITY 
CORRECT  STYLE 

DPOPPr'T  PIT  characteristic 
f  J^Hri^Wl  ril  points  of  -our  large  and 

CONSISTENT   PRICES      attractive  line  of  Over- 

coats,  Suits,  Trousers, 
Fancy  Vests,  etc.  Our  new  Fall  and  Winter  stock  embraces  all 
of  the  latest  fabrics,  the  proper  patterns  and  colors,  and  the 
correct  fashionable  cuts;  in  fit,  no  goods  on  the  market  excel 
our  offerings.  We  have  some  superb  selections  of  the  new 
**llaglan"  overcoats. 

FALL  HATS  are  shown  here  in  the  latest  shades  and  shapes 
stiff  hats,  soft  hats  of  all  kinds. 

Underwear,  Neckwear,  and  General  Furnishings  are  always 
to  be  had  here  in  stylish  and  desirable  qualities. 

You  are  invited  to  inspect  this  stock. 

M.  Greenewald 


23  W.  Main  Street 


THE  LEADING  CLOTHIER  AND  HATTER 
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SOUTHERN  ♦  RAILWAY 

TO  ALL  POIMS 


SUPERIOR  TRAIN  SERVICE 
SPLENDID  EQUIPiVlENT 


Route  of  * 

Washington  and  Southern  Limited 
New  York  and  Florida  Express 
U.  S.  Fast  Mails 


Local  Schedules  Most  Perfect^  with  Special  Reference  to 
STUDENTS  going  to  and  returning  from  QjIIege 


For  full  information,  address 

Chas.  Bostick,  T.  a.,  W.  A.  Turk,  G.  P.  A., 

Spartanburg,  S.  0.  Washington,  D.  C 

G.  B.  Allen,  D.  P.  A.,         S.  H.  Haedwick,  A.G.P.A. 
Charleston,  S.  C.  Atlanta,  Ga. 


R.  W.  Hunt,  T.  P.  A.,  J.  M.  Gulp,  T.  M., 

Augusta,  Ga.  Washington,  D.  C. 
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DtiPre  ^  Wilsott's 

BOOK 
STORE 


WEST  MAIN  STREET  TELEPHONE  No.  70 


All  books  used  in  Wofford  College  and  Fitting  School  kept 
there.  The  students  will  receive  a  cordial  welcome  and  cour- 
teous treatment. 

Educate  Your  Daughters  ! 


and  before  deciding  where  inquire  into 
the  merits  of  the 


For  full  information,  address 


WiUiamston, 


South  Carolina 


WOFFORD  COLLEGE  JOURNAL 


We  solicit  your  business  in 


Suits 

Overcoats 
Hats 


Slices,  and  Gentleman's  Furnishing  Groods,  on  the  basis  of  Dol- 
lars and  Cents.  No  doubt  most  of  3'ou  have  a  certain  allowance 
that  you  must  make  take  you  through  the  year.  Spend  3'our 
dollars  where  they  will  go  farthest.  We  know  of  noplace  where 
they  will  go  as  far  for  3'ou  as  they  will  here. 


a  Watch,  Chain,  Ring,  Collar  Button,  Cuff  Button, 
Alarm  Clock,  or  any  kind  of  Watch  or  Jewelry  Repairs 

we  want  you  to  come  and  see  us. 


Floyd  L.  Liles 


62-64  Morgan  Square 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


D.  C.  CORRELL 


JEWELER 


Alf  Keen  we  best  Barber  Shop 


in  the  city.  Just  in 
rear  of  Spartanburg 


National  Bank. 


Speeial  Rates  to  Stwdertts. 
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1K)8  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia 

Fashionable  Engraving 

^T'"  Stationery 


WRIGHT,  KAY  &  CO. 

OFFIGI&L  BADGE  M&KEBS  TO  &LL 
FRATERNITIES 

Badges  sent  on  application  to  members  of  the  fraternity.  Makers  of 
High  Class  Fraternity  Stationery.  Designs  and  estimates  for 
Invitations  and  Announcements.  Send  for  sample  book  of  Sta- 
tionery. 

WRIGHT, 
KaY  &  CO. 

140-142  Woodward  Ayo.,  Detroit,  Mlcli.  jewelers 


J.  A.  LEE  &  SON 


DRY  GOODS 


NOTIONS 


and  GROCERIES 


Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
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We  are  Headquarters  for 

Dfugs  and  Sundries 
Lamps  and  Lamp  Goods 
Toilet  Soaps 
Perfumes*  Etc* 

Prescriptions  a  Specialty 

W*  E*  MADDUX  &  CO. 

PHARMACI.STS 

Phone  222         54  Morgan  Square 


And  Fine  Confections 

always  fresh,  and  we  always 
have  it 

N*  F*  TRAKAS  &  CO. 

21  E.  Main  St. 


Palmetto  Cori-ier 

Headquarters  for 

Fine  Confections,  Cakes,  Fruits,  Etc. 

European  Restaurant  and  Oyster  Parlor.    Ice  Cream  and  other  Re- 
freshments in  season 

SCHMIDT  <&  BREDE,  Props. 

SHOES  SHOES  §[|Q£§  «««^^  SHOES 
SHOES       SHOES  SHOES 


TO  SUIT 
EVERYBODY 

SEE  ME  BEFORE  BUYINO 

W.  F.  GILLILAND 


Wofford  College  Journal 


Literary  Deparnient. 

J.  B.  Gibson,  Kditor 


CLASS  POEM. 


King  Arthur  made  his  Table  Round 

In  hope  to  have  his  knights  strong  bound 

By  rules  of  honor,  chivalry, 

Manhood  true  and  courtesy. 

But  deadly  sin  broke  out  again, 

And  every  knight  then  saw  with  pain 

The  Holy  Grail  could  not  descend 

On  those  whom  virtue  did  not  bend. 

But  one  among  them  set  his  mind 

That  he  the  Holy  Grail  would  find; 

And  though  he  did  not  gain  success, 

He  fought  and  toiled  on,  none  the  less. 

So,  true  to  the  right 

We'll  look  to  the  light; 
Unfaltering  we  know  we'll  not  fail: 

And  ne'er  will  we  rest 

Till  we've  ended  the  quest 
By  finding  the  Holy  Grail. 

A  phantom  cup  the  Grail  was  called 
By  some,  and  others  were  appalled 
Because  they  had  not  minds  to  see 
The  meaning:  all  was  mystery. 
And  though  we  cannot  comprehend 
How  far  the  meaning  doth  extend, 
Yet  let  it  for  some  high  goal  stand, 
A  Purpose,  Bnd,  which  will  command 
Our  lives — towards  which  we  make 
Our  way  ;  and  though  the  senses  shake 
And  reel,  yet  let  it  shine  before. 
And  lead  our  steps  forever  more. 
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So  true  to  the  right 

We'll  look  for  the  light; 
Unfaltering  we  know  we'll  not  fail: 

And  ne'er  will  we  rest 

Till  we've  ended  the  quest 
By  finding  the  Holy  Grail. 

For  four  long  years  we've  worked  and  toiled, 

By  many  obstacles  been  foiled, 

And  yet  the  quest  is  just  begun, 

A  longer  race  we  have  to  run. 

But  these  four  years  has  made  us  see: 

The  toil  and  work  have  wrought  the  key 

That  opens  to  us  things  unknown : 

The  path  to  light  is  dimly  shown. 

And  so  farewell  to  thee  we  say; 

Thy  precepts  ever  we  obey, 

And  may  they  guide  the  steps  aright 

Of  others  climbing  up  the  height. 

And  true  to  the  right 

We'll  look  for  the  light: 
Unfaltering  we  know  we'll  not  fail : 

And  ne'er  will  we  rest 

Till  we've  ended  the  quest 
By  finding  the  Holy  Grail. 

— Fred  K.  IvAke;. 


PORTIA  AND  JESSICA-A  CHARACTER  STUDY, 


Upon  me,  with  the  amount  and  the  kind  of  study  that  I 
have  put  upon  the  character  of  the  heroine  of  ''The  Mer- 
chant of  Venice,"  Portia,  she  makes  the  impression  of  be- 
ing a  most  wonderful  person.  And  it  might  be  said  that  the 
wonder  is  the  greater  because  this  character  is  the  creation 
of  a  single  human  mind,  and  not  the  result  of  the  contact  of 
inward  qualities  with  the  environments  of  life  in  the  world, 
as  are  real  characters,  were  it  not  for  the  fact  that  it  is  per- 
haps out  of  date  to  find  anything  wonderful  in  the  works  of 
Shakespeare.  Like  the  miracles  of  the  world  of  nature, 
which  are  most  commonplace  things  in  our  every  day  life, 
the  wonders  of  Shakespeare's  writings  have  become  a  matter 
of  course. 
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In  her  work  on  "Shakespeare  Heroines,"  Mrs  Jameson,  in 
classifying  the  types  of  women  who  play  the  parts  of  hero- 
ines, places  Portia  in  a  group,  the  members  of  which  she 
calls  members  of  intellect.  Seeing  this  classification,  after 
having  read  the  play  with  special  reference  to  the  character- 
istics of  Portia,  one  would  very  probably  disagree  with  Mrs. 
Jameson.  But  after  examing  her  very  just  comparison  of  the 
intellectual  qualities  of  men  with  those  of  women  it  is  very 
easy  for  one  to  let  his  opinion  coincide  with  that  of  this 
critic. 

Portia,  then,  is  an  intellectual  character.  It  seems  that 
her  power  of  self-control  is  somewhat  stronger  than  that  of 
the  average  woman,  and  doubtless  this  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
her  intellect  is  master  of  her  feelings.  Under  ordinary,  and 
even  under  extraordinary  circumstances,  she  is  calm  and  com- 
posed. Only  in  the  matter  of  her  love  does  she  show  the 
depths  of  her  feelings,  to  any  appreciable  extent;  when  at 
the  moment  as  Bassonio  is  about  to  choose  one  of  the  caskets, 
she  says: 

'%ive  thou,  I  live: — with  much-much  more  dismay, 
I  view^  the  fight  than  thou  that  mak'st  the  fray." 

And  Again: 

"How  all  the  other  passions  fleet  to  air, — 

As  doubtful  thought,  and  rash-embraced  despair, 

And  shuddering  fear  and  green-eyed  jealousy! 

0  love,  be  moderate;  allay  the  ecstacy; 

In  measure  rain  thy  joy;  scout  this  excess! 

1  feel  too  much  thy  blessing;  make  it  less, 
For  fear  I  surfeit. ' ' 

But  these  bursts  of  feeling  are  necessary .  She  would  not 
be  true  to  life  as  a  woman  if  she  were  coldly  intellectual  and 
self- controlled  under  such  circumstances  as  these.  No  true 
woman  ever  has  been  so. 

But  as  soon  as  Portia  knows  the  result  of  Bassonio 's  choice, 
she  resumes  at  once  complete  control  of  herself  and  of  her 
feelings.  There  is  in  this  another  indication  of  the  complete 
mastery  of  her  mind  over  her  feelings: 

"You  see  me,  I<ord  Bassonio,  where  I  stand, 
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Such  as  I  am: 

^  ^  ^  :^  ^  ^  ^ 

which,  to  term  in  gross, 

Is  an  unlessoned  girl,  unschooled,  uupracticed: 

Happy  in  this,  she  is  not  yet  so  old 

But  she^may  learn;  then  happier  in  this, 

She  is  not  bred  so  dull  but  she  can  learn; 

Happiest  of  all,  in  that  her  gentle  spirit. 

Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed, 

As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. ' ' 
These  outbursts  of  feeling  show  us  that  Portia's  intellect- 
ual faculties  are  "modified  by  the  sympathies  and  moral 
qualities."  She  is  a  woman  of  rare  intellect,  but  she  is  a 
woman,  and  her  finer  feelings  are  revealed  to  us  by  means  of 
these  expressions.  She  is  a  character  in  whom  the  various 
traits  are  interwoven  in  perfect  proportions.  She  shows  re- 
markable intellect,  affection,  self-control,  self-sacrifice,  hon- 
esty, simplicity,  truth. 

One  might  reasonably  accuse  Portia  of  immodesty,  in  im- 
personating the  young  lawyer.  But  it  should  be  remem- 
bered that  the  circumstances  had  reached  an  almost  desper_ 
ate  stage,  and  this  was  the  only  which  she  could  see  of  sav- 
ing her  husband's  friend  and  benefactor,  Antonio.  Besides 
it  should  be  remembered  that  the  standards  of  what  should 
constitute  modesty  were  not  necessarily  then  as  now.  Tak- 
ing these  facts  into  consideration,  and  considering  this  action 
of  Portia's  in  connection  with  whatever  else  we  know  of  her 
character,  we  cannot  believe  her  in  the  slightest  degree  im- 
modest. 

Portia,  I  think,  represents  an  almost  ideal  young  woman. 
She  is  intellectual,  but  not  to  such  a  degree  as  to  make  her 
cold  and  calculating;  she  is  affectionate,  but  not  without  ra- 
tionality connected  with  her  affections;  she  is  dignified  but 
not  to  the  extent  of  stiff  formality. 

Only  a  few  words  can  be  said  here  of  Jessica. 

It  seems  to  me,  judging  from  what  I  have  read  of  Hebrew 
women,  that  Shakespeare  is  a  little  false  to  life  in  the  depict- 
ure of  this  character.    Hebrew  women,  according  to  the 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


5 


idea,  (correct  or  incorrect  as  it  may  be)  which  I  have  formed, 
of  them,  are  very  fond  of  home,  and  markedly  fond  of  pa- 
rents than  are  those  of  other  races.  Jessica  leaves  her  home 
and  her  old  father  so  willingly,  even  saying: 

"Farewell;  and  if  my  fortune  be  not  crost, 

I  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter  lost," 
that  it  seems  a  little  unnatural.  But  it  may  be  that  the  love 
of  parents  among  this  race  is  based  upon  the  love  of  home 
and  that  Jessica's  home  had  become  changed,  since  the  death 
of  her  mother,  so  that  it  did  not  merit  much  love.  Or  it  may 
be  that  her  father  was  cruel  to  her.  Such  an  inference  is  at 
least  possible,  as  shown  by  Shy  lock's  preference  for  his  gold 
and  jewels  to  his  daughter. 

These  are  wonderful  characters,  and  there  are  traits  in 
them  which  may  form  intesting  subject  for  constant  study 
and  contemplation,  just  as  we  find  in  the  lives  of  those 
around  us,  characteristics  worthy  of  the  attention  and  study 
of  a  life-time.  Far  Portia  and  Jessica  are,  in  a  sense,  living 
and  loving  and  laboring  characters,  just  as  are  those  we 
come  in  contact  with  from  day  to  day. 


FRANK^S  VINDICATION. 


Kx-Judge  Morgan  was  quietly  reading  a  paper  in  the  dim 
light  of  dusk  before  a  fire  of  oak  sticks.  Outside  was  chill 
and  gloomy.  There  was  a  violent  pull  at  the  door  bell,  and 
a  few  minutes  later  a  lad  covered  with  dust  and  shivering 
with  cold,  was  ushered  into  the  presence  of  the  Judge. 
After  exchanging  greetings,  the  messenger  stated  that  he 
had  been  sent  post-haste  from  the  neighboring  village  to 
summon  the  Judge  to  represent  on  the  next  day  a  lad  in- 
dicted for  burglary.  The  Judge  replied  that  it  w^as  rather  a 
disagreeable  and  uninviting  night,  but  if  it  was  a  case  of  any 
importance  he  would  comply  with  his  request.  He  began 
to  inqure  into  the  details  of  the  case,  first  ascertaining  the 
names  of  the  parties,  and  then  the  place  and  time  of  the 
.alleged  crime.    He  was  informed  that  the  prisoner  was 
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young  Frank  Simpson,  son  of  a  substantial  and  reliable 
farmer.  A  stoire  had  been  entered  and  ransacked  a  few 
nights  previous. 

Simpson,  in  the  early  hours  of  morning,  returned  home 
with  fifteen  dollars  in  silver  in  his  possession. 

As  he  refused  to  be  questioned  as  to  the  means  by  which 
he  obtained  this  money,  it  was  the  neighbors'  natural  con- 
clusion that  this  was  the  stolen  money.  Simpson  was 
strongly  suspected,  and  on  the  same  afternoon  a  warrant 
was  sworn  out  for  his  arrest.  His  father  and  relatives  were 
greatly  distressed  at  his  arrest,  and  determined  to  procure 
the  best  available  council  that  the  State  could  afford.  The 
Judge  replied  that  it  promised  to  be  an  interesting  case,  and 
that  he  would  accompany  the  boy.  The  Judge  had  reached 
his  three  score  and  six  years,  but  in  manner  he  was  younger 
than  his  years.  Taking  a  cup  of  hot  tea  and  a  stimulant  to 
steady  his  nerves  and  invigorate  him,  he  began  his  journey. 
The  'old  gentleman  was  an  ardent  and  observant  student  of 
human  nature  and  a  great  believer  in  penetrating  the  char- 
acters of  his  clients  and  witnesses*  And  as  they  proceeded 
in  the  dusk,  the  Judge  learned  from  his  companion  the 
character  of  the  boy  and  he  questioned  him  in  regard  to  the 
crime.  After  undergoing  a  fatiguing  ride  of  some  ten  miles, 
the  two  riders  entered  the  town  and  the  Judge  was  carried 
to  the  residence  of  the  elder  Simpson.  The  latter  asserted 
the  innocence  of  his  son  and  endeavored  to  convince  the 
Judge  of  the  validity  of  his  assertion. 

When  they  had  reached  the  home  of  Simpson  and  had 
seated  themselves  around  a  comfortable  fire,  the  Judge  list- 
ened to  a  pathetic  and  heart-rending  tale.  The  father  placed 
implicit  confidence  in  his  son.  He  was  the  pride  of  his 
heart.  From  the  infancy  of  his  son  a  paternal  hand  was 
constantly  guiding  and  directing.  The  son's  shortcomings 
were  observed  and  reproved;  his  commendable  qualities  were 
praised.  That  his  son,  Frank,  would  or  could  commit  a 
lawless  act  was  as  remote  from  his  mind  as  was  the  falling 
of  the  heavens. 

On  the  night  in  question,  Frank,  having  attended  an  en- 
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tertainment,  was  net  expected  to  return  until  a  late  hour. 
The  hour  of  midnight  having  arrived,  the  father  became 
rather  uneasy  about  his  son.  Two  o'clock,  three  o'clock, 
but  still  he  had  not  arrived.  The  father  heard  him  enter  at 
four  o'clock.  The  next  morning  the  disobedeint  son  refused 
to  discuss  his  strange  actions,  merely  stating  that  he  had 
been  unavoidably  detained.  On  hearing  this  account  the 
Judge  gave  the  father  some  encouragement  and  consolation. 
It  was  late  that  night  when  the  two  retired.  The  one  to  a 
bed  of  discomfort  and  dejectment,  and  the  other  to  one  of 
thought  and  reflection.  By  his  well  trained  reasoning 
powers,  the  Judge  deducted  many  facts  of  interest  and  im- 
portance from  the  account  he  had  heard.  Karly  the  next 
morning,  he  visited  the  jail  in  an  attempt  to  gain  some  in- 
formation of  the  prisoner.  In  vain  did  he  remonstrate  with 
him  and  state  to  him  that  his  case  was  hopeless  unless  he 
would  make  a  statement.  At  ten  o'clock,  the  hour  ap- 
pointed for  the  trial,  the  court  room  was  full  to  overflowing. 
At  five  minutes  after  ten,  His  Honor,  accompanied  by  sev- 
eral of  the  attorneys,  entered  the  court  room. 

A  few  minutes  later  Frank  arrived  and  was  put  immedi- 
ately into  the  dock.  When  his  indictment  was  read  he  re- 
plied in  positive  and  unmistakable  tones:  ''I  am  not  guilty." 
The  case  now  began.  As  the  witnesses  for  the  State  were 
sworn,  examined  and  dismissed,  the  venerable  attorney  sat 
with  his  feet  on  a  table  apparently  oblivious  to  the  passing 
events.  The  last  witness,  a  lad  of  some  fifteen  years,  James 
Coleman,  by  name,  was  detained  by  the  attorney.  For  some 
unaccountable  reason  the  attorney  inferred  from  the  de- 
meanor of  the  witness  that  he  was  familiar  with  it  all — in 
fact,  too  familiar. 

On  cross-examination  it  developed  that  the  witness  was 
an  intimate  acquaintance  of  Frank's,  until  a  few  days  pre- 
vious to  the  present  date.  The  testimony  of  the  witness 
had  a  tendency  to  condemn  and  establish  the  guilt  of  the 
prisoner.  Frank's  attorney  perceived  this  and  subjected 
him  to  a  severe  and  rigid  cross-examination,  in  which  the 
boy  did  not  exhibit  a  very  irreproachable  veracity.    As  the 
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witness  took  his  seat  he  assumed  an  appearance  of  effected 
calmness,  but  it  was  impossible  to  conceal  from  those  around 
him  his  uneasiness.  The  following  is  the  State's  evidence 
summed  up  in  a  few  words  :  After  leaving  the  entertainment 
young  Simpson  was  seen  walking  in  the  direction  of  the 
burglarized  store.  In  fact,  he  had  been  seen  only  about 
fifty  yards  from  the  spot.  This  was  sustained  by  several 
witnesses.  Two  unknown  men  were  seen  approaching  from 
the  opposite  direction.  The  policeman  concerned  in  the 
case,  testified  that  he  found  in  the  possession  of  the  prisoner 
fifteen  dollars  in  silver.  To  prove  the  fallibility  of  this 
evidence  was  seemingly  an  impossible  task.  The  opinion  of 
the  inhabitants  was  that  Frank  was  in  alliance  with  the  two 
men  who  were  professional  burglars;  but  to  the  mind  of  the 
accomplished  attorney  all  this  seemed  false.  At  half  past 
one  the  testimon}^  for  the  prosecution  was  closed,  and  the 
court  ordered  a  recess.  Excitement  ran  high  in  the  old 
court  room,  some  defending  and  some  condemning  the  pris- 
oner. When  the  court  convened  after  recess,  the  defense 
opened  its  case,  and  the  prisoner  presented  his  version.  The 
jury  and  audience  listened  to  this  testimony  with  intense 
interest.  Those  statements  which  the  prisoner  made  were 
in  clear,  concise  language,  but  they  did  not  cover  the  whole 
case.  Several  questions  he  refused  to  answer,  and  thus  he 
did  not  create  a  very  favorable  impression.  So  averse  was 
he  to  answering  these  questions  that  the  attorney  did  not 
insist,  and  when  the  prisoner  left  the  witness  stand,  there 
were  several  mysteries  as  yet  unsolved.  The  purport  of  his 
statement  was  this:  He  left  the  entertainment  with  the 
intention  of  returning  home  immediately.  On  the  way, 
however,  he  heard  groans  and  cries  which  evidently  indicated 
pain.  He  attempted  to  discover  the  source  of  these  distress- 
ing sounds,  and,  if  necessary,  to  offer  his  services.  He 
found  an  aged  and  disabled  man  lying  in  a  street  corner 
crying  for  food  and  water.  Frank,  without  delay,  procured 
these,  and  remained  with  him  for  some  time.  He  gave  this 
as  his  reason  for  arriving  at  so  unreasonable  an  hour.  The 
attorney  perceived  that  there  were  several  unexplained  points 
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on  the  case,  and  was  particularly  anxious  to  know  the  truth. 
He  took  the  boy  into  private  consultation  and  implored  him, 
for  his  father's  sake,  to  reveal  his  secret.  But  the  youth 
was  obstinate. 

The  defense  was  able  to  establish  only  one  fact;  that 
Frank  had  not  entered  the  store,  but  had  remained  without. 
But  this  did  not  alter  the  case,  and  it  still  appeared  as 
though  Frank's  case  was  hopeless.  His  most  hopeful 
friends  were  now  beginning  to  lose  hope  entirely.  A  second 
time  the  attorney  endeavored,  by  every  conceivable  means, 
to  influence  the  boy  to  make  a  statement.  But  his  determi- 
nation was  indomitable.  The  attorney  reluctantly  stated 
that  the  case  for  the  defense  had  concluded. 

The  solicitor  had  intimated  that  a  term  in  the  penitentiary 
would  greatly  benefit  the  youthful  prisoner.  The  old  law- 
yer arises.  Complete  silence  and  expectancy  reigns.  After 
making  a  few  preliminary  statements  he  begins  in  his  in- 
imitable and  convincing  style:  "Mr.  Foreman  and  gentle- 
men of  the  jury:  I  am  not  quite  convinced  of  the  reforming 
effect  of  the  penitentiary.  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  associa- 
tion with  the  State's  hardened  criminals  and  fiends  can 
reform  the  soul  of  a  boy.  But  even  if  the  penitentiary  is  a 
reformatory,  even  if  it  will  benefit  the  prisoner,  does  the 
evidence  you  have  heard  justify  the  conviction  of  the  de- 
fendant?" The  able  attorney  continued  in  this  style  for 
some  time,  and  his  peroration  was  the  most  pathetic  that  had 
been  heard  in  the  old  court  house  for  many  years.  He  ap- 
pealed to  the  paternal  feelings  of  the  jurors,  and  asked  them 
to  consider  the  distressed  and  grief -stricken  father  and  fam- 
ily, as  they  saw  the  boy  approaching  a  den  of  thieves  and 
criminals.  When  he  concluded  tears  were  visible  in  the 
eyes  of  all  present.  But  no  amount  of  eloquence  can  prevail 
against  facts — cold  and  indisputable  facts.  The  attorney  for 
the  State  made  a  logical  and  able  address  to  the  jury.  After 
the  charge  of  the  Judge,  the  jury  retired  to  the  jury-room  to 
consider  the  case.  According  to  the  expectation  of  all,  in 
fifteen  minutes  the  jury  returned  a  verdict  of  guilty.  During 
the  reading  of  this  verdict  the  prisoner  sat  calm  and  undis- 
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turbed,  awaiting  the  sentence  of  the  court.  When  he  was 
placed  in  the  dock  for  sentence,  he  answered  the  questions 
of  the  Judge  in  a  trembling  and  faltering  voice.  His  Honor 
remained  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  then  said  in  decisive 
tones  :  "Frank  Simpson,  you  have  been  found  guilty  of 
burglary,  and  I  sentence  you  to  five  years  imprisonment  in 
the  penitentiary. ' '  Silence  reigned  supreme  ;  every  breath 
was  checked.  Amid  deathly  silence  Mr.  Coleman, 
the  father  of  the  witness  for  the  State,  arose  from  his  seat 
and  approached  the  Judge.  Turning  to  the  throng  of  aston- 
ished people,  he  said  in  a  feeble  voice: 

,  "I  desire  to  make  a  statement,  at  the  request  of,  and  dic- 
tated by  my  son.  An  innocent  man  has  been  accused  and 
convicted  of  a  crime  of  which  he  is  absolutely  guiltless.  * ' 
He  hesitated  and  continued  with  the  tears  rolling  down  his 
cheeks,  "My  son  is  guilty!  my  son  is  guilty!  What  would  I 
give  if  my  son  and  Frank  Simpson  could  exchange  places. 
My  son  is  disgraced  forever;  he  has  murdered  his  father  and 
has  stigmatised  the  name  of  his  family.''  He  began  to  be 
wild  and  in  uncontrolable  agitation  swore  that  his  son  should 
never  darken  his  doorway  again.  The  Judge  ordered  him 
to  stop.  He  replies:  "I  will  take  my  seat,  sir;  but  I  will 
not  leave  this  room  until  Frank  Simpson  is  fully  vindicated. ' ' 
So  saying  he  seated  himself,  and  amid  tears  and  sobs  wrote 
a  signed  statement  of  the  occurences. 

In  the  meantime  let  us  take  a  glance  at  the  court  room. 
It  is  in  an  up-roar;  disorder  prevails;  excitement  is  running 
high,  and  everyone  is  engaged  in  animated  conversation. 
The  prisoner  is  disturbed  and  shifts  uneasily  in  his  seat.  It 
is  now  quite  dark  and  the  lamps  are  lit,  which  adds  a  so- 
lemnity to  the  scene  which  fills  every  breast  with  uncertainty 
and  fear.  Again  the  senior  Coleman  arises,  and  every  eye 
is  turned  on  him.  He  can  find  no  words.  He  utters  a 
few  inarticulate  words,  and  falls  in  a  swoon  into  his  seat. 
The  excitement  and  suspense  of  the  crowd  can  no  longer  be 
suppressed;  and  cries  of  "reverse  the  decision"  and  "release 
the  prisoner,"  ring  through  the  building.  The  Judge, 
utterly  powerless  to  maintain  order  commands  the  prisoner 
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to  be  released,  and  declares  the  court  adjourned.  The 
crowd  now  files  out  gradually,  all  talking  at  once  about  the 
exciting  and  unexpected  event. 

In  secrecy,  in  his  father's  room,  Frank  narrated  to  him  his 
story  from  beginning  to  end.  Frank,  realizing  the  hopeless- 
ness of  Jim's  condition,  reserved  nothing.  "I  was  detained 
by  a  painful  injury  caused  by  falling  from  the  pavement. 
The  pavement  was  high,  and  I  was  unconscious  for  some 
time.  I  would  have  told  you  this  had  subsequent  events 
permitted.  On  recovering  from  insensibility  and  arising 
from  the  ground,  I  found  fifteen  dollars  in  my  coat  pocket. 
I  passed  by  the  store  as  I  went  home,  and  seeing  the  door 
open  and  James  running  rapidly  away,  the  whole  situation 
dawned  on  me  at  once.  I  knew  that  Jim  put  the  money  in 
my  pocket,  for  I  found  one  of  his  handkerchiefs,  which,  I 
suppose,  was  uaintentioaally  jerked  out  with  the  money. 
Rather  than  divulge  the  name  of  my  former  associate,  I 
substituted  myself  in  his  place. ' ' 

The  father  was  completely  overcome  and  rested  his  head 
on  the  shoulder  of  his  son  and  wept  aloud. 

At  the  same  time  Jim  was  relating  a  similar  story,  adding 
only  that  he  was  sincerely  sorry  that  he  ever  permitted  Frank 
to  be  accused. 

With  pleasure  I  omit  the  next  five  years'  history  of  these 
boys.  The  old  village  parson  said  there  was  grit  in  both  of 
them,  and  truly  did  he  speak,  for  there  is  in  Philadelphia  a 
large  firm,  the  proprietors  of  which  are  "Messrs.  Frank 
Simpson  and  James  Coleman." 

Chas.  p.  Wofford. 


CARLYLPS  CONCEPTION  OF  GOD. 


'  There  is  very  little  basis  for  this  subject,  Carlyle  was 
something  of  a  doubter,  and  his  ideas  concerning  God  are 
very  obscure.  This  was  one  point  which  he  owned  that  he 
was  unable  to  explain,  and  so  he  generally  passed  it  by.  He 
could  not  tell  the  nature  of  the  Qod  on  whom  he  relied,  yet 
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it  is  certain  that  he  believed  in  some  God.  When  asked  "Is 
he  One  or  Three?''  he  replied  in  the  German,  "Wer  darf 
ihn  nennen."  It  is  the  privilege  of  a  writer  to  keep  secret 
his  views  on  an}^  topic  other  than  the  one  he  is  discussing, 
and  it  is  thus  with  Carlyle.  Except  for  a  few  points  that 
have  slipped  out  now  and  then,  it  is  not  possible  to  tell  what 
his  theology  was,  as  he  never  stated  it  plainly. 

We  find  that  he  had  faith  in  some  Supreme  Power  over  us 
acting  with  and  for  us.  Some  believe  that  God,  according 
to  Carlyle,  was  a  "Being  possessing  will  and  consciousness 
and  personifying  the  elementary  principles  of  morals — Jus- 
tice, Benevolence,  Fortitude  and  Temperance,  these  forming 
collectively  the  will  of  God."  Carlyle  did  not  believe  God 
was  a  personal  being,  as  Christians  do,  nor  does  he  connect 
him  with  Jesus  Christ,  who  does  not  appear  to  have  influ- 
enced him  speciall}^  but  of  whom  he  speaks  with  reverence. 
His  God  and  the  God  of  Calvin  are  similar.  He  believed  in 
God  as  revealed  in  the  larger  Bible. 

Probably  the  best  way  that  has  been  found  to  learn  Car- 
lyle's  creed  is  to  find  out  what  he  did  not  believe.  We  find 
that  he  protested  against  Materialism,  Hedonism,  Skepticism, 
and  Atheism.  The  way  he  denounces  Atheism  is  shown  in 
the  following:  "Had  no  God  made  this  world  it  were  an  in- 
supportable place.  Laws  without  a  law-giver,  matter  with- 
out spirit  is  a  gospel  of  dirt.    All  that  is  good,  generous, 

wise,  right  who  or  what  could,  by  any  possibility,  have 

given  it  to  me,  but  One  who  first  had  it  to  give.  This  is  not 
logic,  it  is  axiom.  ...  If  they  do  abolish  God  from 
their  poor,  bewildered  hearts  there  will  be  seen  such  a  world 
as  few  are  dreaming  of."  In  another  place,  after  satiring 
Darwin's  theory  of  the  evolution  of  man,  he  says:  "The 
fast  increasing  flood  of  Atheism  on  me  takes  no  hold — does 
not  even  wet  the  soles  of  my  feet."  He  calls  skepticism  "a 
state  of  mental  paralysis."  In  1836  he  wrote  to  Emerson 
that  his  belief  in  special  Providence  was  always  growing 
stronger.  His  God  was  a  guardian  and  a  guide,  "a  maker, 
voiceless,  formless,  within  our  own  soul."  He  believed  in 
God  as  Supreme  Love  or  Justice,  but  more  as  Justice  exact- 
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ing  than  as  lyove.  Though  he  was  not  a  praying  man,  he 
says  sometimes  his  heart,  softened,  would  repeat,  "Great 
Father,  oh,  if  Thou  can'st,  have  pity  on  her  and  on  me  and 
on  aU  such."  Speaking  of  the  prayer  he  says,  "In  this  at 
least  there  is  no  harm.'' 

Carlyle  believed  firmly  that  a  Divine  hand  was  controlling 
the  universe.  In  Sartor  Resartus  he  says,  "There  is  not  a 
leaf  rotting  on  the  highway  Imt  has  Force  in  it;  how  else 
could  it  rot?"  In  speaking  of  the  world  being  divine  he 
agrees  with  Jean  Paul  who  says:  '  'AH  was  God-like  or  God. ' ' 
In  Hero-worship  his  criticisms  on  the  worship  of  the  prim- 
eval man  shows  this  very  strongly.  "To  us  also,  through 
every  star,  through  every  blade  of  grass,  is  not  a  God  made 
visible,  if  we  will  open  our  minds  and  eyes?"  "Is  it  not 
reckoned  still  a  merit,  proof  of  what  we  call  a  'poetic  nature,' 
that  we  recognize  how  every  object  has  divine  beauty  in  it; 
how  every  object  still  verily  is  *a  window  through  which  we 
may  look  at  Infinitude  itself  ?''  Speaking  about  the  "divine 
mystery"  and  the  realized  thought  of  God  being  treated  as  a 
"trivial,  inert,  commonplace  matter,"  he  says,  "it  is  a  pity 
for  every  one  of  us  if  we  do  not  know  it,  live  ever  in  the 
knowledge  of  it.  Really,  a  most  mournful  pity,  a  failure  to 
live  at  all,  if  we  live  otherwise. '' 

These  few  facts,  I  think,  show  Carlyle' s  idea  of  God. 

Ben  Hii,i,  Brown. 


A  SAD  CHANGE. 


It  was  Judge  Alvord's  house,  and  I  was  his  nephew,  sent 
to  lyongview  to  prepare  for  college  under  my  uncle's  eye. 
An  inflexible  guardian  he  was,  too,  severe  upon  failures  and 
sparing  of  commendation,  yet,  withal,  a  genial,  hearty  old 
gentleman,  young  at  sixty.  His  daughter,  my  cousin 
Evelyn,  was  a  young  lady  of  eighteen  summers,  in  whose 
eyes  I  was,  of  course,  a  nonentity,  being  a  school  boy  and 
but  sixteen  years  of  age. 

L<ast  Christmas  my  uncle's  house  was  very  gay.  My 
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cousin  was  a  belle  in  the  society  of  I^ongview,  and  the  Judge 
himself  was  a  popular  man.  In  the  early  summer,  at  the 
beginning  of  my  stay,  boating  and  riding  parties  and  evening 
entertainments  succeeded  one  another  rapidly;  and  there 
were  always  relatives  or  friends  visiting  at  the  house  to  fill 
up  the  long  dining  table  and  make  the  rooms  populous  and 
pleasant.  My  cousin  Evelyn  was  always  the  centre  of  at- 
traction. How  beautiful  she  was,  with  the  long  green 
plumes  sweeping  back  over  her  dark,  braided  hair,  with  the 
flush  on  her  cheek  and  the  sparkle  in  her  bright  blue  eyes; 
and  how  I  used  to  wish  well,  it  is  of  no  use  telling  what  I 
used  to  wish,  or  enumerating  the  dreams  I  dreamed  over 
my  I^atin  lycxicon  about  being  great  and  famous,  and  mak- 
ing the  world — represented  by  my  cousin  Evelyn — envy  and 
admire  me.  It  is  of  no  use  remembering  how  many  faded 
flowers  and  worn-out  gloves  I  kept  because  she  had  worn 
them;  or  counting  the  evenings  I  have  lurked  behind  the 
syringas,  under  the  open  parlor  windows,  so  close  to  her 
that  I  might  have  touched  the  soft  folds  of  her  dress,  listen- 
ing to  the  light  laughter  and  gracious  talk  she  gave  to  this 
one  or  to  that  one,  never  dreaming  of  the  boy  near  her,  hun- 
gry for  just  one  word  or  smile. 

I  seldom — almost  never — met  her  alone.  Once  she  sur- 
prised me  reading  in  the  garden,  and  asked  some  careless 
questions.  I  think  she  noticed  the  flush  on  my  cheek  and 
tremble  in  my  voice,  as  I  answered,  for  she  looked  at  me  a 
moment  in  a  curious,  attentive  way,  then  turned  back,  hum- 
ming some  light  air.  I  had  not  caught  many  glimpses  of 
her  retiring  figure,  however,  before  the  roll  of  wheels  an- 
nounced the  return  of  the  church  goers.  A  party  of  two 
gentlemen  and  three  ladies  were  visiting  at  the  house,  and 
as  I  did  not  care  to  be  seen  in  the  garden,  I  threw  away  my 
cigar  and  strolled  into  the  study  to  find  a  book,  in  which  I 
became  so  absorbed  that  I  was  late  at  supper.  Indeed,  I 
would  have  staid  away  altogether,  for  I  detested  tea-parties, 
if  my  uncle  had  not  sent  for  me. 

My  cousin  Evelyn  could  always  play  the  hostess  to  per- 
fection, and  that  night  she  was  more  than  usually  beautiful 
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in  her  simply  white  dress,  with  her  dark  hair  fastened  in  a 
heavy  coil. 

"By  the  way,"  said  the  Judge  during  the  lull  in  the  con- 
versation as  I  entered.    "Here  is  my  nephew,  he  can  

I  demurred. 

"Nonsense,''  said  my  uncle,  "It'll  do  you  good;  and  I 
never  knew  a  boy  who  didn't  enjoy  a  waltz. 

Quite  a  clamor  of  voices  greeted  his  remark,  while  I  pre- 
served an  indignant  silence,  wholly  disregarding  politeness. 
Helen  Douglass  and  a  certain  Mr.  Karle,  who  were  having  a 
flirtation,  sat  next  to  me,  and  quite  a  buzz  of  merry  conver- 
sation was  carried  on. 

"Evelyn,''  I  said  desparately,  "if  you  will  allow  me,  I 
will  be  your  partner. ' ' 

She  assented.  Minutes  seemed  ages  to  me,  but  finally  I 
broke  the  painful  silence  by  saying  that  my  futuie  looked 
lonesome  and  gloomy. 

'  'Why?' '  she  asked  simply  and  soberly.  And  I  cried  out 
impulsively: 

"Because  I  would  not  live  in  the  world  without  you. " 
Then  I  put  up  my  hand  to  hide  one  or  two  tears  that  I  could 
not  repress.  When  I  put  it  down,  I  looked  up,  and  meeting 
the  steady,  inquiring  gaze  of  her  dark  blue  eyes,  flushed 
painfully  all  over  my  face. 

She  said,  "Why,  Philip!"  in  her  soft,  surprised 
tones,  then  as  she  saw  the  tears,  laid  her  soft  hand  in  mine, 
added  lower,  "Poor  boy."  I  shook  the  hand  off  fiercely. 
"Don't  call  me  that.  I  don't  want  your  pity.  lam  not  a 
child  to  be  consoled  by  a  sug-ar  plum." 

A  little  flush  stained  her  cheek,  and  she  drew  herself  up 
proudly  and  said  in  disturbed  tones,  avoiding  my  gaze, 
"This  is  folly;  and  it  is  no  use  to  speak  of  it  any  more," 
then  adding  lightly,  "You  will  forget  my  very  existence  in 
a  month!" 

I  stopped,  surprised,  for  the  color  surged  over  my  neck 
and  brow  hotly. 

Next  morning,  Christmas  eve,  we  met  cordially  like  old 
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friends,  though  we  could  not  but  recall  our  last  meeting  with 
some  little  embarrasment. 

This  Christmas  time  all  is  dark  and  silent  and  gloomy  in 
the  once  gay  house.  There  are  no  Christmas  wreaths  in  the 
windows,  no  ray  of  light  comes  from  behind  the  closely 
drawn  blinds,  no  laughing  voice  is  heard  within  the  house. 
There  is  no  gay  company,  but  in  the  same  room  where  so 
much  laughter  was  heard  last  Christmas,  there  is  something 
white  and  as  beautiful  in  its  silk  and  velvet  finish  as  the 
skill  and  wealth  of  man  can  make  it.  But  it  Drought  a  chill 
to  the  hearts  of  those  who  saw  it  carried  into  the  house  on 
Christmas  eve,  and  when  the  eyes  of  the  mother  and  father 
fell  upon  it  their  hearts  bled  anew.  M.  C.  W. 


THE  DEBATE. 


Several  years  ago  there  was  a  negro  working  for  my  father 
for  wages  by  the  name  of  Henry  Workman.  Henry  was  a 
robust  looking  fellow;  in  fact  he  was  in  stature  what  we 
might  term  a  typical  African,  but  he  was  much  more  intelli- 
gent than  one  might  suppose.  As  a  servant  he  seemed  to 
take  an  interest  in  the  work  assigned  him,  and  always  did  it 
well.  In  addition  to  the  required  work,  Henry  assisted  in 
doing  the  ordinary  household  duties,  and  for  this  he  got  his 
meals  at  the  '  'big  house. ' ' 

Henry  always  took  a  delight  in  telling  my  brothers  and 
myself  all  kinds  of  ludicrous  jokes.  One  night  after  supper 
he  came  into  our  room  and  seated  himself  in  a  corner  near  a 
big  fire  which  we  had  previously  built.  He  said,  **Boys,  I 
hardly  noes  what  tale  to  tell  you  ter  nite,  as  I  dun  'bout  told 
you  all  the  jokes  I  noes;  but  I  hab  one  in  my  mind  jist  dis 
minnit  'bout  de  old  boss  dat  had  hiSvSlave  buried  alive." 

' 'Tell  it!"  we  exclaimed.  He  commenced  telling  us  a  very 
ridiculous  story,  and  he  had  just  got  us  boys  in  a  good  way 
laughing  as  the  clock  in  the  adjoining  room  struck  seven, 
but  now  h3  stopped  and  said:  "Wal,  wal,  if  I  ain't  done  sot 


IvITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


17 


down  here  and  forgot  all  'bout  I  promised  Brer  Watson  I 
gwinter  come  down  his  house  ter  nite." 

"Well,"  said  I,  "finish  telling  us  the  joke  any  way." 

"No,"  said  Henry,  "I'm  uleester  go,  for  we  gwinter  hab 
a  debate  ter  nite  at  Brer  Watson's,  and  it  am  to  commence 
at  seben  o'clock  sharp." 

We  boys  were  anxious  to  hear  their  debate,  so  we  decided 
to  go  to  "Brer  Watson's.^'  In  a  short  time  afterwards  we 
arrived  at  the  place  where  the  debate  was  to  occur.  On  en- 
tering we  were  given  a  seat  near  the  fire.  There  was  already 
a  large  old  man  addressing  the  house.  He  was  trying  to 
prove  that  fire  was  more  destructive  to  the  land  and  country 
than  the  wind.  In  a  few  minutes  the  president  tapped  on 
the  floor  with  a  large  cane  and  announced  that  the  speaker's 
time  was  up. 

The  first  speaker  on  the  negative,  on  rising  to  take  the 
floor,  said:  "Mr.  Cheerman,  and  Genermen  ob  de  Grand 
Jury:  De  speaker  dat  hab  jist  preceded  me  hab  made  only 
one  pint  and  dis  pint  am  off  de  subjeck,  so  I  see  no  reason 
why  I  can't  win  dis  debate  dis  ebening.  He's  a  big  man, 
but  he  didn't  know  what  he  wuz  talkin'  'bout  when  he  say 
dat  de  fire  am  more  'structive  dan  de  win'.  Mr.  Cheerman, 
my  'ponents  jist  thinks  dat,  'case  de  oder  day  he  had  a  crib 
dat's  'bout  as  large  as  my  chicken-coop  to  burn  down  wid 
'bout  a  dozen  bundles  fodder  and  a  bushel  o'  corn.  'Tis 
strange  how  some  niggers  will  let  sich  little  things  throw  dem 
off  de  track."  The  speaker  closed  by  saying:  "Dis  pint  dat 
I  hab  jist  made  has  been  in  my  mind  sometime.  I'll  'vise 
de  j edges  to  take  note  ob  dis  pint." 

The  second  speaker  on  the  affirmative  then  took  the  floor 
and  said:  "Mr.  Cheerman  and  Genermen:  I  hab  but  one  pint 
to  make,  and  dis  pint  bin  bilin  in  my  mind,  'cause  I  wuz 
'fraid  Ise  gwinter  forgit  it.  My  pint  am  jis'  dis:  If  fire  ain't 
more  'structive  dan  de  win'  how  come  de  I^awd  to  gib  it  to 
de  debbil  to  punish  all  ebil  folks  wid?"  Just  as  he  took  his 
seat  I  heard  an  old  man  say  to  an  old  woman,  who  was  sit- 
ting near  by,  "Didn't  I  tell  you  dat  Bob  wuz  gwinter  make 
a  good  pint?    He  bin  studyin'  de  Scripters  on  de  subjeck." 
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Henry  now  took  the  floor  and  said:  "Mr.  Cheerman,  Gen- 
ermen  an"  I^adies:  I  now  hab  de  pleasure  ob  addressin'  you 
as  de  las'  speaker  of  dis  'casion.  I  can  'sure  you  dat  I  hab  a 
grate  deal  to  say  on  de  subjeck.  In  de  first  place,  I  wish  to 
say  dat  de  I^awd  controls  de  win',  an'  he  can  cause  it  to 
sweep  over  de  whole  country  at  one  time.  Yes,  de  I^awd 
kin  do  anything;  an'  he  noes  ever'thing.  De  I^awd  noes  you 
niggers  ain't  made  any  pints  on  dis  subjeck  ter  nite,  an'  if 
you  don't  quit  tellin'  lies  'bout  it  he's  gwinter  burn  you  up 
an'  blow  you  out  de  way." 

As  Henry  took  his  seat  the  audience  made  the  house  roar 
with  cheers.    Did  he  not  make  a  "pint?" 

T.  L.  T. 


A  ROMANTIC  OLD  PLACE. 


There  are  many  places  and  persons  around  us  which  have 
an  air  of  romance  about  them,  and  could  the  novelist  or 
story  writer  become  acquainted  with  these  places  or  persons, 
their  history  and  their  associations,  we  would  no  doubt  have 
some  very  interesting  romances  of  some  of  those  places  or 
persons  whom  we  thought  commonplace.  But  I  am  not  the 
novelist  or  the  story -writer  who  is  to  make  a  romance  about 
a  place  which  I  have  known  all  my  life,  and  which  to  the 
mere  outsider  is  of  interest  only  as  a  house  of  that  peculiar 
Southern  style  of  architecture  for  which  our  Southern  land 
has  become  in  a  degree  famous. 

The  place — the  old  Orr  home — was  the  home  of  Judge 
Orr,  famous  in  South  Carolina's  history  as  a  judge  and  as  a 
governor  in  his  State,  and  who  was  for  some  time  United 
States  Minister  to  Russia. 

The  first  view  of  this  place  we  get  is  as  we  approach  An- 
derson by  the  Southern  Railway.  Just  as  the  engineer  blows 
"one-mile-to-station,"  from  the  window  on  the  right  of  the 
car,  at  a  distance,  situated  in  a  grove  of  oaks  and  hickories, 
crowning  the  brow  of  a  knoll  which  slopes  gently  down  to 
the  track,  is  situated  the  mansion.    Underneath  the  trees  is 
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a  carpet  of  green,  and  here  and  there  against  a  tree  is  a  most 
inviting  rustic  seat.  Through  the  grove  wind  several  drive- 
ways and  walks  whose  tan-bark  covering  deadens  every  sound 
of  any  approaching  carriage  or  rider. 

A  little  way  in  front  of  the  house,  just  across  the  drive- 
way from  it,  from  the  mouth  of  a  crane  with  its  head  thrown 
back,  gushes  a  stream  of  water.  On  either  side  of  the  broad 
walk,  from  the  drive  up  to  the  steps,  lie  on  guard  two  bronze 
lions  of  life  size,  quietly  watching  from  their  elevated  resting 
places. 

It  is  enough  to  say  to  a  Southerner  that  this  is  a  Southern 
home  of  the  kind  our  more  prosperous  fathers  used  to  build 
before  the  war,  and  further  description  would  be  worse  than 
useless.  Before  his  mind  would  come  the  large,  square, 
white,  two-storried  house  with  green  blinds  and  facing  the 
South.  In  front  there  is  the  broad,  two-storried  piazza,  sup- 
ported by  some  four  large  columns,  the  piazza  so  necessary 
for  enjoying  our  Southern  climate.  How  pleasant  it  is  here 
in  summer  to  read  and  enjoy  the  breezes  in  the  shaded  parts, 
and  here  in  winter,  in  the  warm  sunshine,  sheltered  from  the 
chilly  north-wind,  to  doze  and  dream.  Just  over  the  front 
door,  clinging  tenaciously  to  the  wall,  is  the  small  balcony 
from  which  opens  the  door  from  the  upstairs  hall. 

Some  years  ago  a  bachelor  of  some  thirty- five  years  came 
to  our  town  and  leased  the  Chiquola  Hotel.  It  is  the  best 
* 'house"  in  town,  and  in  a  short  time  Mr.  D.  was,  by  his 
good  management,  making  money.  By  his  public  spirit  and 
liberality  he  soon  made  himself  very  much  esteemed  in  town. 

Before  this  time  the  old  Orr  place  had  passed  from  the  Orr 
family  into  other  hands.  The  owner  decided  to  move  away 
from  town  and  so  put  up  the  place  at  auction  which  was  bid 
in  for  a  neat  sum  by  Mr.  D. 

There  was  much  speculation  as  to  what  he,  a  bachelor  and 
just  a  proprietor  of  a  hotel,  could  want  with  such  a  place. 
He  began  at  once  to  improve  the  grounds  and  to  thoroughly 
overhaul  the  house,  without  destroying  any  of  its  marks  as 
a  Southern  home,  but  more  with  a  view  to  restoring  it  as  it 
was  when  built.    The  inside,  not  less  than  the  outside,  was 
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nicely  worked  over,  and  Mr.  D.  furnished  it  throughout  in 
the  best  of  style,  just  as  if  some  one  was  to  occupy  it.  In 
these  improvements  a  good  sum  of  money  was  spent.  Then 
came  the  rumor  that  he  was  to  be  married — but  it  was  only 
a  rumor.  Some  said  that  he  was  going  to  open  a  winter 
hotel,  and  that  already,  with  board  at  sixty  dollars  a  month, 
he  had  as  many  boarders,  who  had  engaged  rooms  for  the 
winter,  as  he  could  accommodate,  but  the  house  was  never 
opened.  That  has  been  several  years  ago,  and  ever  since 
his  house  has  been  cleaned  regularly,  the  beds  made  up  with 
fresh  linen,  and  even  his  dining  table  set  with  the  nicest  of 
china  and  silverware.  Very  often  he  drives  some  one  of  his 
friends  out  and  shows  him  through  the  place. 

But  why  he  keeps  up,  ana  has  kept  up  for  so  long,  the 
house  with  nobody  at  all  living  in  it,  is  more  than  I  can 
answer. 

Prince;. 


A  SHORT  SKETCH  OF  THE  CLASS  OF  t90U 


The  "warmest  rags"  beneath  the  sun 
Is  the  Senior  Class  of  1901. 

The  Spirit  wields  the  pen.  ''Four  years  gone!  Never!" 
"It  seems  but  yesterday  since  we  were  Freshman."  Yea, 
verily  we  have  heard  these  expressions  of  several  members 
of  our  noble  class.  But  'tis  true.  The  historian  "of  all 
ages"  should  have  imparted  some  spirit  to  the  amateurs,  but 
in  the  absence  of  this  spirit  inspiration  must  be  gained  thro' 
pleasant  recollections  alone. 

The  class  of  1901  entered  the  "classic  walls''  of  Wofford 
College  Sept.  28th,  1897.  The  intellectual  ability  of  the 
class  was  soon  recognized  by  faculty  and  students.  On  Oc- 
tober 14th  a  meeting  of  the  class  was  called  in  Prof.  Snyder's 
recitation  room  for  the  purpose  of  electing  officers,  and  the 
election  resulted:  Mr.  J.  R.  Ives,  President;  F.  M.  Bryant, 
Secretary  and  Treasurer. 

But  this  class  didn't  always  stay  "Fresh."    They  came 
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back  the  next  year  Sophomores.  The  officers  were  elected 
as  follows:  N.  G.  Hollis,  Pres.;  T.  H.  Daniel,  V.  Pres.;  M. 
Auld,  Secretary  and  Treasurer;  F.  K.  Lake,  Poet;  W.  C. 
Koger,  Historian.  This  year  was  more  eventful  for  the  class, 
for  on  the  loth  of  April  Prof.  Blake  took  them  on  a  survey- 
ing trip  to  Tryon  Mountain.  Then  on  the  17th  was  the 
famous  "Soph.  Ex.,"  which  everybody  says  was  the  best 
that  had  ever  been  in  the  college  chapel.  Those  who  took 
part  and  "civered  theirselves  with  stigmatize''  were:  W.  G. 
Hollis  presiding,  T.  H.  Daniel,  J.  B.  Gibson,  A.  B-  Driggers, 
C.  P.  Still,  M.  Auld  and,  W.  C.  Koger.  The  class,  up  until 
June,  trod  the  paths  of  virtue  and  truth  without  anything 
strange  happening,  until  commencement,  when  "Sis  Bates" 
made  I  in  Math.    This  took  the  class  very  much  by  surprise. 

In  the  summer  of  our  Fresh,  year  we  lost  several  members 
who,  for  various  reasons  couldn't  come  back^  But  in  the 
summer  of  our  Soph,  year  our  class  lost  one  of  its  brightest 
men — N.  W.  Hodges,  who  died  at  his  home.  Hodges  was 
a  good  boy  and  a  conscientious  student.  Being  a  town  stu- 
dent he  didn't  mingle  much  with  "the  boys,"  but  they  were 
with  him  enough  to  recognize  ability  and  earnestness  of  pur- 
pose.   'Tis  a  pleasant  memory  we  have  of  him. 

September  29,  1899,  was  to  enroll  27  students  in  the  Junior 
class.  They  kept  up  their  former  record,  as  students-  Then 
was  a  contest  in  the  chapel  for  the  orator  to  represent  the 
college  at  the  intercollegiate  contest,  and  the  class  was  repre- 
sented by  A.  K.  Driggers  and  W.  C.  Koger.  The  honor  of 
first  place  was  won  by  "Bill"  Koger  by  a  very  close  margin. 

As  to  our  athletic  abilities,  we  were  ably  supported  on  the 
base  ball  team  by  "Sister"  George  Fishing  Bates  for  three 
years;  then  what  "Duncamaker"  Wannamaker  did  for  center 
field  was  a  sufficiency.  In  foot  ball,  Rembert  K.  Hayes' 
tackle  work  has  never  been  excelled.  'Tis  marvelous  to  think 
of  those  "boxes"  yet — making  wagon  roads  through  the 
line  of  the  enemy.  "Duncamaker"  held  down  "sub."  while 
W.  C.  Koger  was  assistant  manager. 

The  most  remarkable  of  all  things  now  happened.  When 
the  Junior  class  left  in  June,  1900,  after  1,.  Tom  H.  Daniel, 
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C.  K.  Peele,  A.  Driggers  and  W.  C.  Koger  had  discussed 
the  query:  Resolved,  "That  England  was  justifiable  in  going 
to  war  in  the  Transvaal/'  they  had  27  members.  When 
they  came  back  as  Seniors  not  a  man,  nor  woman!  was  miss- 
ing. In  the  course  of  the  Senior  yeur  C.  W.  Watson,  other- 
wise known  as  "Buffalo,"  joined  the  class  to  get  his  diploma. 
He  had  taken  a  certificate  with  the  class  of  '99. 

The  anniversary  orators  from  the  Senior  class  were:  W. 
C.  Koger,  subject  "The  International  Dilemma;"  A.  E. 
Driggers,  subject  "Abraham  lyincoln." 

But  the  time  is  near  at  hand.  It  is  on  us:  we  shall  now 
part.  The  halls  of  the  Preston  and  Calhoun  Societies  shall 
never  echo  again  the  voices  of  Fred  I,ake  and  "Dune." 
Wannamaker  in  the  capacity  of  college  students. 

Let  us  drink  (nothing  stronger  than  water)  to  the  health 
of  all  and  of  each  other.  Our  several  paths  shall  not  be 
strewn  with  roses.  We  shall  all  have  our  battles,  but  let  us 
each  one  hope  for  the  other  to  have  full  master  of  himself, 
and  unfavorable  circumstances.  The  hour  has  arrived  ! 
Farewell   Farkwell. 


THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  STRONG* 


423  Parker  avenue,  Laurens,  S-  C, 
June  15,  1931. 
Dr.  Vance  W.  Brabham, 

Canton,  American  China. 

My  Dear  Vance: 

J  attended  this  week  the  commencement  exercises  at  old 
Wofford  College,  and  since  the  occasion  brought  back  so 
many  fond  recollections  of  our  old  days  together  there, 
and  of  that  rare  day  in  the  century's  first  rosy  June,  when 
we  were  assembled  on  the  old  rostrum,  "in  the  seats  of  the 
might,"  ready  to  receive  our  commissions  for  service  in  the 
"battle  of  the  strong,''  I  have  decided  to  write  you  some- 
thing about  the  fortunes  and  misfortunes  that  have  befallen 
the  members  of  our  class  since  then.  Such  a  communication 
will,  I  am  sure,  be  of  great  interest  to  you,  since  you  have 
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gone  so  far  away  from  all  of  us,  and  have  made  snch  a  fa- 
mous name  for  yourself  as  a  physician  in  our  new  posses- 
sions where  China  used  to  be.  It  does  seem  funny  to  think 
of  you  as  Dr.  Brabham,  and  of  that  dear  girl,  whom  we  both 
liked  so  well,  as  Mrs.  Brabham;  but  thirty  years  have 
brought  so  many  changes! 

There  were  seven  of  the  boys  back  at  commencement,  and 
five  of  them  live  in  Spartanburg.  J.  Boozer  Crews  was  one 
of  the  first  persons  I  saw  on  reaching  the  city.  You  know 
he  graduated  with  the  burden  of  youth  upon  him.  After 
allowing  his  father  the  honor  and  privilege  of  supporting 
him  for  a  few  years,  he  took  a  course  in  electrical  engineer- 
ing. He  secured  a  position  as  comic  editor  of  the  Spartan- 
burg Daily  Journal,  which  position  he  still  holds  on  credit. 
Kendree  W.  Littlejohn  was  the  peculiar  man  of  the  class. 
He  would  not  do  anything  like  other  people  did.  He  would 
not  speak  when  he  graduated  because  so  many  of  the  others 
did.  When  he  finished  college  he  did  the  unexpected 
thing  by  going  to  work  as  a  flagman  on  the  railroad,  and  has 
continued  to  surprise  every  one  by  becoming  a  great  success. 
He  is  now  president  of  the  Jacksonville,  Birmingham  and 
Western  road,  which  connects  the  oil  regions  of  Texas  and 
the  copper  mines  of  the  region  where  Mexico  was,  with 
steamers  from  Cuba  and  the  other  islands  of  McKinleyana. 
He  has  a  magnificent  home  in  Spartanburg  which  is  presided 
over  by  his  charming  little  wife.  George  C  Bates  went  into 
business  in  Spartanburg,  and,  after  several  successful  as- 
signments, retired  to  enjoy  his  fortune.  H.  M.  Brown  lives 
in  Spartanburg,  and  is  one  of  the  best  known  cotton  mill 
men  in  the  South,  but  he  intends  to  retire  soon,  and  put  his 
business  in  the  hands  of  his  four  sons. 

I  spent  my  ttme  in  Spartanburg  with  Senator  A.  A.  Man- 
ning. He  was  elected  mayor  of  Spartanburg  not  long  after 
his  graduation,  and,  although  he  was  a  business  man,  a  man 
with  such  a  mind  as  his  could  not  keep  from  taking  an  inter- 
est in  national  politics.  His  ability  was  soon  recognized, 
and  last  year  he  was  elected  to  his  second  term  as  United 
"States  Senator.    In  1925  he  was  elected  to  fill  out  the  unex- 
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pired  term  caused  by  the  death  of  Senator  Tillmau.  He  has 
a  very  interesting  family. 

M.  I,.  Asbell  was  in  Spartanburg  to  attend  commencement, 
and  he  is  still  the  "warmest  baby  in  the  bunch."  Although 
he  is  nearly  sixty  years  of  age,  the  people  thought  he  was 
applauding  all  the  time — his  clothes  were  so  loud.  He  is 
the  druggist  at  Johnston,  S.  C.  The  other  man  who  was 
at  commencement  was  Rev.  Marvin  Auld,  who  was  there  to 
be  present  at  the  graduation  of  his  son.  who,  during  his  col- 
lege course,  boarded  with  his  grandmother  in  the  city.  Mar- 
vin is  pastor  of  the  First  Methodist  Church — which,  by  the 
way,  is  also  the  last  one — at  Babbtown,  Laurens  county,  and 
has  made  a  fine  reputation  since  his  entry  into  ministerial 
life.  And  Driggers  is  a  preacher,  too.  I  knew^  when  we 
were  in  college  that  he  was  going  to  be  a  minister,  because 
he  said  so.  The  devout  eloquence  of  Bishop  Driggers  is  now 
celebrated,  "from  the  silvery  waves  of  the  stormy  Atlantic 
to  the  rolling  billows  of  the  peaceful  Pacific."  D.  D.  Jones 
worked  long  and  dilligently  to  get  the  privilege  of  writing 
the  same  initials  after  his  name  as  before,  and  has  at  last 
succeeded.  The  youth  of  North  Carolina  are  very  fortunate 
in  having  the  privilege  of  attending  an  excellent  classical 
school,  which  was  established  some  3^ears  ago  at  I^aurinburg 
wnth  Rev.  Dr.  Clarence  K.  Peele  as  president.  Dr.  Peele  is 
nationally  famous  as  a  divine  and  as  an  educator. 

J.  S-  Fair  went  forth  as  a  sower  to  sow  the  seeds  of  wis- 
dom in  the  the  minds  of  the  youth  of  South  Carolina.  And 
some  fell  by  the  wayside,  some  in  thistles  and  some  in  good 
ground.  And  his  pupils  rise  up  and  bless  the  Fair  name  of 
South  Carolina.  The  patients  of  Job  was  one  of  the  charac- 
teristics of  C.  W.  Watson,  and  it  came  in  very  well  when  he 
went  out  to  teach.  His  patience  and  perseverence  made  him 
a  first  class  teacher.  Daniel  Luther  Guy  was  a  man  with  a 
purpose.  He  was  a  reformer.  He  believed  that  the  existing 
order  of  things  that  be  should  be  overthrown,  and  that  so- 
ciety should  be  established  upon  a  more  nearly  equal  basis. 
The  scene  of  his  labors  as  teacher  has  been  in  China — a  por- 
tion of  Greenville  county  locally  famous  for  its  abundance  fo 


LITERARY  DEPARTMENT 


25 


ignorance  and  moonshine  whiskey.  A  society  for  the  study 
of  Coogler's  poetry,  made  him  its  president,  as  did  several 
other  important  organizations,  all  of  which  originated  in  his 
own  fertile  brain.  His  time  is  almost  entirely  taken  up  now 
with  attention  to  his  societies,  in  some  of  which  his  one  vote 
is  a  majority.  He  still  teaches  that  same  school,  and  the 
patrons  say  they  can't  get  a  better  teacher.  And  little  Jim 
Williams!  He  was  so  Itttle.  He  would  have  gone  to  the 
Philippines  to  teach,  he  said,  but  was  afraid  he  might  take 
fever  and  die,  and  then  he  would  always  be  sorry  that  he 
went.  He  began  teaching  in  Marion  count}^  and  has  been 
quite  successful.  You  know  he  always  said  he  would  never 
love  a  girl  Unless  he  knew  that  she  loved  him.  Well,  he 
was  soon  maarfed,  for  this  is  woman's  century,  you  know. 

The  business  world  received  a  valuable  addition  from  our 
class  in  the  person  of  H.  G.  Eidson,  He  is  the  proprietor  of 
a  large  establishment  which  handles  dry  goods,  boots,  shoes, 
hats,  clothing,  drugs,  groceries,  cigars,  tobacco,  fertilizer, 
cotton-seed,  cattle,  horses,  wagons  and  notions.  His  business 
is  located  at  a  prosperous  posfoffice  in  Saluda  county.  Old 
Dunk  Wannamaker  is  a  merchant  at  Orangeburg,  and  a  very 
successful  one.  His  old-time  cleverness  has  made  him  one 
of  the  most  popular  men  of  the  town. 

Of  course,  since  it  has  become  so  fashionable  }ov  people  to 
have  appendicitis,  nervous  prostration  and  other  ailments 
that  are  very  up- to  date,  several  of  the  boys  became  physi- 
cians. One  of  the  best  of  these  is  Dr.  Frederick  King  I^ake, 
of  Florence.  He  is  also  the  owner  of  a  large  pharmaceutical 
establishment.  The  sick  people  of  Orangeburg  always  send 
for  Dr.  F.  W.  Fairey.  He  studied  medicine  like  you,  and 
he  used  to  study  those  awful  Rembertian  Greek  roots.  After 
logg  and  hard  practice  he  has  at  last,  by  experience,  made  of 
himself  a  good  physician.  Dr.  McQueen  Salley,  who  is  one 
of  the  leading  citizens  of  St.  Matthews,  studied  for  several 
years  in  this  country  and  in  Germany.  He  was  not  alone, 
though.  When  he  first  hung  out  his  shingle  he  was  inter- 
rupted very  little  by  calls;  but  now  the  people  send  for  him 
''before  and  after  taking,"  for  his  sign  reads  "E.  M.  Salley, 
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Physician  and  Undertaker."  By  means  of  these  two  busi- 
nesses, the  one  of  course  dependent  on  the  other,  he  has 
succeeded  very  well.  Dr.  B.  B.  Lancaster  practiced  medicine 
for  ten  years,  you  know,  before  he  entered  college,  and  two 
of  his  three  and  a  half  scores  were  gone  when  he  graduated. 
He  knew  that  he  would  be  greatly  handicapped  in  this  cen- 
turj^  without  a  literary  education,  and  so  joined  our  class. 
"Doe,"  as  we  used  to  call  him,  is  now  one  of  the  venerable 
men  of  Atlanta,  and  a  prominent  member  of  the  Atlanta 
Medical  Association.  He  has  written  several  learned  medi- 
cal treatises,  which  are  very  highly  valued  by  philologists 
and  etymologists. 

You  remember  my  old  wife,  Jim  Gibson  ?  You  remember 
for  what  he  was  so  famous  while  in  college — he  could  alwa3^s 
tell  a  bigger  one.  He  brought  out  an  edition  of  Gibson 
stories,  illustrated  with  Gibson  pictures,  and  made  a  great 
hit.  Baron  Munchaussen  isn't  in  it  any  more.  Jim's  prac- 
tice in  this  capacity  has  been  worth  a  great  deal  to  him  since 
he  has  become  a  lawyer.  He  practices  law,  and  his  other 
art  with  it;  at  Gibson,  North  Carolina.  Not  long  after  leav- 
ing college  he  took  unto  himself  a  better-half — considerably 
better,  financially.  The  principal  part  of  his  law  practice  is 
connected  with  Mrs.  Gibson's  property.  Another  member 
of  the  class  who  became  an  attorney  w^as  W.  C.  Koger. 
"Bill''  was  the  orator  of  the  class,  and  was  a  member  of 
Congress  from  1920  to  1928.  He  declined  to  offer  for  re- 
election, as  his  health  was  not  good.  He  is  now  at  Sumter. 
Victor  C.  Wilson  was  one  of  the  j oiliest  fellows  of  the  class, 
you  know,  but  as  soon  as  he  graduated  he  went  into  the 
business  of  the  law  in  a  business-like  way.  He  donned  a 
long  coat  and  put  himself  on  his  dignity— if  you  can  imagine 
such  a  thing.  Georgia  is  fortunate  in  having  him  as  one^of 
her  Senators. 

Last  Sunday  I  was  in  Marion,  and  while  there  I  decided 
to  go  eight  miles  in  the  country  to  visit  old  Rembert 
Hayes.  He  was  the  foot  ball  man  of  the  class.  His 
country  home,  in  the  midst  of  the  most  beautiful  and 
successful  farm  in  eastern  South  Carolina,  is  an  ideal  place, 
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and  with  his  beautiful  wife  and  interesting  family  he  lives  an 
ideal  life. 

Miss  Puella  I^ittlejohn  decided  to  take  an  A.  M.  course 
after  graduating,  and  she  did  so  more  quickly  than  any  one 
else  has  ever  done  before  or  since,  for  within  seven  months 

she  was  Mrs.  A.  M.   ,  I  can't  remember  the  fellow's 

name.  Anyway,  she  is  one  of  the  prominent  women  of 
Spartanburg.  Miss  Wannamaker  is  occupying  a  fine  posi- 
tion as  teacher  of  English  in  the  new  Atlanta  University. 
These  were  the  first  co-eds  to  graduate,  you  know,  and  while 
many  have  been  there  since  then,  it  is  a  tradition  that  few 
have  equalled  and  none  excelled  the  records  made  by  these 
two. 

And  these  are  all.  They  were  a  goodly  class  !  I  wish  we 
could  all  be  together  at  old  WofTord  once  again.  If  we 
could  only  be  there  and  recite  our  lessons  to  those  old  Pro- 
fessors but  they  are  not  all  there  now !  If  we  could  meet  in 

those  old  society  halls  but  they  are  changed  !    If  we 

could  only  frolic  around,  light-hearted  and  free,  as  we 
did   in  days  of  yore  on   the  old  campus  and  climb  the 

towers  to  view  the  far-off  mountains  but  we  shall 

never,  never  have  these  joys  again  !  It  is  vain  to  wish 
for  such  things  !  We  must  look  to  the  short  remnant  of 
our  course  in  the  University  of  Life,  and  prepare  for  another 
graduation.  May  we  all  receive  the  diploma  which  reads 
"Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servant,  enter  thou  into 
the  joy  of  thy  lyord,''  when  we  meet  on  the  great  Commence- 
ment Day  ! 

Mrs'  Daniel  joins  me  in  sending  love  and  best  wishes  to 
Mrs.  Brabham,  yourself  and  all.  We  hope  to  have  you  visit 
us  when  you  come  to  America  next  year. 

Yours,  as  in  the  old  days, 

Thomas  H.  Daniki.. 
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Success  The  recent  statement  by  Mr.  Charles  M. 

in  HnieHea*  Schwab,  president  of  the  great  steel  corpora- 
tion, to  the  effect  that  a  boy  who  begins  work 
at  the  age  of  fourteen,  instead  of  going  to  college,  is  more 
likely  to  succeed  than  the  college  man,  is  a  somewhat  re- 
markable utterance.  It  may  or  it  may  not  be  true,  depend- 
ing upon  the  meaning  of  the  word  "success.''  If  by  success 
one  means  the  accumulation  of  money,  without  regard  to 
the  method  or  means  of  its  accumulation,  there  may  be 
some  truth  in  Mr.  Schwab's  statement.  If  by  success  one 
means  the  securing  of  almost  unlimited  power  in  some  one 
field  of  industry,  or  the  ability  to  control  the  production  of 
some  common  necessity  according  to  one  man's  selfish  and 
narrow  plans,  there  may  be  some  truth  in  Mr.  Schwab's 
statement.  Even  under  this  acceptation  of  the  meaning  of 
the  word,  however,  we  have  very  serious  doubts  as  to  the 
accuracy  of  his  utterance. 
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But  it  is  not  our  purpose  to  dwell  upon  the  truth  or  the 
error  in  Mr.  Schwab's  opinion  of  the  prospects  of  success 
which  meet  the  American  boy.  Rather  we  are  led,  by  his 
words,  to  reflect  upon  what  has  become  the  meaning  of  the 
word  success. 

Since  the  beginning  of  the  commercial  era  in  American 
life  there  has  crept  in,  we  believe,  a  narrowness  of  sentiment 
and  opinion.  The  time  has  come  when,  in  the  sharp  compe- 
tition of  business  life,  the  business  man  has  little  time  for 
thought  upon  anything  other  than  those  things  which  relate, 
in  some  way,  to  his  business.  The  succesful  man  is  the  man 
who  succeeds  in  making  more  money  than  his  neighbor  can 
make,  because  he  has  had  and  has  used  advantages  over  his 
neighbor — not  only  advantages  which  furthered  his  own 
aims  and  interests,  but  also  those  advantages  which  hinder 
and  cripple  the  plans  and  purposes  of  his  neighbor.  Money, 
in  America,  has  come  to  be  loved,  not  for  the  profits  and 
pleasures  and  luxuries  which  it  can  secure  to  its  possessor, 
but  because  it  gives  power  over  other  men.  The  man  who 
can,  by  the  exercise  of  the  power  which  his  money  gives  him, 
control  most  completely  the  actions  of  his  fellowmen,  is  now 
the  most  successful  man.  Such  is  the  estimate  that  has  been 
put  upon  success  in  our  country  just  now  by  a  very  large 
number  of  people. 

But  we  are  glad  that  there  are  still  men  who  have  another 
idea  of  the  reality  of  success.  To  these  it  means  the  accumu- 
lation of  a  comfortable  fortune  together  with  the  acquiring 
of  as  large  an  amount  as  possible  of  intellectual  culture  and 
refinement.  The  colleges  and  all  other  literary  agencies  are 
acting  in  such  a  manner  as  to  increase  the  number  of  people 
who  entertain  these  ideas  of  true  success  in  life;  and  Mr. 
Schwab,  who  cannot  claim  to  be  a  successful  man  according 
to  this  standard,  should  modify  his  statement.  If  he  should 
say  that  the  boy  who  begins  work  at  fourteen  is  more  likely 
to  become  a  rich  man  than  is  the  boy  who  goes  to  college, 
there  would  not  be  such  a  great  discrepancy  between  his 
statement  and  the  truth. 
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Rotionng         The  rare  perfect  days  which  I^owell  found 
the  8oldia'9,    in  June  in  Massachusetts  are  enjoyed  earlier 
in  the  South,  and  it  would  be  more  true  to 
the  state  of  things  for  us  to  say, 

'  'And  what  is  more  rare  than  a  day  in  May  ? 
Then,  if  ever,  come  perfect  days." 

It  is  in  May  in  our  section  of  the  country  when 

"Everything  is  upward  stri^dng;" 

and, 

' '  'Tis  as  easy  then  for  the  heart  to  be  true 
As  for  the  grass  to  be  green  or  the  skies  to  be  blue." 

Springtime  unquestionabl}^  awakens  some  very  fine  senti- 
ments in  the  human  heart,  and  the  beautiful  custom  of  deco- 
rating the  graves  of  soldiers  has  arisen  out  of  these  senti- 
ments, connected  with  the  fact  that  the  flowers  for  the 
decoration  are  then  more  numerous  and  most  beautiful.  It 
is  a  most  inspiring  and  impressive  custom.  It  teaches  the 
surviving  soldiers  that  their  struggles  are  not  forgotton  or 
discounted,  and  at  the  same  time  it  teaches  the  youth  of  the 
country  that  they  owe  a  great  debt  to  the  dead. 

We  do  not  desire  to  be  or  to  seem  sectional,  but  we  will 
express  the  hope  that  as  long  as  the  Southern  sun  kisses  into 
bloom  the  rich  flowers  of  the  Southern  soil,  the  Southern 
youth  will  use  these  flowers  to  honor  the  memory  of  the 
soldiers  who  fought  for  Southern  rights. 

'Cbe  The  work  on  the  new  building  for  the 

fntting  School  Fitting  School  has  begun.  The  building 
is  located  very  near  to  the  spot  where  the 
Alumni  Hall  was  burned  on  the  morning  of  January  i8.  It 
will  be  ready  for  use  by  the  opening  of  college  in  September, 
and  will  be  a  very  great  addition,  both  in  appearance  and 
usefulness,  to  the  equipment  of  the  college. 

Since  the  burning  of  the  Fitting  School,  the  young  men 
who  were  there  have  conducted  themselves  in  a  very  commend- 
able manner.  They  were  without  a  home,  and  were  away 
from  home;  but  they  adjusted  themselves  to  their  circum- 
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Stances  immediately,  and  the  work  of  the  school  was  impeded 
for  only  two  days.  The  students  of  the  Fitting  School,  since 
the  fire,  have  had  recitations  in  the  college  recitation  rooms, 
have  attended  chapel  exercises  with  the  college  boys,  and 
have  boarded  in  the  hall  adjoining  the  dining  room  used  by 
the  college  students.  In  these  places  they  have  been  very 
much  thrown  with  the  older  students  of  the  college,  and  the 
association  thus  brought  about  has  been  of  mutual  benefit  to 
both  student  bodies.  The  deportment  of  the  young  Fitting 
School  students  has  been  as  excellent  as  could  be  expected, 
and,  it  might  be  said,  better  than  was  expected. 

This  accidental  contact  of  the  two  students  will  cause  a 
greater  respect  and  admiration  from  each  to  each  in  the  fu- 
ture. 

The  end  of  the  eleventh  volume  of  the 
Valedictory  Journal  is  reached  with  the  publication  of 
this  issue,  and  the  present  editorial  staff  severs 
its  connection  with  the  magazine.  During  the  year  that  we 
have  been  in  charge  of  the  Journal,  each  one  of  us  has  been 
greatly  benefitted  by  the  experience  that  we  have  acquired, 
and  we  hope  that  the  magazine  has  not  suffered  in  conse- 
quence of  our  connection  with  it.  We  leave  the  Journal  in 
somewhat  better  condition  financially  than  we  found  it,  and 
hope  that  it  may  continue  as  successful  in  this  important 
respect  as  it  has  been  this  year. 

The  staff  which  takes  charge  in  October  is  a  capable  and 
efficient  one,  and  we  believe  that  through  their  efforts  the 
Journal  will  be  an  excellent  college  magazine  next  year. 
We  hope  that  their  connection  with  the  Journal  will  be  as 
pleasant  as  ours  has  been,  and  that  a  high  standard  of  liter- 
ary excellence  will  be  attained. 


Exchange  Department 

D.  Iv.  Guy,  Editor. 


A  feeling  of  sadness  always  accompanies  saying  farewell. 
It  seems  that  the  student,  after  experiencing  many  "good- 
byes'' during  his  college  course,  would  become  accustomed  to 
it  and  not  regret  it.  It  is  true  that  this  experience  does 
some  good,  but  when  one  has  formed  friendships,  and  he 
knows  that  he  must  withdraw  from  their  circle,  sadness  will 
inevitably  steal  over  him,  notwithstanding  his  experience. 
The  many  journals  that  have  come  to  us  each  month  from 
the  different  colleges  has  been  a  source  of  much  pleasure  and 
enjoymentr  We  thank  them  for  their  kind  suggestions  re- 
garding our  journal,  and  know  that  they  will  benefit  us 
greatly.  With  best  wishes  we  turn  the  management  of  the 
JouRNAi,  over  to  our  successors,  hoping  that  the  Exchange 
Editor  will  find  it  as  pleasant  among  the  college  magazines 
of  next  year  as  the  present  editor  has  this. 

The  first  article  that  attracts  our  attention  in  The  Criterion 
is  "Snatches  From  a  School  Girl's  Diary."  We  read  this 
article  rather  hurriedly,  but  must  say  that  it  is  not  what  we 
expected  to  find,  but  our  unfamiliarity  with  school  girl 
pranks  will  excuse  us  for  not  appreciating  it.  "Rudyard 
Kipling"  is  an  excellent  article.  It  gives  an  interesting 
sketch  of  this  famous  writer's  life,  discussing  his  style  in  an 
admirable  way.  Upon  the  whole  The  Criterion  is  a  well  got- 
ten up  and  neatly  printed  journal. 

There  is  considerable  improvement  in  the  Tidane  Univer- 
sity Magazine.  The  May  number  contains  some  beautiful 
drawings  by  the  Sketch  Club.  The  students  in  the  work 
deserve  much  praise  and  we  wish  for  them  great  success. 

The  Commencement  Number  of  The  Peabody  Record 
comes  to  us  very  arristieally  and  beautifully  bound.  It 
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abounds  in  orations  and  addresses  so  characteristic  of  com- 
mencement times.  We  are  glad  to  see  in  it  an  oration  on 
''Benjamin  Harrison— A  True  Patriot."  We  think  this 
oration  is  well  worked  up,  and  reflects  honor  on  the  young 
orator.  That  there  are  great  spirits,  even  in  modern  times, 
is  a  fact  which  many  college  students  are  slow  to  recognize. 
The  short  paper  on  "Education  and  Discontent"  shows  close 
thought  on  the  part  of  the  writer.  On  the  whole,  this  num- 
ber of  the  Record  is  a  very  attractive  and  appropriate  one, 
and  other  colleges  might  do  well  to  pattern  after  it. 

'*Hero  Worship  and  The  Historical  Novel,"  in  TM  Co- 
lumbia Literary  Monthly^  is  one  of  the  best  essays  we  have 
read  anywhere  this  year.  The  writer  treats  his  subject  in  a 
masterly  way.  He  shows  that  the  historical  novel  reveals  to 
us  better  than  any  other  form  of  fiction,  and  gives  reasons 
why  this  is  so.  Glancing  over  the  pages  of  this  magazine, 
we  see  other  attractive  subjects,  but  time  will  not  allow  us  to 
read  them.  The  print  is  good.  We  have  no  unfavorable 
criticisms  to  make  of  this  magazine. 

In  closing,  we  wish  again  to  express  our  thanks  to  the 
many  newspapers  for  the  current  happenings  they  have  re- 
ported to  us.  Ihe  Southern  Christian  Advocate  has  been  a 
welcome  weekly  visitor,  and  we  wish  for  it  a  long,  prosper- 
ous  and  happy  life. 


CLIPPINGS* 


THB  SKARCH  FOR  TRUTH. 

Look  not  for  Truth  where  Hoary  Wisdom  stands. 
Who,  though  still  doubting  if  his  way  be  right, 

Yet  ever  beckons  us  with  lifted  hands 
To  follow  his  dim  sight. 

Search  not  for  him  where  childish  Ignorance  looks, 
Conning  his  lesson  with  a  vacant  stare; 

He  is  not  prisoned  in  the  lore  of  books— 
You  will  not  find  him  there. 
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Go  forth  to  Nature  !    Hurl  thy  vain  thought  far; 

Gaze  on  the  field  and  stream,  mountain  and  sea; 
Drink  of  the  earth  and  sky,  flower  and  star; 

Behold,  Truth  throbs  in  thee  ! 

— Henry  David  Gray. 


SONNKT — TO  FLORKNCE. 

BY  "SOPHIE  MOOBB," 

A  little  thing  it  is  to  you,  I  know, 

Florence — this  foolish  story  I  have  told. 
You  listen  with  a  smile  serene  and  cold 
lyike  winter  sunshine  on  the  frozen  snow. 

'Tis  everything  to  me  ...... 

 Come,  let  us  go. 

The  music  stops;  the  sunshine  that  of  old 
lyit  up  my  life  has  passed;  and  I  behold 
Dark  skies  above  and  darker  earth  below. 

But  after  all  I'll  fight  it  out  alone, 

I'll  live  the  life  God  gives  me,  never  fear, 
I'll  crush  the  groan  and  brush  away  the  tear 

And  struggle  on  as  if  I  had  not  known 

This  grief — the  sharpest — in  thine  eyes  to  see 
A  Heaven  of  light  forever  shut  to  me. 
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MINSTREL. 

Whatever  the  Wofford  boys  take  hold  of  with  a  vim,  is 
generally  carried  through  to  a  great  success,  from  foot  ball 
to  base  ball  (?)  through  the  whole  list  of  other  things.  The 
Glee  Club  has  shown  the  college  community  and  the  public 
that  in  the  line  of  minstrel  music  they  are  as  good  as  the 
best.  Such  was  the  general  expression  of  opinion  when  the 
Glee  Club  Minstrel,  given  at  the  opera  house  on  May  i6, 
ended.  A  glee  club  is  not  a  new  thing  at  Wofford  College, 
one  having  been  started  several  times  within  the  recollection 
of  the  present  generation  of  students.  However  the  fate  of 
the  others  may  have  been,  we  felt  sure  from  the  very  first 
that  this  effort  would  be  crowned  with  success,  and  such  has 
been  the  case. 

The  entertainment  was  well  advertised,  well  boomed,  and 
on  the  night  appointed  the  opera  house  was  comfortably 
filled  with  an  intelligent,  appreciative  audience,  and  the  fact 
that  they  enjoyed  it  could  be  seen  from  the  continual  out- 
burst of  applause  that  greeted  some  particularly  good  thing.- 
Every  one  seemed  to  be  in  the  best  of  humor,  and  we 
think  we  can  say  without  fear  of  contradiction,  that 
every  one  present  had  a  very  enjoyable  time. 

Space  will  not  allow  of  a  detailed  account  of  the  different 
parts.  The  program  consisted  of  the  minstrel  proper,  of 
acrobatic  work  by  A.  Morrison,  M.  C.  Willard  and  Ben 
Shockley,  and  a  negro  court  in  which  was  tried  a  breach  of 
promise  case.  In  the  minstrel  we  would  make  special  men- 
tion of  the  four  end  men,  Messrs.  A.  Morrison,  John  R. 
Owen,  F.  S.  DuPre  and  Clarence  D.  I^ee,  of  the  class  of 
1900,  who  happened  to  be  in  the  city,  and  who  is  so  good  in 
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that  line,  that  by  invitation,  he  consented  te  take  part.  The 
costumes  of  these  black  white  men  were  well  gotten  up,  and 
the  jokes  that  they  got  off  at  the  expense  of  one  after 
another,  were  fresh  and  new,  and  the  hearty  bursts  of  laugh- 
ter showed  that  they  were  much  enjoj^ed  and  appreciated. 
Also  the  work  of  the  middle  man,  Mr.  T.  F.  Watkins,  was 
as  good  as  is  seen  in  any  minstrel. 

The  program  was  long  enough  to  be  entertaining  and  not 
too  long  to  be  wearisome,  so  that  every  one  went  away  with 
the  realization  and  remembrance  of  a  splendid  time.  In- 
deed, we  heard  from  several  sources  that  it  was  the  best 
minstrel  that  had  ever  been  in  Spartanburg  opera  house. 
Be  that  as  it  may,  we  feel  no  hesitancy  in  saying  that  it  was 
a  great  success  and  was  enjoyed  by  every  one  present. 

We  hope  that  the  boys  will  next  year  push  the  work  of 
the  glee  club,  and  that  it  may  go  on  from  good  to  even  better 
things;  that  the  success  they  have  achieved  this  year  may 
prove  to  be  but  a  harbinger  of  the  greater  success  of  the 
coming  years,  until  it  will  be  seen  to  be  an  indispensable 
part  of  the  life  of  the  college  community.  It  can  be  done. 
There  is  the  music  and  business  talent  to  make  it  so,  and  if 
it  is  not,  the  boys  have  only  themselves  to  blame.  We  will 
not,  however,  predict  evil,  but  only  success,  for  we  feel  that 
greater  success  than  ever  awaits  them  next  year;  that  there 
is  a  wide  open  door  that  they  cannot  fail  to  enter.  We  who 
will  not  be  here  to  see  this  wish  for  them  all  the  success 
that  can  reward  work  and  effort  well  spent. 


FOOT  BALL. 

The  coming  season  looks  bright  from  a  foot  ball  stand- 
point. Foot  ball  is  the  talk  of  campus,  and  foot  ball  enthu- 
siasm is  selling  at  three  hundred  per  cent  above  par.  It  may 
well  be  so,  too,  for  we  feel  sure  that  our  team  for  the  fall 
will  be  a  strong  one.  It  is  known  to  our  friends  that  for 
five  or  six  years  we  played  no  foot  ball,  and  it  was  only  last 
year  that  the  restrictions  were  removed  and  we  were  able  to 
put  out  a  team  at  all.    Accordingly  our  team  of  last  winter 
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was  not  the  team  that  could  be  expected  had  it  not  been  our 
first  year,  for  any  one  that  understands  the  game  knows  well 
enough  that  it  takes  time  to  make  a  fine  team.  As  it  was, 
we  defeated  Furman,  who  is  an  old  hand  at  the  business,  on 
her  own  grounds.  We  bid  fair  to  put  out  a  winning  team 
this  fall.  Capt.  J.  M.  Sullivan  is  into  the  work  with  his 
whole  heart,  soul  and  body  and  if  a  team  can  be  gotten  out 
he  is  the  man  who  will  do  it.  Any  of  the  teams  we  played 
with  will  remember  him,  for  a  man  who  runs  against  Jim 
one  time,  or  gets  in  Jim's  way  and  is  run  against  by  him,  is 
not  apt  to  soon  forget  it. 

Boys,  throw  yourself  into  the  work  with  your  whole  heart, 
and  determine  that  you  will  be  victorious.  Whatever  a  man 
makes  up  his  mind  to,  and  goes  into  with  all  the  power  of 
his  being,  it  is  probable  will  succeed.  If  you  resolve  that 
foot  ball  in  WofTord  will  succeed,  no  matter  what  be  the  ob- 
stacles, it  will  succeed,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  "Old 
Gold  and  Black"  should  not  wave  high  next  season.  You 
can  do  it,  you  must  do  it. 


NEWS  ON  THE  CAMPUS, 

With  this  issue  of  the  Journai,  the  Class  of  1901  steps  out 
and  turns  the  work  of  the  Journal  over  to  1902.  We  feel, 
however,  that  we  are  placing  it  in  good  hands,  and  we  predict 
and  wish  for  the  Journal  next  year  a  most  prosperous  and 
successful  time.  The  following  is  the  staff:  B.  H.  Brown, 
Kditor-in-Chief;  T.  C.  Ksterling,  Business  Manager;  T.  F. 
Watkins,  Literary;  R.  C.  Sharp,  Alumni;  D.  L,  Murpl:, 
Local;  W.  Z^^  Dantzler,  Exchange;  H.  W.  Wright,  Asst. 
Literary;  F.  ^  Bradham,  Asst.  Business  Manager. 

The  following  ofl&cers  have  been  elected  in  the  Calhoun 
Society:  A.  Morrison,  President;  F.  S.  DuPre,  Vice-Presi- 
dent; D.  S.  Murph,  I  St  Critic;  C.  H.  Varner,  2d  Critic;  L. 
I.  Crum,  3d  Critic;  G.  C.  Hodges,  Recording  Secretary;  A. 
H.  Marchant,  Corresponding  Secretary;  D.  Little,  Censor 
Morum;  G.  W.  Vaughan,  ist  Monitor;  Frank  Tatum,  2d 
Monitor. 
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Examinations  for  all  the  classes  except  the  Senior,  are  in 
progress.  The  sighs  and  wails  that  are  going  up  is  some- 
thing awful.  We  can  only  tell  them  to  stick  to  it  like  men, 
and  they  will  finally  be  victorious. 

We  see  on  the  campus  the  familiar  face  of  K.  P.  Miller, 
1 900.  We  are  glad  to  see  him  back.  He  will  remain  through 
commencement.  We  hear  that  quite  a  number  of  the  old 
boys  will  be  back  for  commencement. 

The  Summer  School  is  creating  a  good  deal  of  talk.  Quite 
a  good  number  of  the  boys  will  remain  over  for  it.  It  is  a 
splendid  opportunity  for  them. 

Commencement  will  soon  be  over  and  our  class  record  will 
be  made.  It  seems  but  a  very  short  time  since  October  of 
'97,  when  the  present  twenty-eight  Seniors  were  timid  Fresh- 
men. Fellows,  you  do  not  realize  how  the  time  will  fly. 
You  who  are  Freshmen  to-day  will  be  Seniors  to-morrow. 
All  we  can  say  to  you  is,  make  the  most  of  the  moments  as 
they  fly  so  rapidly  by,  in  order  that  there  may  be  no  bitter 
drop  in  your  cup  as  you  stand  and  look  oack  over  your  college 
course. 

Mr.  R.  K.  Hayes,  of  the  graduating  class,  is  in  Columbia 
this  week.  He  goes  as  one  of  the  marshals  elected  by  the 
ladies  of  Columbia  Female  College.  He  represents  the  Car- 
lisle Literary  Society  of  that  institution.  This  is  quite  a 
compliment  to  Mr.  Hayes,  and  we  hear  that  he  is  making 
good  use  of  it.  The  report  comes  that  he  is  enjoying  him- 
self immensely.  There  seems  to  be  an  attraction  for  him  at 
the  college. 

Dr.  Wallace  is  in  Columbia  to  deliver  the  annual  address 
before  the  Literary  Societies  of  Columbia  Female  College. 


dofford  College  Directory 


Jas.  H.  Cari,isi.E,  ly.  L.  D.,  President. 

J.  A.  GambwkIvI.,  a.  M.,  Secretary. 

D.  A,  DuPrk,  a.  M.,  Treasurer. 


Calhoun  Literary  Society. 

President,  F.  W.  Fairey. 
Vice-President,  J.  B.  Crews, 
ist  Critic,  H.  M,  Brown. 
Secretary,  B.  H.  Brown. 
Treasurer,  F.  S.  DuPre.. 

Preston  Literary  Society. 

President,  M.  S.  Asbelle. 
Vice-President,  G.  C.  Bates, 
ist  Critic,  H.  G.  Bidson. 
Secretary,  R.  I.  Manning. 
Treasurer,  B.  A.  Montgomery. 

Wofford  College  Journal. 

Bditor-in-Chief,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 
Business  Manager,K.W.Littlejohn. 
Iviterary  Bditor,  J.  B.  Gibson. 
Bxchange  Bditor,  D.  L.  Guy. 
Alumni  Bditor,  H.  M.  Brown. 
Ivocal  Bditor,  M.  Auld. 
Asst.  Bus.  Manager,  B.  A.  Bennett. 
Asst  Literary  Bditor,  D.  S.  Murph. 

Y.  M.  C-  A. 

President  N.  ly.  Prince. 
Vice-Pres-de  nt  R.  B.  Sharp. 
Secretary  C.  H.  Varner. 
Treasurer,  W.  C.  Owen. 

Gymnasium  Association. 

President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 

Sec.  andTreas,,  C.  H.  Varner. 

Captain,  F.  S.  DuPre. 


Alumni  Association. 

President,  W.  B.  Burnett,  '76. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  J.  F.  Brown,  '76. 

Fraternities. 

Chi  Psi. 
Chi  Phi. 
Kappa  Sigma. 
Kappa  Alpha. 
Pi  Kappa  Alpha. 
Sigma  Alpha  Bpsilon. 

Senior  Class. 

President,  B.  B.  Lancaster. 
Vice-President,  V.  W.  Brabham. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 
Poet,  F.  K.  Lake. 
Historian,  W.  C.  Koger. 

Junior  Class. 

President,  N.  L.  Prince. 
Vice-President,  F.  S.  DuPre. 
Sec.  and  Treas., ^C.  Basterling. 

Soptiomore  Class. 

President,  W.  K.  Greene. 
Vice-President,  I.  B.  Curry. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  L.  Q.  Crum. 

Freshman  Class. 

President,  C.  L.  Smith. 
Vice-President,  J.  C.  Harmon. 
Sec.  and  Treas.,  F.  N.  Bhrlich. 


AtHletic  Assoeiotioti. 

President,  Prof.  A.  B.  Cookk, 

Secretary  and  Treasurer,  Thos.  H.  Daniel. 


Football  Department. 

Manager,  T.  F.  Watkins. 
Assistant  Manager,  C.  H.  Varner. 
Captain,  J"  M.  Sullivan. 


Baseball  Department. 

Manager,  J.  B.  Gibson. 

Asst.  Manager,  K.  W.  Littlejohn. 

Captain,  F.  H.  Hudgens, 
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Robertson 

wants  every  college  boy  to  feel  as  much  at  home 
with  him  as  they  formerly  felt  with  his  prede- 
cessor 

Crook 

Every  effort  will  be  made  to  give  you  Satisfactory 
Shoe  Service. 

How  Would  You  Like  to  Take  Your 
College  Lectures  Verbatim  ? 

Spare-time  study  under  our  instruction  will  enable  you  to  do  it. 
Special  course  and  special  rates  to  College  Students. 

Learn  to  Write  ^  plain,  legible,  smooth,  and  rapid  hand.   Don  t 

 _         "scratch"  through  life  with  a   "scrawl"  that 

neither  you  nor  anyone  else  can  read. 

Be  Up-to-Date  !  Take  our  Penmanship  Course  and  we  guar- 
 —  1  antee  you  a  hand-writing  that  will  be  the  envy 

of  everyone.    Join  us  now  and  take  advantage  of  our  SPECIAIv  RATE 

TO  COIylvKGK  STUDENTS. 

For  other  information  write  to,  or  call  on,  us  at  the  Cleveland 
Building,  opposite  the  Court  House. 

Spartanburg 
Business  College 

SPARTANBURG,  S.  C. 


L.  NEKI*  ViCRNON 


W.  H.  Zimmerman 
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...W.  F.  BARNES*.. 

 PRACTICAL  

..BOOK   AND  JOB.. 


Sprinter 


.♦J9  Magnolia  Street.. 
♦  .  Spar  tanbuf  gf,    S.  C... 
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National  Batik 

OF  SPARTNNBURG,  S.  C 


Capital,  -         -  *100,000. 

Stockfiolclens'  L,iat>iHty,  100,000. 
Surplus,         -         -  78,000. 

*if78,000. 


DIRECTORS:— J.  A.  Chapman,  J.  W.  Carlisle,  J.  F. 
Cleveland,  A.  H.  Twichell,  J.  B.  Cleveland,  R.  H.  F.  Chap- 
man, W.  E.  Burnett,  Geo.  Cofield. 

OFFICERS* 

Gko.  Cofiei<d,  President, 
J.  B.  CLKVBiyAND,  Vice-  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Cashier. 
J.  W.  Simpson,  Assistant  Cashier. 
Checks  cashed  for  students  without  charge.  Accounts 
solicited. 


Fidelity  Loan  &  Trast  Company 

OF  SPARTANBURG,  S.  C 


Capital,  $30,000.00.     Surplus,  $13,000.00. 

Geo.  CoPiEiyD,  President. 
W.  E.  Burnett,  Treasurer. 
J.  B.  Ci.evei.and,  Attorney. 
DIRECTORS:— A.   H.  Twichell,  J.  A.  Chapman,  W.  S. 
Manning,  Geo.  Cofield,  W.  E.  Burnett,  J.  B.  Cleveland.' 

Interest  will  be  allowed  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per 
annum  on  all  sums  of  five  dollars  or  more  remaining  on  de- 
posit for  three  months,  and  four  and  a  one-half  on  certificates 
of  deposits  for  six  months,  to  be  computed  and  added  to  ac- 
count semi-annually — i.  e.,  on  the  last  days  of  June  and  De- 
cember. Provided  that  nothing  herein  shall  prevent  the 
payment  of  interest  to  any  depositor  closing  his  account  be- 
fore the  semi-annual  statement. 
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1         QUALITY  1 
STYLE 


,  LOW  PRICES  T 

are  inseperably  linked  at 

I   THE  BEE  HIVE  % 

4*      The  Cheapest  Store  4 

*      Palmetto  State  T 

I  JOHN  D,  COLLINS  J 

«^     *^     9^     <^  «^     «^     <^     •&0  <«A|»     <«if»  K9 
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Have  Your  Clothes  sent  to  the 
Spartat> 

special  Inducements  to  Students 

Doolittle  &  Humphrey 
Phone  85  Proprietors 

Dr.  J.  T.  Cal\;ert 

S.  W.  Cor.  Main  &  Church  Sts. 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Leading  Confectionery      Carlionateil  Brinlfs 

S.  Becker 

STUDENTS'  RESORT 

Cars  stop  at  Becker's  Station 
Headquarters  for 

Oysters  and  Ice  Cream 

in  Season 
Cor.  Main  and  Church  Streets 

Risbf's  PharmacK 

DftjgfSt  Medicines 
Peffttmery 
ToMet  Articles 

Cigfars  and  Smokers'  Goods 

STlJDErlTS 

ARE  E^PECIAI^IvY 

INVITED  TO 

H.  ll.oLigon's  Drug  Store. 

SPARTANBURG 

steam  laundry 

J.  0.  ERWIN,  Proprietor 
30  Magnolia  street              PHone  30 

We  call  for  and  Deliver  Work. 
Best  work,  prompt  delivery 

Dr  J  C  Oeland 

STUDENTS 

OF  

WOFFORD 

If  you  want  your  hair  cut  in  Wof- 
ford  College  style  go  to 

•s  A  .  DUCK 

Rear  Floyd  lyiles. 

Razor  Sharpening  a  Specialty. 

DENTIST 

N,  SHURSH  STREET 

xii. 
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^Palmetto   ^ook  Store. 

EVAN  J.  UIDE,  Manager. 

Headquarters  for  College  Text  Books  and  all  kinds 
of  Stationery.  Ask  to  see  the  National  Note  Book. 


HOPKINS 
THE  COLLEGE  SHOP. 


P  B  T  B  RSO  N 

•Artistic  ff^hoto^^rapher. 

Gives  Special  Attention  to  Copying  and  Enlarging  in  all  its  Branches. 

He  has  thoroughly  remodeled  his  Gallery— putting  in  the  finest 
Ground  Glass  Skylight  in  South  Carolina  and,  with  his  unsurpassed 
skill,  is  not  to  be  excelled  for  quality  of  work  anywhere  or  by  anybody. 
The  Wofford  College  Boys  are  well  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him. 

For  Cigars  Jobacco,  etc.,  go  to  JTE.  Bagwell  &  Bro's.  ' 
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Charleston 
&  Western 
Carolina 
Railway 

THE  DIRECT  ROUTE  BETWEEN 

Spartanburg 

Clinton 

Newberry 

Columbia 

Sumter 

Florence 

Charleston 

Augusta 

Savannah 

Florida  Points 

Fot  Rates^  Schcdule&f  etc*f  call  on 

C.  W.  BosTiCK,  U.  T.  A.,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
J.  B.  Cari.isi.ic,  Agent,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
Gm.  T.  Bryan,  Gen.  Agt.,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
W.  J.  Craig,  Gen.  Pass.  Agent,  Augusta,  Oa, 
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WOFFORD  COLLEGE 

JAS.  H.  CARLISLE,  LL.D..  President 


Two  degrees,  A.  B.  and  A.  M.  Two  courses  leading  to 
the  A.  B.  Degree.  Eight  professors.  Departments:  Ethics 
and  Astronomy,  Mathematics,  Physics,  Chemistry  and  Geol- 
ogy, Latin,  Greek,  English,  German  and  French,  History  ? 
and  Economics.  Library  and  Librarian.  The  W.  E.  Bur- 
nett gymnasium,  under  a  competent  director.  Athletic 
grounds.  Course  Lectures  by  the  ablest  men  on  the  plat- 
form. Rare  Musical  opportunities.  Board  from  $8  to  $io  a 
month.  Next  session  begins  September  28,  1901.  For  cat- 
alogue or  other  information,  address 

J.  A.  GAMEWELL,  Secretary, 

Spartanburg,  S.  C. 

Wofford  Coffe^e  Fiffing  Schoof 


A  four-story  brick  building  containing  fifteen  bed  rooms,  a 
large  dining  hall,  a  bath  room  and  class  rooms,  all  under  one 
roof.  The  Head  Master,  the  Second  Master  and  the  Matron 
live  in  the  building.  The  discipline  of  the  School  is  kind 
but  firm.  Students  take  regular  exercises  in  the  College 
Gymnasium,  and  have  access  to  the  College  Library  (7,000 
volumes,)  and  reading  room.  The  School  has  prepared  one 
hundred  and  seventy-five  boys  for  College. 

A  Reduction  of  One-Fourth  In  Expenses. 

$107.00  pays  for  Board,  Fuel  and  Lights,  and  all  Fees. 
For  Catalogue,  etc. ,  address 

A.  MASON  DuPRfi,  Head  Master, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


Groceries  at  J.  L  Bagwell  1  Bro's. 
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The  Oldest  Drug  Store  in  the  City. 

The  only  one  owned  by  or  employing  a  Wofford  College 
Graduate. 

Purity  above  Price — Yet  we  sell  as  low  as  any  one. 

SOLE  AGENT  HUYLER'S  CANDIES. 


GO  TO 

W.  B.  Hallett 

TO  GET  ypy  COAL 

JAMES  H.  WiLLIIlMS, 
Dealer  in  FRUIT 
and  PRODUCE. 

Rear  of  Ligon's  Drug  Store, 
Spartanburg,  S.  C. 


I  Jewelry 
^  Pictures 
Ctit  Glass 
Silver  War^e 
Silver  Novelties 
Fine  Umbrellas 
Imported  Chinas 

Artistic  Engraving:  with- 
out extra  charge* 

\  Prenfice  Luckeg 

1  JEWELER 

1 

I        Expert  Repairing 


Do  Your  Clothes  Fit? 


If  we  were  your  tailor  this  question 
would  be  useless.  We  make  suits  to 
order,  or  will  fit  you  with  ready-made 
Tailor  suits,  that  are  cheaper  and  better 
than  you  can  get  elsewhere.  Everything 
that  leaves  our  store  is  guaranted, 

J*  Williams 

Merchant  Tailor 


THE STETSON 


THE  REGENT 


SHOB 


SHOB 


As  the  three  Rs  are  the  foundation  of  all 
learning,  so  is  square  dealing  at  the  base 
of  all  successful  retailing. 


who  have  to  clothe  yourselves  in  a  manner 
befitting  your  standing,  can  find  here  a 
pleasing  variety  of  styles  in  qualities  that 
carry  their  own  recommendation.  What- 
ever price  you  pay  it  will  be  guaranteed  the 
least  at  which  it  would  be  possible  to  make 
an  equally  satisfactory  purchase  anywhere 
in  the  State. 

ffie  Are  Outfitters  of  Men 

We  cater  to  their  tastes;  we  study  their 
wants — it's  our  business,  and  our  time  is 
devoted  to  looking  for  and  placing  before 
the  public  the  best  and  newest  styles  on 
the  market.  Everything  we  sell  is  guar- 
anteed, and  your  money  back  if  you  want  it. 


Men's  Outfitter  and  Merchant  Tailor 


2/ou  Vfi 


en 


E.  M.  WH«RTON 


KNOX 


HATS 


LION  BRAND 
SHIRTS 


